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Аннотация
��a spellbinding mystery�intricate adventure� Murder, deception and passion moved the story at a fast pace� kept me guessing until the end.�

Where secrets collide� 
Shortly after university researchers Diane and Vincent Rose join a prosperous Houston biotech company, Vincent begins seeing hints of darkness in their new workplace and records his suspicions as if they are scientific data. 
When Vincent vanishes during a yacht race off the coast of Texas, Diane Rose makes the stark discovery that another BRI scientist disappeared just months before. Is there a connection? Devastated but determined to uncover the truth, she trades her microscope for binoculars and master keys�unaware she�s being watched.
Drawing on her research skills, she covertly investigates BRI�s enigmatic staffers: an animal rights extremist with destructive tendencies, a disgraced scientist with ulterior motives, a shadow employee with dangerous secrets to protect and a sadist who gets his thrills through animal torture. 
But the hunter becomes the hunted. On the run, Diane follows an international trail of secret societies, ill-fated lovers, greed and murder; all the while fighting an attraction to one of the world�s most powerful men�a man who wants to bed her or kill her�or both
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FOR
CHARLIE
My muse, my first reader, my love
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Prologue

Emerging from a murky awareness, Harry now remembered tumbling over the railing and clawing for a grip on the rushing air. But he could not recall landing, facedown, in this dark place.
His quickening brain recorded a flinty presence in his left chest restricting him to gasping quarter-breaths. His rummaging mind located his limbs�still attached�but he could not will them to move. All but the slightest voluntary action had been shut down.
An aberrant wave of well-being washed over him. He had beaten them at their own craft; even a Pyrrhic victory was a glorious win considering the treachery he had thwarted.
He forced a smirk; he had been undone by his naïveté. He had omitted his own safety from the lists of assumptions and variables. What a fool to think they�d let him walk away.
Then there was the Velcro. But even the most fastidious scientist would not have factored in Velcro.
The wind piped up, and he shivered. How long had it been now? It seemed like just moments ago he had stood at Victoria Peak in a state of simple-minded bliss, enjoying the glitter of Hong Kong after dark. The city�s sparkle mirrored his jubilation.
He thought he had every reason to celebrate. Not only had he escaped the PhD sweatshop in Houston, but he had located a San Francisco group deserving of his technology. Tonight, they were supposed to close the deal.
He had been alone on the viewing platform; the blustery weather kept the tourists away. He remembered zipping his jacket part way and loosening the Velcro tab at his cuff to check his watch. The Ridge Laboratory representative was late.
His name was John Bowman. In his email he had described himself as lanky, early sixties, salt and pepper hair. Bowman said he had other business to conduct in Asia and suggested they meet in Hong Kong where Harry was visiting his favorite uncle and aunt. Bowman chose The Peak Restaurant, having read about the view online.
Harry planned to titillate Bowman with some of the specs for his device, then negotiate his employment contract. He looked forward to spending a few years in California.
Impatient, Harry had picked up his briefcase and stepped toward the station door to await the next tram�s arrival. At that moment, a tall man in a dark pullover sweater walked out onto the viewing platform. Even in the dim lighting, Harry recognized him�and he was stunned.
�You?� Harry said. �What are you doing here?�
The man took a threatening step forward and growled: �Do you know me?�
Confused and frightened, Harry retreated toward the railing.
The man advanced. His mammoth hand pressed against Harry�s chest, shoving him farther back. �Answer me. How do you know me?�
Despite the man�s age, his size gave him the advantage.
�I was mistaken,� Harry stammered.
The man became enraged. �You�re lyin.�� He grabbed Harry by the throat and bent him backwards over the viewing rail, then reached down with the other hand and tugged at Harry�s briefcase.
At first Harry resisted, yanking back on the handle. But he needed two hands to fend off his assailant. He let go of the briefcase and went for the attacker�s crotch. But his Velcro cuff latched onto the man�s sweater. While Harry struggled to free himself, the man swung the briefcase and smashed it against Harry�s temple, then heaved him over the railing.
The shivering was now constant. His heart, so carefully toned through years of jogging, had shifted from its deep tympani beat to the thready stutter of a snare drum.
Liquid warmth oozed across his upper abdomen. It was welcome at first, like the fleeting relief of childhood bedwetting. But the small comfort was eradicated by the chilly realization of its source and consequence.
His final thoughts were of those who would avenge his death and carry on his work: Andromeda and Pegasus point the way. Uncle, be safe.

JOURNAL

April 17th
�To say that she�s bewitched, one would have to acknowledge that such a thing is possible.

April 30th
�.Absence of proof is not proof of absence.

May 3rd ��.. Leonard Everly???���..


� CHAPTER ONE �

The syllabus listed today�s session as the final lecture of the fall semester. But, in fact, it would be Professor Rose�s last lecture ever.
Professor Diane Rose withdrew her hands from her sweater pockets, consulted her notes on the lectern, and resumed her discourse. �Scientific research is about truth. It�s about discovering truths in nature, then using those truths to benefit mankind.�
Diane glanced around the classroom at her biology students� eager faces and realized they were more intent on her words than she was. Chagrined, she took a deep breath and forced herself to focus.
�The successful researcher is creative, confident, observant.
�As you witnessed in the laboratory this semester, the competent scientist never shrugs off a coincidence; it may be pointing the way to a discovery.
�Your lab experience also taught you that successful outcomes are tied to the quality of your input. Nothing good can come from incorrect, skewed or fabricated data. So it follows that, above all else, the research scientist must be painstakingly accurate and uncompromisingly ethical.�
�Who can define ethics for me?�
Several hands shot up.
�Okay, everyone gets a turn. Let�s start in the back.� She pointed over the rows of sweatshirts and denim toward Norma, a young woman in an orange sweater at the rear of the room. Norma had not raised her hand. She reminded Diane of herself when she was an undergraduate on full scholarship. She was always reluctant to volunteer information, fearing her voice would not measure up to the others�those with living, college-educated parents who could afford to pay their children�s tuitions.
Her opinion sought out, Norma jumped to her feet and launched into a speech on ethics.
As each student took a turn, Diane Rose paced and smiled, nodding occasionally to acknowledge well-thought-out points.
Diane glanced out the window at the dark clouds rolling in from the northwest; it appeared the promised Thanksgiving snowstorm had arrived in Pittsburgh.
Her hand strayed once again to the mobile phone in her pocket. She wished she had responded to Olimpia Garza�s voice message and phoned her in Houston immediately; better to have been late for class than to be so distracted.
Traditionally, Diane used the last semester hour to attempt steering her students toward careers in science. She called it the �commercial break.� But today she felt she was doing a lousy sales job; Olimpia�s message had jerked her thoughts in other directions.
Olimpia Garza, Diane�s longtime mentor and colleague, was a professor at the Universidad de Bogota in Colombia. For almost three decades Olimpia had been studying plant medicine used by the indigenous peoples of Central and South America and Borneo. As a result, she was regarded as one of the world�s foremost ethnobotanists.
A message from Olimpia was usually an invitation to the surreal. On rare occasions, she made a straightforward request like: �Could you present a conference paper on the botanical hallucinogens used by the Winoto tribe we visited in Colombia?� But mostly Olimpia proposed field trips that portended the mysterious or the exotic with �adventure� as the unstated, quadruple-starred footnote.
Diane found conferences and presentations interesting, but less than exciting. The promise of a field trip, however, was always compelling.
A montage of past adventures crowded Diane�s mind: chasing plant poachers through Quito�s marketplace; dodging ubiquitous bands of revolutionaries in Colombia; canoeing for days in quest of the healing mavaco bark in Panama�only to find a hostile shaman standing guard over the trees; climbing liana vines, in various countries, to harvest rare medicinal passion flowers (Passiflora) and encountering poison dart frogs (Phyllobates terribilis)�the name says it all, double-headed snake caterpillars (Pholus labruscae)�startling�both coming and going, and fanged Peruvian tarantulas (Avicularia)�black furry legs and pink fuzzy toes, but less than cuddly.
Diane loved jungle trekking and feared it too. But she felt she needed it to balance the textbook and test tube parts of her life.
By ten minutes to eleven, the students had completed their discourses on ethics, and Professor Rose dismissed the class for the holiday. As students turned on cell phones and gathered backpacks, she raised her voice over the commotion.
�Have a nice Thanksgiving. Good luck on your finals. See you next semester.�
* * *
Olimpia Garza grimaced when the phone in her pocket vibrated. She had forgotten to turn it off, and the attendants were closing the airplane door. She dug out the phone and checked its screen. It was an international call. She exhaled through pursed lips and rolled her eyes; university politics wasted so much of her time. She had already given her blood oath that she would attend tomorrow�s meetings in Bogota�unless, of course, the plane went down. What better assurance could she offer?
She glanced around the business class section�not a flight attendant in sight. She pressed the green button and spoke just above a whisper. �Hola.� Her heart lurched. �Oh, it is you.� He was the last person on the planet she wanted to hear from.
�I trust you had a fruitful visit,� he said.
�I cannot speak now; my plane is backing away from the gate in Houston.�
Olimpia�s thumb wavered over the �off� button, her only defense against him. But, even a continent away, the voice on the phone held a tighter grip on her than the seatbelt cinched across her lap. She could not hang up.
�I will be brief,� he said. �I want you to come out to the island tomorrow and stay overnight. That will give us time to talk.�
Olimpia shook her head violently. No, that would not be possible. She found her voice and said, �I have urgent meetings scheduled at the university all day tomorrow and the next day.�
He responded in a friendly tone; a man accustomed to giving orders did not need to sound demanding. �Your meetings can wait. I will send the helicopter for you at noon tomorrow. You know the landing site.�
* * *
It was snowing. And all over campus, students celebrated the first storm of the season by tilting their faces up to catch the wet confetti on their tongues.
Diane Rose stepped outside, pulled on her gloves and looked skyward. Maybe she wouldn�t take the shuttle bus after all; she would walk the four blocks to Foster Hall where she and her husband Vincent shared an office and laboratories.
She stopped at the curb under the red flashing pedestrian light. The air was dense with filigreed snowflakes. The white silence-in-motion was much like the green stillness of the jungle at midday�quiet, beautiful and potentially treacherous.
The traffic light changed, and Diane was swept across the street on a tsunami of chattering, tweeting, texting students. She dug her cell phone out of her shoulder bag and checked the screen. No messages. She hadn�t been able to reach Olimpia Garza. Most likely, she�d already boarded her plane back to South America.
Olimpia�s message had aroused Diane�s semiannual urge to escape from her day jobs. She made a mental note to email her later. Olimpia might provide the perfect diversion.
Diane often puzzled over her compulsion to keep moving. To most observers she appeared to be completely absorbed in her teaching, her laboratory work, and her marriage. But, in fact, she was always looking over the horizon, poised to jump to the next place, the next project.
Vincent once said that, having been orphaned at an early age, she was always expecting loss and trying to outrun it.
Perhaps she did have a deep-seated fear of abandonment. She had to admit that easy commitment was not her strong suit. If she had been unprepared for Vincent�s proposal of marriage, she likely would have panicked and bolted from the restaurant the night he popped the question. But she had done her homework beginning day one of their relationship, interrogating him about his family�s health�back three to four generations�until she was satisfied that, for the most part, he had no serious threats to his longevity.
Vincent admitted that, early on, he was concerned with Diane�s morbid interest in his ancestors� afflictions and wondered if she�d reject him based on a few of his progenitors� preexisting conditions.
Diane thought of people, places and things as being as transient as time. Returning from field trips, she was always pleasantly surprised to find her world still nailed down.
Reaching the top step outside Foster Hall, Diane caught her reflection in the glass doors. The melted snow had tightened her hair into auburn coils�her �Carrot Top look� Vincent called it. She fluffed some droplets out of her curls and entered the building.
Vincent Rose sat at his computer doing a statistical analysis of some data regarding his experimental Parkinson�s drug, Peruvase. Diane came up behind him and placed her hands on his beard for warmth.
Vincent jumped. �You�re wet. Is it raining?�
Diane pointed to the window and the falling snow. �How long have you been at the computer?�
He shrugged. �Are you finished with class already?� He looked at the snow, then at his watch. �How did it get to be noontime? Maybe we should leave before we�re snowed in.�
�It�s not cold enough for it to stick to the pavement yet. We�re probably safe for an hour or so.�
Diane glanced sideways at the assortment of unopened envelopes cluttering Vincent�s desktop. �When was the last time you opened your mail?� she asked.
�Hmm?� He was focused on his computer again.
Vincent was an able administrator and good researcher but rarely mixed the two functions. This week he was in his research mode with little time for anything else.
Diane hung her coat on a wall hook, gathered an armful of mail and walked to other end of the room. She dumped the mail onto her desk, dropping a FedEx envelope onto the floor and scattering her desktop display of condor foot bones.
She bent forward, stretching her arm toward the bones�but stopped short. If Vincent would, by chance, turn his head just slightly to the left, he could catch her in the act of aiming the condor�s center toe toward the East. And today there wasn�t time for more of his voodoo jokes.
The bones of the venerated prehistoric Andean condor (Vultur gryphus) were said to convey health and power. In mythology, the condor was the ruler of the upper world because of its closeness to the sun deity. The foot bones were given to her by a Peruvian shaman with the caveat that the elongated center toe must point to the East, to the rising sun, or she would suffer the consequences.
When Vincent first saw her aligning the bone, using a compass, he teased her mercilessly. �Ahh-h, the rite of the condor,� he had said with mock reverence. �Tell me, did the shaman say anything about magnetic declination when using a compass? Something to think about Diane�any inaccuracy and zap! There go your powers.� Diane smirked and ignored him. But that didn�t stop his needling.
Vincent, the empiricist, evidenced a growing concern that she was leaning away from science, towards some sort of mysticism. He said she was turning into a witchdoctor before his very eyes. He remarked that she returned from field trips with more and more �voodoo notions,� scoffing at her flashes of intuition, teasing that she was the only scientist he knew who factored �vibes� into her data.
She acknowledged that the vibe part might have been true in some isolated cases. But hey, it worked for her.
Having spent days and weeks on end living with indigenous tribes, she witnessed things that defied scientific explanation and learned not to challenge their validity. Besides, if she was going to display condor bones, in the absence of a prehistoric user manual why not follow the guidelines laid out by an expert? In this case, it was the shaman.
She glanced over at the bones and had to admit it nettled a bit seeing them all askew like that; it disturbed her sense of order. But was it as simple as that�merely a display that needed rearranging? Or, as Vincent suggested, did she see them as a talisman?
After a moment�s reflection she shook her head and said, �Nah,� and reached over to align the bones as per the shaman�s instructions.
The universe back in alignment, she grabbed a granola bar from her desk drawer, took a generous bite and reached down to retrieve the FedEx envelop from the floor. She checked the �Received� date, and chided Vincent across the room: �This has been sitting around for four days. How do you expect to be made famous by a letter bomb or anthrax exposure if you don�t open your mail?� She didn�t really expect a response.
She zipped off the tab and, to her amazement, pulled out two first-class plane tickets and an invitation to a Christmas yacht party at Bayside Research Inc in Texas.
Diane ran her finger over the raised gold and red lettering. �Houston again,� she mumbled.

� CHAPTER TWO �

Whenever science makes a discovery, the devil grabs it while the angels are debating the best way to use it.
∞Alan Valentine∞

In 1992, Bayside Research Inc. was two years old and not yet on its feet. By then, Raymond Bellfort had run through his seed money, his part of an inheritance from some family oil wells.
The establishment of a biotech company didn�t require the expanse of land, or the elaborate building Bellfort had purchased and renovated with the bulk of the funds. But he had been sure that at least one of BRI�s three original scientists would produce a �magic bullet� before his money ran out.
That not being the case, he borrowed from his wife�s trust fund�also oil money. Unlike Raymond�s wildcatting father and uncle, Charlotte Bellfort�s family had other people drill their wells. And the old adage held true: The farther they were from the work, the more money they made.
Another year passed at BRI�without the bonanza Raymond expected. And Charlotte informed him, in the presence of several of his staff, she was cutting off funds to the BRI �black hole.�
In the worst scenario Raymond Bellfort could have imagined, he was forced to turn to his cousin, Gabriel Carrera. And as Raymond expected, Gabriel, with his superior grades in prep school, his two degrees from Harvard, his GQ good looks, his industrial family�s tremendous wealth and his damned do-gooder attitude, granted him the money he needed to keep BRI afloat.
Raymond didn�t know which was worse: Charlotte�s financial squeeze on his gonads or the thrust of Gabriel�s generosity through his heart.
For his investment, Gabriel asked for sixty percent of BRI�s stock, prompting Raymond to curse Harvard Business School for not teaching the concept of family loyalty. Their mothers were sisters for God�s sake.
Even with the generous sum Gabriel paid for the near-worthless stock and the gentle buy-back clause he had written into the deal, Raymond was bitter that his cousin owned control of his company�therefore, of him.
Carrera watched BRI closely for the next year. He insisted on choosing projects and hiring staff, only half joking that Raymond saw great promise in anyone wearing a lab coat and carrying a cage full of mice.
Raymond�s contempt for his cousin deepened.
Then, just before withdrawing his thumb from BRI�s daily operations, Gabriel Carrera recruited Dr. Leonard Everly, leading to Raymond Bellfort�s reversal of fortune.
Dr. Everly was a chemist who had helped develop a substance to extract oil from avocados for the cosmetics industry and later on developed a product to remove oil from drilling mud for the oil and gas industry.
His latest product, a super-solvent food supplement, Flatulex, held the promise of preventing high cholesterol in people who consumed fatty foods�if the animal test results held up in humans.
He completed his animal research at BRI within several months. Then, seeing Raymond Bellfort as a kindred spirit, Everly approached him with a marketing proposal of sorts.
�Why expend BRI�s resources to complete the development of Flatulex?� he asked Raymond. �Indeed, why even look for a jointventure with a pharmaceutical company and have to share the wealth?�
Leonard Everly had studied the industry. He knew who would jump at the chance to develop the drug with BRI. But better yet, he knew which companies would collapse should his product enter the marketplace.
�It�s disruptive technology. Just a rumor of Flatulex�s existence�even before clinical trials�could trash some companies� stocks,� he said. �Think of the cholesterol-lowering drugs on the market and downstream to all the companies with treatments for heart disease. Do you know how many angioplasties were done last year and how many stents inserted?
�Just like the oil companies inducing the automakers to shelve the development of the battery-operated car for years, we�ll have companies standing in line to buy Flatulex off the market � and bury it. Hell, we might even get the American Medical Association to kick in.�
Leonard Everly assured the enraptured Raymond Bellfort that his days of struggle were behind him. �Forget the interminable Food and Drug Administration paperwork and procedures.� Everly promised an immediate windfall with his �reverse marketing� plan. Bellfort approved of the proposal even before it was completely laid out.
Dr. Everly didn�t share the glitch he had found in his research with Raymond Bellfort. It would take a buyer years to find it, that is, if they even went to the expense to look.
Within three months, Flatulex was sold through a biotech broker in Germany. All transactions were done through numbered offshore accounts.
Unbeknownst to Gabriel Carrera, the majority stockholder, only a third of the funds showed up on BRI�s books as revenue. The rest was split between Bellfort and Everly who agreed that select future projects would be handled the same way.
And eureka! BRI had redefined bioextortion.
* * *
The sprawling Bayside Research Inc complex stood atop a bluff on Five Mile Cove, a scoop out of the western shore of Galveston Bay. Local boaters nicknamed the four-story Greek revival main building �The Texas White House.�
Dense stands of live oaks�trunks bent away from prevailing winds, branches bearded with Spanish moss�shaded outbuildings and jogging trails throughout the grounds.
BRI�s marina, at the base of the bluff, held the one-hundred-twenty-foot motor yacht, Enterprise; a forty-foot sailboat, Woodwind; a research vessel and several boat slips for visitors.
Raymond Bellfort considered his yacht and harbor, both built in the company�s ninth year, to be grand measures of his success in the burgeoning field of biotechnology.
Flushed with his accomplishments, Bellfort embellished his marina with ionic scrolls atop thirty-foot pilings that anchored the floating docks.
Raymond Bellfort knew the Bayside Research staff called him �The Admiral� behind his back, but he didn�t mind. Most employees assumed his frequent trips down the steps to the Enterprise were motivated by his love of the yachting life. And indeed there was some call-of-the-sea behind his decision to convert the yacht�s middle-deck stateroom to an on-the-water office complete with mahogany bookshelves and wainscoting, media center and bar.
But, for the most part, the on-board office was created to provide Bellfort with a vantage point for gazing up at his overwhelming passion�the white pillared temple of his entrepreneurial genius that presided over the marina and Galveston Bay.
It was noon and BRI�s administrative offices were closed for lunch. But Raymond Bellfort and Maxine Boudreaux, his leggy thirty-two-year-old business manager and sometime confidant, remained sequestered aboard the Enterprise. Maxine had given up her lunch hour to offer her boss moral support.
She watched from the bar as Bellfort paced between the black-lacquered banquet table at one end of the main salon and the marble-topped bar at the other end.
A bearish hulk of a man who�d already downed one and a half martinis, he still managed to follow a narrow path of repeating patterns in the antique rug: right foot on the hunter and lion, left foot on the tiger and leopard� until finally he stopped at the bar.
He pulled a small plastic bottle from his jacket, popped a blood pressure pill and gulped the last of his martini. Then he stared off into space and said, �You�d think they would have responded by now; they had the option of answering by email.�
Maxine rolled her eyes. �It�s only been a week since I FedEx�d the invitation; the party�s two and a half weeks away.�
�You might phone Diane Rose and make sure they received it.�
�She�d know we could track it through FedEx. A phone call would seem kinda desperate�don�t you think?�
�I am desperate. When I met the Roses for lunch in Pittsburgh, I pretty much decided not to make a job offer before the salads arrived. I just went through the motions of an interview. Then I made some excuse to cut the meeting short. They probably thought I was rude. So now, if they don�t show up at the party, I�m screwed.�
Raymond reached over and plucked the toothpick and olive from his martini glass. He ate the olive, then absent-mindedly pried the toothpick between his bottom teeth.
Maxine sat on a bar stool, sipping a coke, waiting. Early in her employment at BRI, she had learned to keep a low profile, suppressing her natural assertiveness (some called it pushiness) while Bellfort worked through a business crisis.
She now knew better than to suggest he remove his jacket and tie, or insinuate it was too early in the day for martinis. And, she was especially careful never again to recommend that her psychic, Amelia, come aboard to foretell the outcome of his predicament.
Maxine could never subdue her curiosity however. So, she just went with it. �What�s so special about Diane and Vincent Rose that we need them at our Christmas party?� she asked.
Raymond turned and glared at her. �Did I say I thought they were special?�
It seemed like a trick question. So Maxine returned his stare and remained silent, giving him time to rethink his answer.
Raymond leaned an elbow on the bar, tunneled his fingers through his hair and tightened his jaw. �As you know, since that little bastard Harry Lee absconded with his technology, I have been interviewing scientists to fill the empty offices and laboratories on the fourth floor. And I found several excellent prospects.�
He straightened up and gazed out over the bay. �What you don�t know is: Last week I was informed that our Boarrrd of Directors rejected my recommendations, choosing instead the Drs. Rose.�
�But why the Roses?�
�Ahh, that�s a good question isn�t it? It seems that�over my strong objections�the Boarrrd has decreed that BRI will join the quest for plant-based pharmaceuticals.
�It turns out that Diane Rose is the premiere ethnobotanist in this country. And she�s also a pharmacologist. So, she�s the Board�s prime candidate to head up BRI�s new venture.�
He made quotation marks in the air and, in a monotone, listed his new marching orders: �We will be signing royalty agreements with tropical countries. Then we will collect plants, soil, bark and so forth from their rain forests so we can screen them for useful chemical compounds to create biopharmaceuticals. We will also seek out tribal shamans and spend time, lots of time, buddying up to them so we can analyze plants used for their native cures. Ethnobotany it�s called. It�s a ver-rr-ry slow process. And verr-rr-ry costly.�
He slapped the bar. �So, there you have it�a sure formula for bankruptcy.�
He stepped over to a cabinet, rooted around and came up with more olives. �There�s an upside to all this I guess. Diane Rose�s husband is a biochemist. He�s also her research partner�and a real prig, by the way. He�s in the final stages of developing a pharmaceutical from one of his wife�s jungle plants. If it�s approved by the FDA, it�s supposedly the best drug to control the symptoms of Parkinson�s disease to come along in forty-some years. I put out some feelers this week. There are parties interested in investing in the drug�even before the approval comes through. That could provide us with a quick return on our investment in the Roses.�
Raymond mixed another martini. He took a long swig, then placed his glass on the bar and stared at it. �I was told to: �Just make it happen.� There�s no limit to the incentives I can offer the Roses.�
He turned to Maxine with glassy eyes and a thin smile. �So, I guess that does make them pretty special, doesn�t it?�

� CHAPTER THREE �

Olimpia glanced around at the dozing passengers with envy. She usually slept well in flight, but the phone call had left her staring at the seat in front of her, reflecting (for the millionth time) on a moment of youthful exuberance and an innocent accommodation that led to a lifetime of servitude.
* * *
Three days before her carefully charted life veered off course, twenty-three year old Olimpia Garza climbed the crumbling steps to the Church of the Madre de Remedios. Reaching the top, she turned and strained her eyes toward the solitary figure down at the harbor. Olimpia had not yet met the khaki-clad young man in the Panama hat who stood on the wharf. But she knew he was the Gabriel Carrera, Eduardo Carrera�s older brother.
Eduardo Carrera, whose abilities were vastly undervalued (according to his own impassioned account), had approached Olimpia the evening before and introduced himself moments after she stepped off the riverboat. And despite their exceptionally short acquaintance, they had hatched a conspiracy of sorts.
Olimpia watched Gabriel wave farewell to a workboat. As the vessel moved out into the bay with its cargo of logs, he hastened up to Turbo�s double-rutted main street where he was met by Eduardo. They spoke briefly, then the men headed toward their villa, playing Frisbee with Gabriel�s hat along the way.
The Carrera villa, an imposing walled-in stucco structure, along with the neighboring church of the Madre de Remedios and its rectory, stood like white-clad sentinels guarding over the frontier town.
Olimpia waited patiently on the church steps. Things were going as planned; the brothers were heading straight for her.
Olimpia had learned from Eduardo that his brother was furious about being sent to Turbo to oversee the Carrera logging operation again this season. This summer, as industrialist-intraining, Gabriel was to have his own office suite in New York, Paris or Barranquilla and participate in his choice of the many Carrera family interests: shipping, coffee, cattle, petroleum, telecommunications, logging or wineries.
He blamed his �exile to this sweltering gateway to hell� on his father�s displeasure with him, beginning with his bringing an American girl home from the States over the past Christmas holiday.
Olimpia knew that Gabriel Carrera dreaded tomorrow when he and Eduardo and their crew would motor up river into the jungle; Gabriel detested the jungle. And he had told Eduardo that almost more than the jungle, he dreaded going back to graduate school at Harvard in the fall and confessing to what he actually did on his summer vacation.
As the Carreras approached, Olimpia tightened the knot of her cotton blouse at her waist, hiked up the hems of gauzy wide-legged slacks and bounded down the steps waving a tanned arm at Eduardo. Her shoulder-length mane bounced behind her.
In a moment, Olimpia was being introduced to Gabriel Carrera. Eduardo explained to his brother that she was Padre Garza�s niece.
Shifting from foot to foot, feeling like a nervous colt, Olimpia told Gabriel she was doing graduate work in botany at the Universidad Nacional in Bogotá. She and Eduardo had discovered last evening that she would be the graduate teaching-assistant in his Introduction to Botany course next semester.
She knew she was talking too fast; that had always been a problem for her. And Gabriel�s amused glance made matters worse; she was forgetting to breathe between sentences.
Eduardo came to her rescue. �I thought we might invite Olimpia and Padre Garza to supper tonight,� he said.
Gabriel nodded, never removing his eyes from Olimpia. �It will be lively dinner for a change. Eduardo and I are quite bored with one another.�
Eduardo shot Olimpia a conspiratorial wink.
Olimpia, unable to contain herself a moment longer, blurted out, �I am traveling up the Atroto River tomorrow with my maid and guard and Indian guide and bearers. Eduardo said we might accompany your flotilla part of the way.� She looked up at Gabriel with all the earnestness she could conjure.
�I imagine people have difficulty denying your wishes,� Gabriel said. �It seems you and Eduardo have done a lot of planning during your short acquaintance. We will talk about it over dinner.� Gabriel smiled and added, �I look forward to hearing what crime you committed to deserve banishment to this place� Eight o�clock?�

Padre Garza appeared at the Carrera villa looking biblical with his white Order of the Passionate Fathers robe, silver hair and beard. In deference to her uncle, Olimpia had wrestled her hair into a demure braid and chose a chaste yellow cotton dress designed to drop from shoulder to ankle without touching her body. But even draped in tenting, her assets could not be concealed.
Gabriel and Eduardo, both wearing cool white slacks and loosely fitting shirts, led their visitors along an echoing terra cotta hallway. On one side, stucco arches framed an untamed atrium garden carpeted with ferns and hung with pitcher plants and multihued bromeliads, their leaves straining upward toward the call of the jungle outside.
In a formal dining room overlooking the garden, Eduardo seated the Padre at one end of the table, and Gabriel pulled out a side chair for Olimpia. She caught him assessing her from head-to-toe, and blushed.
Gabriel uncorked and poured a fruity white wine from his family�s vineyards. Indian servants carried in the first course: fresh grouper with a sauce of jungle herbs. The Padre said Grace.
The wine relaxed the formality, and conversation flowed easily.
Olimpia assured Gabriel that her trip to Turbo was not a punishment. She was an aspiring scientist studying ethnobotany. As part of her dissertation research, she had come to Turbo in quest of medicinal plants.
Olimpia had visited medicine men and women from many Indian tribes around Colombia seeking plants used for native cures. This was her last trip within Colombia this summer. In August she would be going to the U.S.�to a conservatory in the city of Pittsburgh, in the State of Pennsylvania. There she will be teaching outstanding young students at a botany camp sponsored by the National Science Foundation.
Here in Turbo, her goal was to track down the legendary Shaman of the Winotos tribe. She hoped she could persuade him to share some of his secret plants used for healing.
�The Winotos have been known to shrink some heads now and then,� Gabriel warned Olimpia. �Does that not concern you?�
�I studied everything I could find on them,� she stated confidently. �They are not threatened by female outsiders: They will not fear that I am a bandido. And they can be certain I will not rape their wives or daughters.�
The three men lowered their eyes.
Guilt compelled Olimpia to drop her gaze also; she had not disclosed the entire truth. According to her research, head shrinking was not the only cephalic art the Winotos practiced. Another of their specialties was mind control. It was reported that the Winotos� Shaman used a treatment, involving local tree lichen, to render a person amenable to suggestion�even at great distances. Olimpia was not sure what it all meant, but she intended to find out. The burning objective of her jungle trek was to obtain a sample of that tree lichen, with or without the Shaman�s approval.
Eduardo broke the silence. �How do you feel about Olimpia going into the wilderness, Padre?�
�It may have been preordained. Olimpia has wanted to come to this area for over a year. Then I was assigned here six months ago, after the American missionary priest, Father Lawrence, contracted malaria. But enough about the Garzas. Tell us something about the Carrera brothers.�
Gabriel explained the reason for their impending jungle trek: During the relatively dry winter season, crews had constructed four-meter high dirt levies about three quarters of a kilometer square around dense stands of catevo trees along river tributaries, and they chain-sawed the trees to the ground.
Spring and early summer rains flooded the levies, floating the logs to the surface. Gabriel and Eduardo and their crew would be dynamiting narrow openings in eight adjacent levies, slowly releasing forty-foot logs for transport down the river.
Mosquito screens had been rolled down, and candles that cast amber glows from wall niches burned low. After finishing a dessert of bananas and shredded coconut, the Padre said the hour was getting late and expressed his gratitude for �such a sumptuous feast.�
Gabriel and Eduardo escorted their guests toward the door. Gabriel walked slightly behind Olimpia with his hand ever-so-lightly touching her arm.
Outside, the air was almost liquid. A hazy three-quarter moon illuminated ghostly forms of the jungle�s steamy breath. Olimpia summoned her armed guard from the shadows of the courtyard. He lit a lantern and led the Garzas back to the rectory.
An agreement had been struck: Olimpia and her entourage would accompany the Carrera�s flotilla as far as the confluence of the Rio Atroto and Rio Destino, a three-day trip.
It seemed like a perfect plan.

� CHAPTER FOUR �

To: Olimpia Garza
From: Diane Rose
Subject: Possible career move

Dear Olimpia: Vincent and I are being courted by a biotech company (Bayside Research Inc) in Houston. Raymond Bellfort, BRI�s president, stopped in Pittsburgh two months ago on his way home from a biotechnology convention in Boston. He phoned and invited us to lunch, stating that he was recruiting scientists.
-DELETE-
Dear Olimpia: In a research environment where a grant from the National Institutes of Health is far from a guarantee, I thought it well worth our time to meet with a recruiter from a Houston biotech company to determine what his organization had to offer.
-DELETE-

Diane spun her desk chair away from the keyboard, shaking her hands as if drying nail polish or limbering up for the Flight of the Bumblebee. An email to Olimpia frequently had false starts like this. It wasn�t writer�s block�she�d been known to plug up Olimpia�s internet server with her wordy missives. It was more like an emotional block. After the words �Dear Olimpia,� any form of expression, other than lifeless facts, seemed to get hung up between her brain and the keyboard.
Too often, notes intended to be friendly read like term papers. And when asking Olimpia for advice, Diane frequently presented her problems and goals with backup research as if submitting them for a grade. Her grandmother would have called it a �Twinkie Complex.�
Twinkie was her Grammy�s portly yellow cat who frequently yowled for help after wedging her body between the backyard fence slats or behind the clothes dryer, which had been her favorite spot during her kittenhood. Grammy said that as Twinkie grew older and rounder, she continued to judge her body clearance by the width of her whiskers, which had not changed in years.
So, people who seemed to be hung up on self-perceptions from their early years were forever after dubbed �Twinkies.�
Olimpia and Vincent had been Diane�s teachers before they�d become colleague and husband/research partner. And though she was intimately aware of Vincent�s foibles, and she had swum naked and showered under waterfalls with Olimpia and stood guard while she squatted to pee in the jungle, she often had to recalibrate her mindset to avoid reverting to her student roles.
Diane knew that other scientists thought she�d had it easy, that, as a graduate student, she�d hitched a ride on Vincent�s star and never looked back. Of course there was some truth to that. But it wasn�t like she skipped ahead to a Nobel once she signed on as Vincent�s assistant�in fact, only in recent years had she emerged from the �et al� designation that followed Vincent�s name on their publications.
Her tenure track ran uphill like everyone else�s. And even now, she sometimes felt like a shadow puppet, backlit by Vincent�s professional acclaim.
She had to admit that the party invitation had her daydreaming about a change, about trading the political theater played out in academia for a focus on the bottom line in the corporate world, about having her income tied directly to her successes�and maybe having a star of her own someday.
That thought in mind, she spun her chair back around and accosted the keyboard:
Dear Olimpia:
I haven�t heard from you since receiving your voice mail when you were in Houston. I wish I had known you were in the States; I would have flown down to see you.
I take your silence to mean you�re in the wilderness downloading the brain of a shaman who is, in turn, planning to have yours for lunch. I�m envious. And I�m anxious for your return to civilization; I need your advice.
Most of my rites-of-passage regarding schooling and career have been imprinted with your influence. So, once again, I seek your counsel.
Two months ago Vincent and I were asked out to lunch by a man named Raymond Bellfort who was recruiting for his biotech company (BRI) in Houston. I accepted the invitation and talked Vincent into going along. Big mistake.
To say that conversation did not flow at the lunch table would be a gross understatement. Vincent took the opportunity to express his scorn for the growing number of �mercenaries� lured away from their university posts by biotechnology companies who seduced them with promises of great wealth. Despite my efforts as moderator (and referee), Bellfort�s conversation became strained and disjointed. He put me in mind of a distracted bulldog, and I was sure we�d never hear from him again.
But now we�ve received an invitation to BRI�s Christmas yacht party. And it sounds intriguing.
At the very least, the hop down to Houston for a �Black Tie� party aboard BRI�s company yacht could be a great holiday diversion. Besides, it wouldn�t cost anything�they�ve sent plane tickets and reserved a hotel suite for us. And I wouldn�t even have to buy a dress; I have that little black YSL�the one I spilled red wine on at the Botanical Society meeting in San Francisco. (My mother-in-law�may she rest in peace�bought that designer dress for me a few years back, fearing I�d wear my old gold lame� to their country club dance). And Vincent, the serial award-dinner honoree, owns two tuxes. So, we�re all set.
But for the past three days Vincent and I have been engaged in a lively debate about whether to go or not. As often happens, I see the trip as an adventure; Vincent considers it folly.
People had warned me against marrying a man ten years my senior, but after twelve years together, I still feel his sterling qualities by far eclipse his lack of derring-do.
However, in this case, there�s more at stake than a party. I have a premonition that our government funding will not be renewed.
Granted, we have always thought of ourselves as intramural researchers. But, who knows, maybe Bayside Research could prove the perfect non-university venue for us. Vincent could complete the development and testing of Peruvase without funding worries. I would continue collecting and analyzing plants for medicinal compounds. And, if BRI is affiliated with a university, I wouldn�t have to give up teaching. As a matter of fact, I would stipulate that as part of our contract.
Commercial biotechnology. To many, the term conjures up a brew of crazed scientists, evil clones, bioterrorism, super bugs, Frankenfood and super drugs. But in my mind, I see it as a soft landing if our government grant doesn�t come through this time.
I understand Vincent�s resistance. If we left Pittsburgh, he�d miss the gaggle of relatives who assemble at his father�s house on Sundays and holidays. He seems to thrive on that tumultuous camaraderie. Whereas, now lacking the unifying force of grandparents; my aunts, uncles and cousins have all scattered. Family interface has been reduced to words on a computer screen. So, I can communicate with them wherever I go.
Then there�s Vincent�s position as department chairman�he�d have to give that up if we moved on. I, on the other hand, might possibly improve my circumstance.
Is it heresy for scientists to entertain the idea of becoming rich from their intellectual properties? Raymond Bellfort hinted at generous salaries and royalties and unlimited funding that day at lunch. I find it all tempting enough to want a closer look. But Vincent, the trust fund baby, does not in any way measure success by his income. He says (never unkindly) that salary�s such an issue with me because I�m running from my blue-collar background. Maybe so.
I have to admit that even though it was my grandmother�s small, plastic-covered, herbal greenhouse that set me on this path, at times I avoid any disclosure of my background to colleagues�as though I�d left behind a childhood riddled with crime; as if, exposed, I�d be remanded to �et al� limbo once again.
Am I being naïve in my thinking? Do my glossy expectations come from lack of any other experience? Has my growing up in the science world, under Vincent�s peerless tutelage, been akin to finding my way wearing sterling blinders? Is it safe for me to go out into the world at large?
I can�t use my friends and colleagues at the university as sounding boards. They�ve made it clear that they�d consider a move to Texas akin to giving up my U.S. citizenship.
I know you�ll be swamped when you return to civilization. But please send your thoughts on this as soon as you can.
Having said all this, is a Christmas yacht party really the proper venue for deciding our future? Would we be able to see clearly through tinsel-dazzled eyes?
Regards,
Diane
-SEND-
Where are you Olimpia?


� CHAPTER FIVE �

The yacht Enterprise sat in BRI�s marina looking festive with evergreen garlands and blue Christmas lights adorning her deck rails. In the main salon, gaslights flickered and musicians played Christmas carols.
Most of the invited guests were on board.
In the pilothouse, Raymond Bellfort accepted a cigar and a light from Gabriel Carrera, his South American cousin. He puffed vigorously, feigning pleasure as he endured the obligatory Cuban cigar ritual.
Gabriel Carrera and his father Carlos Carrera had arrived from Barranquilla the previous day for business meetings in Houston and stayed on for the Bayside Research Christmas party. Father and son had traveled separately, as usual.
Raymond Bellfort slid open a starboard window to vent the smoke, then turned on the VHF radio and tuned it to the marine weather frequency. The announcer�s nasal tones filled the pilothouse: �This is your NOAA weather channel with the forecast for Texas coastal waters to twenty nautical miles offshore �.�
It was a humid December evening with a low fog covering the water�s surface. Fortunately, the temperature was not predicted to dip any lower than sixty-five degrees until a dry cold front from the north moved through later that night. That meant it should remain comfortable enough for guests to step out onto the decks during their cruise down Galveston Bay.
The Enterprise would motor the twenty-five miles to Galveston while the guests enjoyed champagne and a seafood buffet. The yacht would dock in Galveston for an hour or so before heading back up the bay to the BRI marina.
Gabriel Carrera took a long draw on his cigar and blew the smoke toward the open window. Then he turned to Raymond. �So, you have hired the coal miner�s daughter and her husband?�
�Steelworker�s daughter,� Raymond corrected. �I have to say, though, Diane Rose�s credentials are impressive. And she�s fluent in more languages than you are.�
Gabriel said, �If you like, I would be glad to introduce her to the right people to expedite her plant collecting in Central and South America.�
Pensively, Raymond rolled his cigar between his thumb and index finger. �Ahh� I don�t have the Roses� signatures on a contract yet.� There, he had said it out loud. But he felt no relief. He knew his tale of woe had not reached the sympathetic ear of a trusted compadre. Almost two decades ago, when he and Gabriel became business partners, they ceased being friends.
Gabriel Carrera was one year younger than Raymond Bellfort, and they had grown up together, attending Winston Military Academy in Indiana. They had been close companions and confidantes until Raymond was expelled from school in their junior year, forcing him on a different academic route. But they had always remained in touch.
Raymond�s American grandfather and Gabriel�s Colombian grandfather had drilled for oil in South America together years before, resulting in their children�Mary and Carlos�marrying. Raymond and Gabriel�s mothers were now both deceased.
Raymond looked outside at the empty dock, checked his watch and shrugged.
�Relax,� Gabriel said quietly. �You know how airport traffic is on Fridays� Did you make hotel reservations for them?�
Raymond nodded. �Maxine booked the penthouse suite for them at Bay Harbour. I�ll check with the hotel again in a few minutes.�
Raymond heard his wife�s boisterous laughter rising from below and rolled his eyes at his cousin. �Batten the hatches; here she comes.�
The pilothouse door burst open to admit Raymond�s wife Charlotte, a stately vision in flowing red silk and diamonds. �Gabriel, how did you ever get past me downstairs, you handsome thing?�
�Charlotte, my dear.� Gabriel embraced her warmly.
Charlotte stepped back to admire her cousin-in-law. �Look at you. Age only becomes you. You�re a Latin/Anglo prince.� She glanced at Raymond, then back at Gabriel. �It�s hard to believe your mothers were sisters. Why couldn�t Raymond have half your looks, your panache?�
Gabriel dismissed Charlotte�s effusiveness with a good-natured wave of his hand. �I swear you are the only person on God�s earth who makes me blush.�
And one of the few who makes you laugh,� Charlotte pinched Gabriel under the ribs, making him jump. �Lighten up! Come down to the salon with me. They have a nice effervescent liquid that will pop your cork, let the pressure out.� Ignoring Raymond, she took Gabriel�s arm and steered him toward the stairs.
�After you,� Gabriel said, tossing his cigar through the open window. Looking back over his shoulder, he shrugged at Raymond as though he had lost all control of the situation.
Raymond could hear his wife still fawning over Gabriel as they descended the pilot house steps to the main salon.
�You need a nice young woman to help you with an attitude adjustment, Gabriel,� Charlotte said. �There are a few unescorted ones here.�
Raymond turned away from the stairway. Only then did he realize he had crushed the lit cigar in his hand.

Charlotte plowed through the crowd. �Have you met my beautiful cousin? Do you remember my handsome cousin?�
Gabriel allowed himself to be drawn along by Charlotte through the main salon where he was handed a flute of Dom Perignon. Then he was pulled behind her to the aft, covered deck and onward to the forward deck, all the while being subjected to Charlotte�s blandishments.
The blue Christmas lights illuminated the fog, creating a surreal atmosphere that blended with the champagne to mesmerize Gabriel, rendering him uncharacteristically docile. On their trip back through the main salon, Charlotte traded Gabriel�s empty glass for a full one from a passing silver tray. Then she led him past a blur of strange faces to the bar, which held an assortment of seafood appetizers.
Only then did Gabriel realize what she was up to. To one side stood his father Carlos Carrera, the great patriarch.
�Stand and cheer! Look who�s here!� Charlotte clapped in rhythm to her chant. �It�s your Father, Gabriel.� Ignoring her, Gabriel began filling a small plate with crab-stuffed mushrooms.
�If you won�t greet him, I will.� Charlotte spread her arms wide and gave Carlos a hug. He returned a reserved embrace.
Father and son glanced across at each other without any sign of emotion, then back at Raymond�s wife. Poor Charlotte, thought Gabriel, she was so certain the combination of champagne and her Auntie Mame routine could cure all ills, bridge all chasms.
Charlotte reached out and grabbed both men by the hand. �Come on y�all. Let�s get into the holiday spirit.�
But Carlos and Gabriel Carrera ignored her supplication. They had become transfixed, staring past the crowd to the doorway where Diane and Vincent Rose stood.
The Roses were a striking couple: Diane�long and lean in black, and Vincent�distinguished in his tuxedo and scientist�s trademark salt-and-pepper beard.
Raymond joined the group now encircling the Roses and made introductions. Handshakes were distributed all around.
From his vantage point at the bar, a step up from the rest of the main salon, Gabriel studied Diane�s face. As she brushed moist reddish ringlets from her forehead and temples, she made a quick, wide-eyed survey of the opulence surrounding her. She does not even attempt to conceal her wonderment, this steelworker�s daughter from the North. I would wager she does not even suspect that she is the most dazzling thing in the room.
�Oh, those must be the Pittsburgh scientists, Charlotte chirped.� Having a new purpose, she bustled her way through the crowd.
Gabriel found Charlotte�s crowd control methods entertaining. She insinuated herself into the group gathered around Diane and Vincent Rose, then dispatched people in all directions. One man was handed Diane�s satin jacket. As for the others� assignments, who knew? At any rate, she managed to shrink the circle to Raymond, herself and the Roses.
After much ado and pointing, Charlotte aimed Raymond and Vincent toward the pilothouse stairs. Then she led Diane, by the arm, back toward the bar. It was Gabriel�s observation over the years that, initially, people either loved or hated Charlotte Bellfort. All but the strongest personalities became irritated and even overwhelmed by her social maneuvering.
As the women made their way toward him, Diane was subjected to more introductions and a hair smoothing by Charlotte��the sea air will either frizz or flatten you, Darlin.�� Gabriel could see that Diane was truly enjoying herself.
At last, she stood before him with a firm handshake and a cordial �Hello.� To Gabriel, introductions were usually such mundane things, but not here. Above Diane�s amazing smile blazed intelligent, analytical eyes�deep green like the sea. They drew you to them, then seemed to glean more than you would ever want to give voice to. Gabriel blinked first.
Carlos Carrera unknowingly rescued his son when he approached to introduce himself. The elder Carrera took Diane�s hand between his and bowed to her. Then he straightened up and said, �I cannot adequately express my pleasure at making your acquaintance.�
Diane responded with a tender smile �The pleasure is all mine,� she said, and she meant it�even though she had no idea who the white-maned gentleman was.
Behind Carlos, a striking young man in his twenties smiled and bowed slightly when he and Diane made eye contact. She was about to ask Carlos if that was his grandson when Charlotte cut short the introductions and hurried Diane to the next group of guests. Along the way, in response to Diane�s questions regarding Carlos Carrera�s behavior, Charlotte waved her hand dismissively and said, �Carlos is a just a lonely man who had always wanted a daughter.�
�I see,� Diane said, then thought: No, there�s something more to it.

In the pilothouse Raymond Bellfort started up the powerful engines and allowed them to idle while he pointed out the many electronic instruments to Vincent.
Upon their arrival at the yacht, Vincent had been taken aback by Raymond�s glad-handed greeting. He had to work hard at making the connection between the intense Raymond Bellfort he had met at lunch in Pittsburgh and this chummy Texas host who seemed to be putting forth an effort to become fast friends.
But soon Vincent became caught up in the boating milieu: the electronics, the performance, and curve of the hull�and the camaraderie of it all.
Now, a fortyish man with a wiry build and a sure step walked along the forward deck and turned to look up at the pilothouse. Raymond gave him a thumbs-up, and the man signaled to crew members who busied themselves undoing dock lines.
�That�s Colton Fey,� Raymond said. He�s our harbor master and full-time captain of the Enterprise.� Raymond judged that Vincent wasn�t the type to be interested in company twaddle such as Colton being referred to as �Studley� owing to his rumored sexual exploits. �He does a great job at overseeing her maintenance and moving her to different destinations around the world when we need to entertain our overseas people.�
Raymond didn�t mention why Colton Fey was not at the wheel that evening. The fact was: it was a tradition at BRI that Raymond Bellfort took the helm during the Christmas party. He liked the symbolism involved.
�Make yourself comfortable,� Raymond said, patting the back of a leather seat beside the helm.
Accepting his host�s invitation, Vincent settled himself into a chair to the right of the steering wheel.
Raymond unsnapped his bow tie, opened his collar, then positioned himself at the helm. He shifted into reverse and throttled both engines. The huge hull backed slowly out of the slip.
Working the gears and the bow thruster, Bellfort easily maneuvered the yacht out into Galveston Bay heading east.
�Well done, Captain,� Vincent said with a smile and a mock salute. He was truly impressed with Raymond�s boat handling.
Bellfort smiled, acknowledging the compliment. �Ahh�You �blow boaters� need to show us �stink boaters� a little more respect. Contrary to belief, this is not as easy as driving a car, eh mate?�
Vincent chuckled and nodded politely while he tried to remember exactly when he had told Raymond Bellfort that he and Diane were sailors.
After a moment he shrugged. Maybe Raymond had seen them admiring the sloop berthed down the dock from the Enterprise on their way in. �That sailboat in your marina � Woodwind�is that yours also?� Vincent asked.
�Affirmative. I got it for a steal after the DEA confiscated it from drug runners.�
�Nice name for a sailboat,� Vincent said.
�That�s why I never changed it.�

Bellfort�s mind went on alert. After a few measured seconds he added casually, �If the weather cooperates, you�re welcome to take her out for a sail� Tomorrow you�ll be touring BRI most of the day. But on Sunday, your flight back to Pittsburgh isn�t until evening, right?� He didn�t wait for an answer. �You can take her out on Sunday morning.�
Vincent grinned broadly. �I�ll talk to Diane� I appreciate the offer.�
�Think nothing of it. You�ll be doing me a favor. You know how boats deteriorate if they�re not used every now and then.�
Raymond felt the tightness across his shoulders start to ease up. Things might work out after all. The Roses showing up at the party indicated a willingness to look at what he had to offer them. For the past weeks of sleepless nights, Raymond heard a voice saying, �Just make it happen, just make it happen.� How did he get into this situation?
People always said Raymond Bellfort was quick on his feet when working out a business deal. But having been placed in the position of needing the Roses more than they thought they needed him severely compromised his bargaining power. It presented an obstacle to what he saw as the natural hide-and-seek, give-and-take of negotiations.
Through his sources, Raymond knew the Rose�s federal science grant had been denied. That sort of thing was not unusual in this climate of government cut-backs. Most scientists in their position would jump at his job offer�but not the Roses. Vincent Rose saw himself as a university researcher; he had already begun the hunt for non-traditional funding.
Raymond�s informants had told him that Vincent was the consummate scientist. He loved his work, and if it weren�t for the annoyance of having to eat occasionally, he would probably work without pay.
Vincent had grown up with all the creature comforts. His father Vincent Rose Sr. (the family name, Rossetti, was shortened to Rose when Vincent Jr. was a child) owned a successful chain of six Italian restaurants and pizza shops in and around Pittsburgh. Vincent had never wanted for anything. As a result, money was not his hot button.
Diane Rose was more pragmatic. She had been raised in a blue-collar environment. Her father had been killed in a steel mill accident and her mother died of a blood disease shortly after. She was raised from an early age by her grandparents. She was fortunate to be able to go through school on scholarships.
Raymond felt he might be able to entice Diane Rose by playing the salary and benefits cards. As for Vincent Rose: worry-free research funding at BRI could possibly attract his interest.
But beyond all that, Raymond suspected he had found his trump card. Vincent Rose had developed an abiding passion for boating on Chesapeake Bay while attending college in Maryland. Now, living in Pittsburgh, he was limited to sailing his twenty-five-foot sailboat in circles three months out of the year on a small manmade lake north of the city. For him BRI�s proximity to Galveston Bay and the Gulf of Mexico might be inducement enough.
At any rate, Raymond saw a preemptive offer as the only way to go�no cat and mouse games, just bowl them over with an outrageous proposal.

Now the Enterprise reached a blinking green navigational light that marked the western edge of the Houston Ship Channel. Raymond made a lazy right turn and took a southerly heading toward Galveston. He called Vincent�s attention to the yacht�s electronic chart, pointing out the channel and its navigational markers and their corresponding blips on the radar screen.
�The channel is about fifty miles long and forty-five to fifty feet deep in the center and runs from Galveston to the turning basin up in Houston. Houston is the third largest seaport in the country, but as you can see, it�s actually located inland.�
Raymond went on to tell Vincent about the debate between shipping interests and local conservationists about widening and deepening the ship channel. �The conservationists thought they were doing the right thing, I suppose,� Raymond said. �But after a lot of time and money was wasted, the project went forward, and the Corps of Engineers did their best to preserve the local ecology�just as they would have without the hullabaloo.
�Those people are just temporary deterrents�much like the activists who raid research laboratories and go to the courts in an attempt to delay gene therapy and so forth. In the end, they can�t stay the hand of progress.�
Raymond took the opportunity to segue into a discussion of how the scarcity of funding suppressed research to a far greater extent than even the picketing, lab break-ins and law suits by activists.
�I hear you,� Vincent said. �Our federal science grant renewal was just denied.� His voice held an edge of bitterness. �These days it�s the scientists who find themselves under the microscope. And since many of us are funded by the government, the value of our projects is being determined by political agendas: AIDS research was very popular in the 80�s and 90�s. Then there was the genome. Now, the flavor-of-the-month seems to be stem cell research. If you�re not into gene therapy or stem cells, forget about the funding. As far as government grants are concerned, this time around, my Parkinson�s drug never had a chance.�
Raymond was pleased with the direction the conversation had taken. He told Vincent the scientific community in Houston was quite competitive; everyone vying for the same government or investor dollars. There had been instances of spying and theft of intellectual properties. And brutal competition went on even within the same organization; everyone taking credit for new discoveries.
�Last year at Hematec Labs, a biotech company up north of the city, one of their scientists injected another researcher�s prized cigars with a known carcinogen,� Raymond said. �The case is still in the courts. Pete Sabedra, the plaintiff, works with us now. So far he�s cancer free.�
Raymond turned and looked at Vincent. �Do you believe those sons-of-bitches at Hematec Labs still have the other guy on their staff? He�s probably trying to blot out colleagues as we speak.�
In response to Vincent�s questioning, Raymond gave him a summary of the research projects going on at BRI. He then told Vincent that due to royalties from past ventures and investor confidence, BRI was awash in funding for new research. �Our scientists can concentrate on their projects without living in fear of a change in the political climate at the National Institutes of Health.�
A blip on the radar screen grabbed Raymond�s attention. A large boat approached from the south. He surveyed the water up ahead through his night-vision binoculars and suddenly became agitated. �Speak of the devil!� Raymond throttled back the engines.
Out of the mist emerged a large power cruiser with a displacement hull similar in design to that of the Enterprise. The boat came toward them, up the ship channel. It passed the Enterprise on her port side and continued on its way up the bay. Its huge wake caused the yacht to roll slightly. A chorus of gleeful wheee�s arose from the salon below them.
�Bloody rude. Didn�t even have the courtesy to slow down,� Raymond grumbled.
After few quiet seconds with Raymond negotiating some waves, he leaned toward Vincent with a smug grin. �It�s ten feet shorter than this one.� Then, in answer to Vincent�s puzzled expression, he added: �That was Hematec Lab�s boat that passed. They usually keep it in Bermuda or somewhere in the Caribbean. Sometimes they�ll bring it up here to wine and dine potential investors�especially during holiday seasons.�
�Are you in direct competition with Hematec?� Vincent asked.
�Affirmative. They�ve been developing lab tests, exclusively. We beat them to the market with the test for Swine Flu. Then Pete Sabedra jumped ship and joined us. I�d say the folks at Hematec are rather miffed at us right now.� Raymond chuckled.
The smell of butter and garlic wafted up from the galley and Raymond took a deep whiff. At that moment, Colton Fey, the ship�s captain, arrived on the scene and Raymond made the introductions.
�Colton here will take over so we can go below and have a bite to eat� unless you�d like to take the helm for a while.� Raymond winked at Colton. �I�m sure Colton won�t mind sitting in the copilot seat.�
Vincent enthusiastically volunteered to take the wheel. Raymond switched on the autopilot then forced his collar closed at his throat and reattached his bow tie. �Let me give you a quick briefing.� He pointed down the channel. �It�s clearly marked. We draw seven feet. If you see you�re getting into less than twenty feet of water, steer her back toward the center a little. I have our way points punched into the GPS in case this fog gets any denser. Have you ever used satellite navigation?�
�On road trips,� Vincent said.
�Good.� He cut his eyes to Colton. �Colton here can answer your questions if anything comes up.�
Colton nodded, his smile glowing an eerie red in the reflection from the instrument panel.
Vincent settled into the helmsman�s seat, and for a moment he was an awe-struck kid again, sitting on his grandfather�s lap behind the wheel of his Buick sedan. He ran his palms part way around the wheel, then back to the center.
Raymond excused himself and went below.

By 9:30 p.m. the Enterprise had docked in Galveston. Thoroughly sated guests enjoyed an after dinner cappuccino or Courvoisier on the upper and lower decks. After playing a set of old standard dance music, the musicians took a break.
Vincent had gone off with Raymond and Charlotte Bellfort and Carlos Carrera to board the tall ship, Elissa, docked nearby. Diane had begged off the tour stating that her short-cropped satin jacket would not be adequate against the cool night air.
She sat on one of the Enterprise�s upholstered bar stools, sipping a cappuccino. From outside the pockets of laughter, she watched the crowd in an attempt to pierce through all the revelry and assess the aggregate that was BRI. In conversations throughout the evening, she had been mostly unsuccessful at penetrating the heart of the organization. Party dresses and tuxes were accessorized with sterling party manners. Any attempt at delving into company policies and politics was met with a wall of pleasantries.
Before dinner, Charlotte Bellfort had made sure Diane met everyone on board the yacht. She was impressed that BRI even had a staff veterinarian; David Crowley was his name. He was handsome in a rawboned kind of way. However, his amusing Southern adages (spoken with a Texas drawl that conveyed an easy-goin� sense of meetin� �round the cracker barrel) clashed with his tailored tux, taut jaw and watchful eyes. She saw him as a target of opportunity and hoped to chat with him again after dinner. But he seemed to have jumped ship when the boat docked in Galveston.
Charlotte had also introduced Diane to Maxine Boudreaux, the BRI business manager. Maxine was a thick-bodied, slender limbed young woman who was oddly attractive. Her hearty welcome and patent assuredness had strongly indicated she was in charge, despite Charlotte Bellfort�s bluster.
Charlotte had even swept Diane through the restaurantsized galley when Andor, the Hungarian chef, and his assistants were putting finishing touches on the lobster thermador. Andor was a comical figure whose half-moon eyebrows seemed to be raised in a perpetual question. In response to his introduction to Diane, Andor had thrust a teaspoon of sauce in her direction and commanded: �Taste for salt.�
Diane followed his order, then moaned with pleasure as flavors of butter, cream, sherry and exotic mushrooms erupted on her tongue. �Perfect,� she told him.
�Goot,� he replied, then shooed them out of his galley.
At the clang of the dinner bell, Charlotte had turned Diane over to Raymond Bellfort who had morphed from the distracted bulldog she�d met at lunch in Pittsburgh to a waggish Saint Bernard who drooled with geniality as he led her through the buffet line.
Diane found the Bellforts� double-teamed hospitality exhausting�the real reason she had stayed behind when the group went off to see the Elissa.
She reached for a cognac from a nearby tray. It was time to discard her Mata Hari ways, rejoin the fun. After all, what�s not to enjoy? The ambience was dazzling; the food and music, wonderful; the people, gracious to exuberant.
Now, the girl who played the keyboard came in from the deck and sat two seats away from Diane at the bar.
�You play beautifully,� Diane said to her. �I�ve thought about getting an electronic piano. It must be wonderful having an orchestra at your fingertips.�
The girl beamed, and self-consciously adjusted her bowtie, worn as a choker over her off-the-shoulder sweater.
�I�m Diane Rose.� Diane extended her hand.
�Murphy O�Shea,� the girl said, reaching to shake Diane�s hand.
�For your age, you have an amazing repertoire of old standards.�
�That always throws people,� Murphy said. �Ling, the violinist, and I are students at Rice University�s Shepherd School of Music. We found out we couldn�t get many gigs by playing Bach and Mozart. So-oo-o we learned some Big Band stuff and old standards� and here we are. You said you play the piano?�
�Not as well as you.�
�Do you want to sit in on the next set? I can change the settings while you play and give you a feel for what the instrument can do. You�ll love it.�
Murphy�s enthusiasm eventually overcame Diane�s fear of stage fright. She agreed to sit in.
�Do you know Funny Valentine?� Diane asked.
�Yes, I love it.�
Listening to her grandparents� vintage record collection during her teens, Diane had developed an affinity for popular music from the forties and fifties. And early in their courtship, Vincent had also developed a love for those songs�particularly Funny Valentine. They both enjoyed its romantic melody but found some of the words to be amusingly rude and often parodied them. Vincent would recite the lyrics and accompany Diane on guitar while she played piano and sang. But when she pleaded with him to sing along, he always begged off saying his voice had the resonance of a moose in rut.
Now, Diane sat down at the piano. Aware of the returning guests, she played haltingly at first. But eventually the music filled her, eliminating any self-conscious thoughts. Murphy O�Shea stood behind the keyboard, pressing buttons and throwing switches. Suddenly, Diane was accompanied by vibes, George Shearing-style. Then, magically, she was playing an organ, then the harpsichord. She laughed with delight.
From the dock, he watched her.

Vincent returned from his harbor tour in time to hear the applause. He approached his wife as she stood up from the piano bench. �I�m sorry I missed it. Judging by the response it must have been a virtuoso performance.� He put his arm around her shoulders.
Diane made light of her husband�s comment: �You�ve heard me play it hundreds of times.�
�And I hope thousands more.�
Diane turned back toward Murphy and Ling. �Thank you, guys. I really enjoyed it,� she said warmly.
Murphy began playing a haunting version of Funny Valentine and Vincent pulled Diane toward the dance floor.
Ling picked up a microphone and sang in a hushed voice.
Vincent led Diane slowly around the dance floor. �When you think about it,� he said pensively, �that song has played a part in every major event in our lives�including our wedding. Makes you wonder about its significance here tonight.�
Diane leaned back and looked into her husband�s eyes. �You sure are mellow. Have you been into the cognac?�
Vincent pulled her close and nuzzled her hair. �Must be the salt air.�

By 10:30 p.m. Raymond Bellfort, Vincent and Colton Fey were again ensconced in the pilothouse. This time they were accompanied by Gabriel Carrera who reluctantly piloted the boat out of its temporary Galveston berth. Raymond had cajoled Gabriel into taking the helm. In Vincent�s silent opinion, he handled the boat well, but did not quite have Raymond�s finesse at the wheel.
It turned out that Gabriel Carrera and his father Carlos had originally taught Raymond the art of large boat handling on their family yacht at Carrera Island near Aruba in the Caribbean. Raymond had been a quick study, and they had come to trust him at the helm as much as they did their own captain.
Now Raymond seemed to get great pleasure from badgering his cousin. He issued a steady stream of commands and observations as the big boat moved out. �More throttle. Running lights on? Buoy to port�.�
Vincent watched the amusing interplay between the two cousins. He had been steeped in this world of luxury for just four or so hours, and already he felt he must be the only man in the universe without a mega yacht.
Once underway, Gabriel Carrera turned the wheel over to Vincent. He winked and said, �When we bring our boat to Texas for its annual maintenance, you will get to see what a real ship looks like.� He gave Raymond a playful sidelong glance, and went below.
Raymond excused himself, stating he had to go and play Santa Claus. Colton stayed in the pilothouse to serve as backup to Vincent, who assured him he was quite content to remain at the helm.

In the main salon, Murphy and Ling played another old standard, Charmaine. Someone dimmed the ceiling lights allowing the gaslights to enkindle the ambience. Charlotte Bellfort urged Carlos Carrera out onto the dance floor. Other couples followed.
Diane stood alone by a starboard window watching the water below. A north wind had cleared the fog, and seas had begun to build. Waves swelled like eerie green specters in the glow of the starboard running light. Diane felt a gentle touch on her shoulder. She turned.
Gabriel bowed. �May I have the honor of this dance, Madam?�
Wordlessly, she allowed him to lead her onto the dance floor.
To Diane�s mind, Gabriel Carrera had an imperial quality. She could picture him wearing a white uniform with gold-fringed epaulets, waltzing at a palace ball. She didn�t know why she accepted his invitation to dance. She usually reserved the slow dances for her husband. Maybe curiosity prompted her to take the hand Gabriel so elegantly proffered.
Earlier in the evening, wresting herself (albeit briefly) from Charlotte�s ambush, Diane had stirred among BRI staffers. Some of the lab and office assistants, mellowed by champagne, had whispered various rumors about the tall man with continental dash who gave new meaning to the wearing of a tuxedo.
Some heard he was a Harvard graduate and either a past president of Colombia or a diplomat who had murdered his wife and brother. Others suggested he was a spy for Cuba and a wealthy industrialist who had murdered his own mother.
Conjecture aside, there was something Diane was certain of: From the looks on their faces as Gabriel danced her by, each and every female on board that yacht would have killed to be in his arms that night.
Diane found Gabriel to be a gentleman. He held her away and guided her around the dance floor in a courtly fashion. They danced, and they talked�sometimes in English, sometimes in Spanish or French.
As it turned out, Gabriel was the head of Colombia�s Economic Development Council. He was in town to meet with the Houston Organization of Florists to promote the cut-flower industry in Colombia. It was obvious that this man was passionate about changing the image of his country.
�We are promoting industries and resources that benefit mankind. We do not need to deal in cocaine and heroin to survive as a country. We are trying to recapture our dignity,� Gabriel stated, gray eyes ablaze.
Gabriel�s passion about his country reminded Diane of Olimpia. She had received an email from her offering her regrets that they were unable to connect when she was in the States. But she had made no reference to Diane�s email regarding BRI. She apparently hadn�t received it.
Realizing it was a long-shot, Diane asked Gabriel if he had heard of Professor Olimpia Garza from Bogota. And she was quite pleased when he said knew of her work.
They continued dancing through a medley of three old standards. Then Carlos Carrera cut in. Gabriel gave Diane a polite bow and backed away.
Months later, Diane would look back and wonder if the outcome could have been different had she declined the Carreras� invitations to dance that night.

� CHAPTER SIX �

A small bronze placard identified the fortress simply as �10 Cove Road.� Raymond Bellfort lifted his hand in a semi wave toward a guard booth, and two massive wrought iron gates swung open.
Diane sat in the backseat of Bellfort�s Mercedes SUV, behind Vincent. Once inside BRI�s grounds, they followed a curving tunnel of live oaks. Beyond, an enchanted forest allowed only teasing glimpses of the imposing white building ahead.
�These oaks are over two hundred years old,� Bellfort said. �The property was a portion of one of the oldest Spanish Land Grants in this part of the world. �We bought the mansion and eighty-five acres in 1988 from the estate of the fifth generation land owner, an eccentric Texas governor�an oil man. The house was about fifty years old when we purchased the estate.
�We restored the exterior and some of the interior of the mansion to its former glory, and remodeled the rest to meet our needs. If you look over there among the trees, you can see we designed the out-buildings to be as unobtrusive as possible; even the primate house conforms to the landscape.�
Bellfort, obviously enjoying the role of tour guide, slowed so they could take in the sights.
Vincent turned to Raymond. �You�re doing research with primates?�
�Ahh� not at present� Animal rights activists broke in some time ago and �kidnapped� most of our macaque monkeys and chimps. Some of our staff members received threatening phone calls and letters. Everyone was pretty nervous. We decided to suspend our primate research at that time.�
He added quickly, �But now, sure, we can get new animals from a breeding facility in West Texas�squirrel monkeys, rhesus macaques, chimpanzees and so forth��
After a long pause he seemed to realize a question still hung in the air and added, �We�ve worked out an understanding with the animal rights people. We now have a veterinarian on staff�David Crowley. I�m sure you met him at the party last night. So, everything�s cool. The monkey huggers are no longer a concern to us.� He glanced over at Vincent who nodded.
Satisfied, Bellfort went on with his monologue.
�BRI was incorporated in 1990. By 1999, we were profitable enough to build the marina.� Raymond chuckled. �Boaters out on the bay call it the Texas White House. Some people think it�s an exclusive yacht club. But for the most part, people don�t have a clue what we do here.
�As you can see, we have plenty of room to expand. Future plans include having a science think-tank setup like the one at Cold Spring Harbor on Long Island.�
Emerging from the woods onto a brick roundabout, they were presented with a full frontal view of the Greek revival building that housed Bayside Research Inc. Bellfort dropped Diane and Vincent off at the front steps, allowing them time to gaze upon the amazing structure while he parked the car.
The evening before, the BRI edifice had looked like a dimly lit acropolis looming large over the marina. But now, the light of day revealed a wedding cake of a mansion in all its pilastered, pedimented splendor.
They climbed the steps to a shaded veranda where perhaps liveried domestics once served mint juleps in silver cups on sultry summer afternoons.
Raymond caught up with them and pointed out jogging trails that headed off through the trees to their right and a formal garden, pond and fountains to the left. Then he threw open massive paneled doors to reveal a green and gray marble-columned entry that rivaled the Great Hall at the Library of Congress.
Your garden-variety research facility it was not.
Bellfort explained that being Saturday, just a handful of employees were �on property.� A couple scientists could be found in their offices hovering over computer keyboards. Lab assistants saw to round-the-clock tasks such as feeding Sprague-Dawley research rats and white mice and monitoring experiments. Maintenance people tended the grounds and the marina.
In a second floor paneled office overlooking the formal garden and lily pond on the west side of the building, Raymond placed the Roses in the �capable hands� of Jerome Wentzel.
On the ride up in the elevator, Bellfort had given them a thumbnail bio of Dr. Wentzel who had not been able to attend the party the night before.
Wentzel was a psychiatrist and an electrical engineer schooled in the Northeast. He taught two computer science courses at the local campus of the University of Houston and was closely involved with Johnson Space Center, also nearby, and The National Space Biomedical Research Institute. On the personal side: he and his wife Connie had three grown sons and two grandsons. He had a keen sense of humor and loved golf and the internet. But�to Bellfort�s great dismay�he hated chicken-fried steak and boats.
Raymond excused himself saying that he had a few things to take care of. He promised he�d catch up with them for lunch.
The Roses found Dr. Wentzel to be an affable man, tall and fit, probably in his mid fifties. He greeted them with an air of colleagueship, his knee-length white lab coat adding a layer of professionalism over a gray sweat suit.
�Jerome is my father�s name; please call me Jerry,� Dr. Wentzel pleaded as he subdued his animated hands long enough to shake theirs. �Welcome to BRI. Sorry I missed the party last night. I had just returned from a conference in Asia and hadn�t quite recovered from the jet lag.�
He inquired about the weather in Pittsburgh, their flight down to Houston and how they enjoyed last night�s party. Social amenities satisfied, he gestured toward a door on the far side of the office. �If you�ll be kind enough to follow me, I�ll give you a quick look at my pet project before we move on.
Jerry�s lab was a ceramic tile and stainless steel environment. Near the room�s center stood a floor-to-ceiling structure that could have been a double bank of elevators except for the two ship�s hatch doors.
�We call that our �flux encapsulator,� �Wentzel said, grinning broadly. Behind rimless glasses, his eyes danced from Diane to Vincent and back again. Eliciting no response, his grin faded. �Just a little play on Back to the Future, he mumbled.
�Oh, right,� Diane said with a forced chuckle while she strained to remember details of the movie.
Two young women wearing blue scrubs emerged from a glass office that held multiple wall-mounted monitors. Wentzel introduced them as his lab assistants, Fran Kushner and Penny Eaglin. Diane remembered Fran from the party.
Jerry explained that Penny and Fran, both registered nurses, were monitoring the physical and emotional health and cognitive performance of four research subjects who had been residing in the �encapsulator� for three months and would remain there for three more, barring any problems.
Jerry added, �Working with NASA and other agencies, we�ve created an analog environment that simulates the tight living conditions of space travel. The data from this study will help us to design protocols for healthcare during extended space missions, such as visits to the Moon or Mars.�
The Roses could have spent the rest of the morning there asking questions, but Jerry consulted his watch and said they had to move on. They said their goodbyes to the nurses and followed Wentzel out into the hall.
Diane regretted her choice of shoes as her clopping footfalls echoed in the marble corridor. She would have happily traded her fashionable black pumps for the squeaky running shoes that Jerry wore.
A right turn into a block-long hallway led to the laboratory of Pete Sabedra, the cigar smoking refugee from Hematec. Pete, a chemist, was a jolly soul. He reported that he was working on a blood test to determine the presence of a specific breast cancer antigen. His hearty �welcome aboard� was a bit premature since they had not been offered, nor had they accepted, positions at BRI. Nevertheless, they shook hands and moved on to the third floor, then to the forth.
None of the earlier parts of the tour, although impressive, prepared Diane and Vincent for their introduction to the laboratory and offices that encompassed most of the top floor at BRI, the former domain of a scientist named Dr. Harry Lee.
From the marbled fourth floor elevator lobby, Jerry Wentzel led them along an opulent hallway to a set of ebony doors, opened them with a flourish and stood aside. �This is the lab bench area,� he said. �The data area is on the other end. Make yourselves at home. Go exploring. Feel free to ask any questions.�
Diane stepped through the doorway and whispered, �Wow.� The laboratory was enormous and absolutely pristine. Several work stations were situated along rows of stainless steel counters, still wearing their factory sheen. Each area had its own hood and vacuum system to remove any noxious chemicals. The counter tops held the usual test tube racks, centrifuges and microscopes. Glass-fronted upper cabinets held flasks and beakers, and other glassware.
Diane walked slowly along the counters, running her hand on the cool metal surfaces, mentally �decorating� the lab to suit her needs�spectrophotometer here, chromatography setup over there� preparing the space to receive the treasures from her expeditions.
She is transported back to the jungle, to her sources: usually a shaman, but sometimes the mother of a sick child or a beekeeper or a fisherman or a drifter.
She is shown a leaf, its blades resembling a devil�s fork. It is crushed and masticated and mixed with mud, then applied to an old man�s skin lesions. And eureka�a native cure is found! A scab of tree bark is crumbled and boiled and strained through woven palm fibers and fed to a scrawny infant with diarrhea. And hallelujah�a life is saved! She trembles with the joy of such discoveries. She is humbled by the privilege of peering into the pharmacopoeia of native lore. Leaves, fronds, bark, seeds, flowers, soil, roots, fungi are collected, pressed, dried, prepared for the lab where they are screened for bioactive compounds. The specimens are processed, assayed, distilled, scanned, isolated, fractionated, deconstructed; like playing a symphony backwards to find the lead notes�the ones that give rise to the music. The results are digitized, analyzed and synthesized.
Then back to the jungle craving another dose of eureka.
Vincent broke through her ruminations, �Di?�
Slightly disoriented, she turned toward the sound of his voice.
He beckoned to her from the triple wide doorway connecting to the next room. �You have to see this contraption!�
She followed him into the data area, weaving through rows of counters and desks, towards a floor-to-ceiling glass cubicle with an exit sign over it. Inside the glass walls, a rectangular frame stood about eight feet tall, five feet wide.
Jerry Wentzel stood beside the structure, wearing an impish grin, as Diane approached. �Your husband is trying to figure out what it is; would you like to hazard a guess?�
�It looks like an oversized airport metal detector, but I�m sure Vincent has already covered that one.� After studying it for a few moments, she shrugged and said,� Okay, if it�s not a carwash for Mini Coopers, I�m out of guesses.�
Jerry laughed and turned to Vincent who held up his hands in surrender.
�I give up.� he said.
�This was Harry Lee�s tinker toy. We named her �Maggie,�� Jerry said as he reached over and tapped a touchscreen on a control panel mounted outside the glass wall. He tapped the panel in several more spots and turned to Vincent. �Okay. I�m going out that door. When I�ve closed it behind me, you push �enter� to start up the system.� Vincent nodded without total comprehension. Jerry grinned, �You�ll hear a brief blast of noise�that�s just part of the process.�
He walked through the frame and out the back door. Vincent pressed �enter� on the screen as he had been instructed. Two electronic eyes, about ankle high on either side of the inner frame, switched on.
Jerry Wentzel re-entered from the hallway. As he passed through the frame, a pleasant female computer voice said, �Hello, Jerry Wentzel.�
�Interesting,� Diane said when Wentzel rejoined them. �Are you wearing some sort of magnetic tag?�
�Good guess. You try it,� Jerry said, touching the screen. He looked down at Diane�s pumps. �But you�d better remove your shoes first. They could have metal shanks.�
Diane, looking puzzled, glanced down at Jerry�s Adidas, then obediently stepped out of her shoes.
Jerry explained. �There�s a powerful magnetic field that comes up past your ankles. If there was any metal in your shoes they�d stick to a strip in the floor and you�d either step out of your shoes or fall on your face.� With that, he threw back his head and laughed.
�Harry Lee always left the thing turned on, and one evening it got him.
�He was headed downtown and stopped by here to pick up something. He used the back elevator, as he was accustomed to doing, and came through that door. But Harry forgot he was wearing his dress shoes. Maggie grabbed his left shoe, and he had to throw his hands out to break his fall.� Jerry laughed again. �Instead of enjoying Aida performed by the Houston Grand Opera, Harry spent the evening in the emergency room with a fractured wrist.�
Diane was fascinated, �Well, it�ll be amazing if Maggie can identify me.� She headed through the frame in her stocking feet and out the back door.
Jerry tapped the touchscreen, and the electronic eyes lit up. Diane reentered from the hallway and stepped through the frame. Then just as she opened the glass door to reenter the lab, a pulsating electronic screech issued forth in quadraphonic sound, and Maggie shouted out, �Intruder entering, intruder entering.�
Jerry tapped �Reset� on the screen and the alarm fell silent. He looked over at Diane who appeared slightly stunned. �Of course, Maggie would give you a warmer greeting if she got to know you,� he said with a smile. �The problem is, no one knows how to introduce you to her�other than Harry Lee, that is.�
Diane glanced around the empty laboratory, then back at Wentzel. �Whatever happened to Dr. Lee?�
Jerry�s features drooped. �Nobody knows. He announced he was taking a sabbatical one day. Then he deleted all his work from the computers and disappeared the next night. They say he was burned out�most unfortunate.
�He was jack-of-all-sciences; a physicist, biologist�a gadgeteer who was onto a great discovery. And, he was a hacker extraordinaire. He�d tell me about his midnight excursions around the internet. He even hacked into government sites. I�d hold my ears and shout at him: �Don�t tell me those things. You�re making me an accessory.� But it was exciting stuff.�
�This elaborate intruder alarm system�Maggie�was it just for fun or was it a serious project for Harry Lee?� Vincent asked.
�It�s a prototype for an ingenious biometric device. He was working on a real-time personal identification system more accurate than fingerprinting, and even more reliable than DNA testing.
�Interesting,� Diane said.
�If you can bear with me, I�ll try to pick my way through the rationale of his invention. Please don�t be offended if I get too basic.�
The Roses mumbled their assurances that it wouldn�t be a problem.
�Harry used Magnetic Resonance Imaging as a basis for his identification system. Maggie here operates on a technology that�s similar to the MRI used as a diagnostic tool in hospitals, and you may have used it the laboratory.�
The Roses acknowledged that they had indeed used an MRI system.
�As you probably know, the inventors of the MRI noted that the protons in the nucleus of every hydrogen atom in our bodies spin randomly in various directions. It�s my understanding that powerful magnetic fields created by the MRI align our protons like soldiers in a row, then a radio frequency pulse causes certain protons to spin in a particular direction. When the RF pulse is turned off, the protons return to their former alignment and release energy. The energy release is converted to mathematical data. The data, in turn, creates a picture. Are you with me so far? �
Diane and Vincent nodded.
Jerry went on to describe Harry Lee�s theory. Harry had gone a step or two further than the MRI developers. Dr. Lee postulated that the speed and direction of proton and electron movement in the body create an electronic signal that is different for each and every individual�your electromagnetic signature.

Jerry pointed to two vertical strips, with a pegboard pattern, attached inside the frame. �Harry added the ability to recognize an individual�s slightest motion using some way-out hocus-pocus kinetic theory. He planned to miniaturize it so an ID could be made with just a wiggle of the subject�s finger. Credit card companies and banks were already interested in the technology.�
Diane questioned whether BRI planned to continue the development of Harry Lee�s technology.
Jerry said, �I seriously doubt that it can be completed without Harry�s help.�
Before they moved on, Jerry let them peek into the temperature-controlled electronics room at the rear of the data area. He pointed out an impressive array of servers and assured them that BRI�s information technology system could handle all the data they could possibly pump into it.
The last part of the tour took them to the offices across from the labs. Jerry went from room to room switching on lights and soft music. �I�ll leave you to your own discoveries now,� he said, looking at his watch. �Lunch will be served in an hour aboard the Enterprise.
�The quickest way to the marina is through those double doors, then turn left to the back elevator. And by the way, Raymond said that the Enterprise captain Colton Fey will be available to open up Woodwind if you�re interested in seeing her.� Then, promising the Roses he�d see them at lunch, Jerry headed for the door.
Diane and Vincent walked slowly through the offices, gaping at the opulence around them. The suite included a large conference room with ebony table, plush seating, built in credenza, bar and wine cooler, and wall-mounted viewing monitor for presentations.
Lacquered ebony desks, bookshelves, credenzas and computer stations furnished a reception area and the three large offices that clustered around it. A dichromatic scheme of gray and subtle turquoise dominated the walls and carpets. Large water-color paintings of brilliant roseate spoonbills standing in muted turquoise marshes provided a focal point for every room. Diane took mental possession of the corner office. She stood before floor-to-ceiling windows that afforded unobstructed views of the bay, the marina and the bluff where BRI stood.
Atop the bluff, the venerable live oaks stood wearing their somber winter green. Out on the bay, shrimp boats dragged their nets while clouds of sea gulls chased behind them. A flock of white pelicans and a great blue heron fished near shore.
Vincent walked up behind Diane and placed his hands on her shoulders. She reached up and placed her hand over his. They stood there, quietly lost in thought, taking in the panorama.

Raymond Bellfort stood at the window looking down upon the marina from his first floor office suite, a John Phillip Sousa march blaring in the background. He observed Diane and Vincent Rose as they approached Woodwind in the company of Colton Fey.
Bellfort smirked when he saw Fey help Diane Rose climb aboard the sailboat�no doubt Colton licked his lips when she kicked off her pumps and hiked her skirt a few inches above her knees to negotiate the step up.
Raymond looked on as Vincent Rose ran his hand along Woodwind�s teak cap rail as though she were a thoroughbred. He watched as Vincent joined the others in the cockpit, positioned himself at the helm and threw his head back in laughter�an uncommon sight to be sure.
Just then, one of Andor�s assistants walked out onto the aft deck of the Enterprise and tugged at the ship�s bell lanyard.
Raymond silenced the music with his remote control and headed for his side door. Outside, he paused at the corner of the veranda to survey his formal gardens and marina.
Now, certain that he had won the Roses over, he took a deep breath and exhaled hard, his shoulders drooping in resignation.

� CHAPTER SEVEN �

Yami, the Kogi shaman and high priestess, emerged from her round mountain hut, reached for the bom pole beside the doorway and rang the assembly bell. Turning toward the steep, rocky pathway, she squinted against the gusts. Her face pulled up into bronze creases, the results of living seventy years close to the glare of the sun and blasts of the mountain�s breath on the northwestern slope.
Securing her red ceremonial ambodei at her waist, Yami made a slow descent, all the while observing the women congregating in the clearing below.
Even from twenty feet above them, Yami sensed the anticipation among the young priestesses, especially those who would provide food to the warrior hunters for the first time. Yami smiled as she watched the young women bustling from basket to basket. Their excited chatter could be heard over the roar of the mountain as they divided the bounty harvested from the tribe�s lofty fields and high valleys.
Yami and her tribe lived more than half way up the mighty Sierra Nevada de Santa Marta. From the occasional outsiders who were permitted entry to the Kogi�s aerial farmlands, she had learned that her mountain arose from the Caribbean Sea and the city of Santa Marta in Colombia.
For twenty-some years, Yami had exchanged information with Olimpia, who taught about plants at a great university on a distant mountain. In return for Olimpia�s facts about the world below, Yami taught her to make tonics from mountain herbs, set broken bones with the black roots of the bristly varu plant, remove the healing sap from mavaco trees during the full moon and many more of her ancient lessons.
Yami also told Olimpia about the warrior hunters who for centuries had arrived on horseback every third full moon and stayed two nights and three days in the stone hacienda in the high valley.
She warned Olimpia that only priestesses were permitted to descend through the clouds, down along the secret pathways during hunter visits. But Olimpia had not taken it to heart. And she bore the consequences.
Now, with a sigh, Yami looked through the glacier-capped mountains and listened to the world beyond. Another outsider would bring pain. But, again, the warrior hunters would prevail.

� CHAPTER EIGHT �

Vincent looked out at the water from his office window as a steady procession of Friday afternoon sailors�truants from their desks and cubicles�headed out the channel from Clear Lake into Galveston Bay. His gaze shifted to the BRI marina below where Woodwind tugged on her lines as if to say, �I want to go too. I want to go too.�
Along with the grand �treehouse� on stilts (their lakeside home nestled in the tall pines and left vacant by Dr. Harry Lee), Bellfort had given Vincent and Diane the sailboat as a sign-on incentive. She was a beautiful craft, and he was proud to own her. But as early as their first BRI business meeting, three months ago, Vincent suspected that the treehouse and the sailboat had been dangled as glittering lures in some elaborate game of bait and switch.
At that meeting, Raymond Bellfort reported that there was a short-term cash-flow problem. He said he was unable to fund both of their projects immediately; he�d have to go with the one that excited the investors most.
�Let�s jumpstart Diane�s program first. Then we�ll go with yours, Vincent,� he said, promising it was only a temporary setback.
Vincent was more than a little disturbed by the announcement. They were barely unpacked from their move to Texas, and already Bellfort had reneged on his �unlimited funding� pledge. But he didn�t want to rain on Diane�s parade. So, he became her �interim help.� He ordered laboratory equipment, interviewed lab assistants and fielded Diane�s phone calls in her absence. He stayed busy, but not gratified. And his dissatisfaction soon became apparent.
Diane complained that he was irritable around the office. She teased that he was �not being a team player,� a line borrowed from Vincent Rose, PhD, erstwhile department chair at a large university.
To keep his sanity intact that first month, Vincent began designing the next animal testing protocol for Peruvase. Then one afternoon, Raymond Bellfort stopped by Vincent�s office. He looked at his computer screen�he had the annoying habit of addressing Vincent�s monitor when he spoke to him�then took off in a flight of ideas.
�Ahh� You should take advantage of this slack time. I know you must be itching to get Woodwind back in shape. I�ll have Maxine give you the names of the engine people, the sail loft, woodworkers and so forth. Diane will be out of the country a lot more. Ahh� Why don�t you join the sailing club down the way?�
The barrage of suggestions roused Vincent�s suspicions that Diane had squealed on him. She must have told Bellfort that her husband was not working and playing well with others. He felt like the pesky child being bribed to run outside and play alone. So he did just that.
Maxine was helpful. She gave him the names and phone numbers of assorted vendors to the yachting community in triplicate. But she never looked him in the eye.
It was one thing when the boss didn�t make eye contact�he could have a thousand things on his mind or, as in Bellfort�s case, he could be just plain squirrelly. But it was another situation altogether when the executive assistant avoided your glance. She knew something.
Vincent felt the reason for Maxine�s reticence would surface eventually. In the meantime, he quietly worked on Peruvase and became a boat bum�ever watchful for pirates.
Vincent tore himself away from the view and walked to the doorway connecting his office with Diane�s. She looked up from her computer and said, �Did you know that Ecuador is southeast of here? I always pictured it more to the west.�
Diane was working on her trip to Quito. She had meetings scheduled with government officials there to negotiate a contract allowing BRI to explore Ecuador�s jungles and remove plant specimens.
Satisfied he was not interrupting any serious brain crunching, Vincent settled into a chair opposite her and studied the small jar of Peruvian balasi nuts she used as a paperweight.
�I never really thought about it,� he said. Then he looked up at his wife. �My turn for a question.�
She raised an eyebrow. �Okay.�
�Do you know when Harry Lee left BRI?�
�I never really thought about it.� She smirked.
�He was here until mid-October. Something is rotten..�
�Who gave you that date?�
�Crowley.�
The set of Diane�s jaw told Vincent she had connected the dots: Bellfort�s pursuit of them had begun in September. He told them he had an empty lab and offices on the 4th floor. But Harry Lee was still at BRI at that time.
Diane�s voice took on an impatient tone. �No need to get paranoid about it. I�m sure there�s a logical explanation.� She refocused her attention on her computer screen. �I really need to get this done.�
Vincent shrugged and stood up. �Then going for an afternoon sail is out of the question, I guess?� He didn�t wait for an answer.

Vincent wiped down the cockpit, started Woodwind�s engine and set about removing sail covers. He was becoming efficient at solo sailing. He looked up at Diane�s corner office windows and wondered if she ever enjoyed the view.
He was concerned about her. Since their move to BRI she seemed driven to make these trips to Central and South America. In the past, at the university, she had set out on her semi-annual plant collecting expeditions as if compelled by some biological imperative. But here in Texas, it went beyond even that. She now anticipated her trips with the fervor of one going on a religious pilgrimage.
He heard a voice behind him. �Permission to come aboard Captain?�
Vincent turned and grinned at his wife who stood on the finger pier. She had changed into the jogging shorts and tee shirt she kept in her locker.
�Permission granted.� He gestured toward the cockpit.
Diane stepped onto the boat and looked up at him. �Would you mind if I took her out this time, Captain?�
�She�s all yours. I�ll get the lines.� Vincent walked forward to the bowline, his spirits buoyed.
Diane backed the sailboat out of the slip and negotiated the turn into the bay with ease. Vincent went to work raising the sails.
They cleared the far end of the BRI compound and waved at some of Vincent�s racing friends from the sailing club. It seemed everyone was starting the weekend early. And why not? It was one of those perfect days on the bay: low humidity, twelve-knot breeze, Texas bluebonnet sky.
Diane stood at the helm watching her husband tweak the sail trim, and her heart went out to him. She knew that Vincent loved sailing, but she sensed that he found his leisure overload tedious. She knew that the temporary ban on practicing his alchemy had placed a severe strain on Vincent�s patience. And it was weighing on him, demonstrated in part by his growing animosity toward Bellfort.
The erosion of his attitude was also evident in his less-than-burning interest in her achievements. Returning from successful business trips, she had to curb her enthusiasm to avoid the appearance that she was showing off.
So far she had signed agreements with each of the Central and South American countries she visited with Raymond Bellfort and his cousin Gabriel Carrera who had arranged the meetings. Gabriel pointed out that even pharmaceutical giants did not have her 100 percent success rate. He said that representatives of large American companies usually showed up looking impressive in their hand tailored suits and Rolex watches. But their �taco Spanish� was almost an insult, and the use of an interpreter stiffened discussions.
Gabriel attributed Diane�s success to her deft handling of the cultures and her amazing facility with the Spanish language. She communicated like a local wherever she went.
�And, of course, your looks do not hurt,� he had said.
There was a time when Diane would have found that comment offensive, allowing it to diminish her sense of accomplishment. Despite advanced degrees in biology and pharmacology, she always suspected her looks were considered her strongest credential. And early in her career she allowed her resentment to show.
But as she matured she accepted that some people (even within her profession) saw female scientists as anomalies. Eye-appeal could at least explain, to the skeptical, how a woman might have risen to such a position. And maybe they were right to some extent. If she had been hard to look at, would Vincent have become her mentor early on?
From the beginning, they were a team in the workplace as well as at home. But Vincent had always been in charge of their professional life. Now, she wondered if her singular success was producing stress cracks in the foundation of their marriage.
They both knew that their relationship (personal as well as professional) was being redefined. Last week Vincent had even bent to help her with her gardening. However, for a man who could calibrate sensitive laboratory equipment with one hand behind his back, he had shown a marked clumsiness with flower pots�but she adored him for the effort.
So, today she had dropped her trip-planning and ran to catch him at the dock. The boat was the last bastion of Vincent�s supremacy over her. Vincent had introduced her to the world of boats and water. And even though she had been a quick study, they both knew that Vincent was forevermore captain of the ship. And they both liked it that way.
With a hand slice across his throat, Vincent signaled Diane to cut the engine. There was plenty of wind to run on sail-power alone.
He stepped into the cockpit and settled into the starboard seat. Diane glanced over at her husband as he ran his hand admiringly over the varnished cockpit trim.
�You�ve done a beautiful job restoring her. She looks brand new.�
Vincent smiled, acknowledging the compliment, and turned his head, slowly examining the yacht from bow to stern.
�Do you think we should rename her?� Diane asked.
�What�s wrong with Woodwind?�
�I love that name, but in another life she was owned by drug runners,� she said. �Maybe the wrong people will remember it.�
Vincent chuckled. �Now who�s acting paranoid?�
The phone in his pocket vibrated. He dug for it and looked at the screen. It was Raymond Bellfort. He frowned. �This can�t be good.� Bellfort had a habit of saving bad news until the staff left the premises. Then he�d call them on their mobile phones.
After wrestling with the temptation to ignore the ring, Vincent pressed the green button.
Bellfort sounded breathless. �Taking Diane out for some relaxation, I see. Good idea. You two work so hard.�
Bellfort was greasing him up for something.
�Our investors drive me crazy. Gotta have a �magic bullet.� They won�t loosen their purse strings for a car that takes them half way up the hill. They don�t want palliation; they want a cure. But we were lucky this time.�
A shrimp boat chugged past on their port side, with a flock of laughing gulls in close pursuit. With all the commotion, Vincent could only catch every other word, enough though to give him the uneasy sense that he should prepare to do battle.
The boat and the birds moved on by, but Raymond�s litany droned on: �� eliminate the risk, the expense of the interminable FDA processes: Clinical Trials, approval committees and so forth. Just a me-too drug. So what if it has fewer side effects and costs a lot less to manufacture? It�s not a cure.�
Vincent had heard enough. He interrupted, shouting into the wind. �I�m having a hard time hearing you, Raymond. Can we get to the bottom line?�
�Bottom line. That�s what I like to hear. I knew you�d eventually get past that �for the greater good� schlock and get with the program here. Ahh� Welcome to the business world, my man.�
Vincent cursed and tossed the phone onto the seat. He had strongly suspected there was no monetary shortfall at BRI. Now he knew that Bellfort withheld funding for the completion of Peruvase because he planned to sell it all along�probably even before he and Diane had signed on with BRI.
Infuriated, Vincent pounded his fist on the seat cushion beside him; the phone bounced onto the cockpit floor. He bent down to retrieve it and heard Bellfort�s voice still prattling on: �You�ll get a large bonus, of course, and a royalty. We�ll finally be able to order that new spectrophotometer and so forth�all the stuff that�s been sidelined. It was quite a coup, my man. We really put the pants on them.
�Wait �til you see what that Taiwanese pharmaceutical company paid up front for your Peruvase.�

Bellfort studied his phone. The battery was fully charged. Signal strength was good. So, as he suspected, Vincent Rose had hung up on him.
The phone buzzed in his hand, and �Aaaa calling� came up on the screen. Bellfort rolled his eyes; the man had been dogging him since early that morning. He pressed the green button and grunted �Hello.�
�Did you talk to him?�
�Just a minute ago.�
�And?�
�He had a little bit of an attitude� but I think after he chews on it awhile, he�ll warm up to the idea.�
�Try to help him fast-track his attitude adjustment. We need some damage control here.�
Duh! �I�m on it. Believe me; I know what�s at stake.�
�Keep me apprised. If you�re not successful, maybe I can be more persuasive.�

� CHAPTER NINE �

Vincent merged onto Interstate 45 heading south. Diane sat in the passenger seat of the Suburban watching the lush spring foliage roll by.
Southeast Texas had been a surprise when she first arrived months before. She had expected more of a desert landscape. But it was a transitional place where live oaks and magnolias shared the land with prickly pear cactus and mesquite, a place where the South made room for the Southwest.
She looked over at Vincent. His intense focus on the road told her his mind had already jumped ahead to Galveston; he was a man on a mission. Diane smiled to herself. She had forgotten how resilient her husband could be. It was only four days since the sale of Peruvase, and already he had moved on to his next project.
On Saturday, Raymond Bellfort had stopped by the house to gauge any fallout from the sale of Vincent�s drug and to present his case. The gist was: The cost of studying each and every compound from the medicinal plants added to their arsenal would be prohibitive. For the most promising ones, they�d have to seek a pharmaceutical partner before they reached the clinical trial stage. Even at that, every Investigational New Drug carried risks, what with FDA requirements and the competitive business environment. So, sometimes they�d sell a product�like Peruvase�outright, before the work on it was completed.
Raymond appealed to Vincent saying, �Even with the carefully constructed work you do here in the lab, you can�t guarantee positive outcomes. If we get an early offer, if it�s a good number�and you have to admit in this case it was�we sell them the risk.�
Diane was relieved when Vincent and Raymond shook hands, agreeing to move on to the next project�the development of a compound from a plant Diane had found in Venezuela.
She had been on a collecting expedition more than three years before when she visited the Witochi, an Indian tribe that lived along the banks of Peru�s Maranon River, an Amazon tributary.
During certain tribal rituals, the men became raucously inebriated by sucking on nuts they called the balasi. Afterwards, they threw the nuts into the flames as an offering to the god who provided the trees on which the nuts grew.
The nuts were only permitted during special celebrations, and the tribal Shaman kept the trees� whereabouts a secret.
The men delighted in these festivities. However, on the mornings after, some of them suffered colossal hangovers replete with demonic hallucinations. They wept and fell to the ground rubbing their faces in the ashes from the previous night�s fire. Then they tore at their flesh and begged the Shaman for more balasi nuts�hairs from the dog that bit them, as it were.
But instead of the nuts, the Shaman administered foliage from a plant he said grew near the balasi. The plant�s small, obvate-oblong leaves with bright yellow midribs instantly, miraculously cured the prostrate men of their hangovers.
It took two weeks for Diane to convince the Shaman that he could be responsible for doing great good in the world if he would give her some of the nuts and the curative leaves to take back to the States with her. When he finally relented, he not only gave her a generous supply of the nuts, but some dried, as well as fresh, specimens of the plant she later named the achimera.
The Shaman then shared with her an amazing fact: For several months after taking the hangover cure, the men were immune to the inebriating effect of the balasi nuts.
After returning home from that trip, Diane�s research team extracted several enzymes from the balasi nuts and the achimera leaves, and Vincent went to work.
At the time, he focused on one particular enzyme that showed promise, VZ13. �We could have a cure for some types of addictions here, or maybe even prevention,� he had said. But then their funding came through for Peruvase and they shelved VZ13 (aka Chimeron)�until now.
Vincent parked in the multi-level visitors� garage at the University of Texas Medical Branch in Galveston, and they walked along Market Street toward the Moody Medical Library. When they stopped to allow a campus shuttle�an antique streetcar�pass by, Vincent dug into the side pocket of his briefcase for a handful of index cards. He divided them into two piles, handing Diane the top half. They both giggled; they had played this game before.
The index cards contained a bibliography of science journal titles Vincent had compiled from the Internet. His investigation centered on the variants of the mu opioid receptors in the brain and the pharmacokinetics of certain drug toxicities in the central nervous system.
As they had done so many times in years past, the two of them would go through the library�s computers, on a sort of scavenger hunt, in search of the manuscripts. Then they�d print copies of the research. This would give Vincent a picture of findings already out there, saving him the trouble of reinventing the wheel.
Whoever completed their search first was the winner. And the winner got to ask for anything he or she wanted�within reason.
They entered the lobby of the library and took the elevator to the third floor. In the journal section, they established squatters� rights at a remote table and dug in for three hours of intense research.
When Vincent checked the last of the items off his list, he playfully pounded his chest in a simian display of superiority�he had finished first. He helped Diane search for the last two items on her list. Then they packed up their copies and headed for the elevator.
When they reached the lobby, Vincent remembered that he�d left some of his materials at the copier upstairs.
�Wait here, I�ll go up and get them,� he said. He placed his briefcase on the information counter and hurried to the elevator.
Diane watched young people passing in and out the library doors and realized that she missed teaching. She still maintained email relationships with former students scattered around the world. But that wasn�t enough for her. She made a mental note to pressure Raymond regarding his promise to affiliate with a university.
Suddenly, she became aware of a commotion behind her. She turned to see the elevator doors opening and realized Vincent was causing the disturbance.
He emerged from the elevator behind a short middle-aged man who wore blue jeans, an orange T-shirt and a baseball cap and had a death grip on a briefcase under his arm. Vincent seemed to be chasing the gentleman toward her. The man hurried past Diane, tipped his hat in her direction and rushed out the door.
Vincent approached in a purple state of apoplexy. �Do you know him?� His voice was accusing.
�No. Why?�
That sonofabitch,� he said through clenched teeth.
�Should we call campus security? What did he do to you, Vincent?�
Vincent waved a hand toward the doorway as if dismissing the man. �He didn�t get much.�
�Much of what?� Diane checked to see that Vincent was still wearing his watch and wedding band.
�The little s.o.b. was stuffing the research I left behind into his briefcase.�
�Really?�
�It�s science espionage, Diane. It happens all the time around here. Ask your buddy, Raymond.�
Diane was flabbergasted by Vincent�s rage. The man she saw running for the door looked harmless. And he was wearing a University of Texas T-shirt. He was probably a professor or a research scientist at the University. Most likely he had more right to that library than they did. She felt certain the man had picked up Vincent�s materials by mistake, and Vincent had grossly overreacted.
Diane noticed the stares of people in the lobby. She extracted the crumpled papers from Vincent�s hand and placed them in the briefcase. �Let�s get out of here,� she said.
Obediently, Vincent followed through the front doors. But once outside, he raved on about spies and piracy of intellectual properties until they reached the Suburban. Diane insisted on driving.
By the time they reached the causeway bridge that connected Galveston Island to the mainland, Vincent had gotten his agitation under control. �I don�t know what got into me,� he said, looking contrite with his forehead resting in the palm of his hand.
Diane patted his shoulder affectionately to conceal her concern, then changed the subject. �You won the hunt�fair and square this time. What do I owe you?�
Still agonizing over his thuggish behavior, Vincent didn�t answer her.
She tried a different approach. �What about a telescope for the cupola?�
That got his attention. He looked up. �That�s a possibility,� he said.
Years before, Vincent had developed a fascination with astronomy while learning celestial navigation for sailing. But he never had the time or the place for a telescope. However, when they moved into their Texas home, the six-windowed, cupola with an opening moon roof provided a perfect spot for viewing the heavens. As a matter of fact, three telltale marks in the cupola�s rug indicated Harry Lee had used the room for that very purpose.
Diane thought a telescope would be a great diversion for Vincent. She grabbed for her phone and called the information line, which connected her with a camera and telescope shop near downtown Houston. She punched an address into the GPS and stayed on I-45 headed north.
Vincent spent that evening in the cupola happily setting up his telescope. It was top-of-the-line technology, suitable for lunar and planetary viewing as well as terrestrial observation.
Diane pruned plants in the large screened-in garden on the back deck and played with Huck, their eighty-pound hound. She felt a peaceful aura settling over the house.
No more concerns about espionage and pirates.
* * *
David Crowley watched as the maitre�d led the man toward his table. Like himself, he wore a navy blazer and striped tie and carried a briefcase. He could have been mistaken for one of the many business people doing deals over dinner in the dark-paneled dining room. He approached the table, and David reached up and shook his hand. �Haven�t seen you in a coon�s age.� He motioned for the man to sit. �The iced tea should be here any minute. I assumed that�s what you�d want�
The man nodded, then glanced at David�s fingers drumming on the tablecloth. He leaned forward with a smirk. �Slow your motor; no harm has been done� How�s the veterinary business?�
David brought his fingers under control and glanced around furtively. �I guess I don�t have the temperament for this. I feel I�ve been as useful as a trapdoor in a canoe.�
�These things develop slowly. So� what�s up?�
David scanned the nearby tables, then looked back at his dinner partner. �So far there hasn�t been a peep from the Roses about the sale of Peruvase.
�You think they could be players?�
�Possibly. But I need more time.�
�I have some background information here.� The man reached down beside his chair, popped the locks on his briefcase and handed a manila folder across the table. �That should give you some insight into who we�re dealing with.�
David slid the folder into his briefcase.
The waiter brought their iced tea. Then, at the gentlemen�s request, he stood by while they looked over the menu.
Shifting from one foot to the other, the waiter struggled to avoid gawking at the bare ankles and scruffy boat shoes on one of the men and the bulging pistol beneath the jacket of the other.

� CHAPTER TEN �

Diane and Vincent jogged single-file along the bluff�s edge toward the orange dome of sun rising out of Galveston Bay. Running along behind her husband, staring intently at the back of his head, Diane tried to divine what was going on in there.
After the library incident, he seemed content enough on the surface. But behind his perpetual smile, she had detected an irritating smugness.
Then a few evenings ago, the alien returned. Vincent reverted to his Texas mood�grumpy and non-communicative. She hoped today she�d get an inkling of the problem before she left for Ecuador. Gabriel Carrera was sending a private plane for her and Raymond that afternoon.
Diane caught up with Vincent at a rest area where he was stretching his legs on a log crosspiece. She swiped her terrycloth wristband across her forehead and gulped some water. Sitting down on a wooden bench, she dropped her head between her knees and stretched her back muscles.
Vincent plopped down beside her on the seat and said in a chummy tone, �Remember that student of yours from Hong Kong who always hung around the lab? The one with the obvious crush on you.�
Diane pulled up to a sitting position. Dare she hope that her husband was trying to make small talk? �Tung Chen,� she replied.
�That�s the guy. What ever happened to him?�
�He opened a testing lab in Hong Kong. I hear from him every now and then. He teaches a class at a university there also� Why?�
�Would he know any scientists in Taiwan?�
Diane snapped her head around to make eye contact. �What�s this about?�
Vincent bent down and untied a shoelace. �I�ve been doing some checking�looking for the pharmaceutical company that bought Peruvase.�
�For God�s sake, Vincent, you assigned BRI the rights to Peruvase. They sold it. We were paid handsomely�end of story. I thought we�d gotten past all that.�
�You may have.� He shook invisible stones from his shoe.
Speechless, Diane jumped up and began pacing in front of Vincent, arms crossed.
He continued. �During their investigation, my people��
�What people?� Diane was incredulous.
�Old colleagues who work in Asia now�will you let me finish?�
Diane bit down on her lip.
�I had mentioned Harry Lee�s name in an email to an old classmate who�s in Singapore. The other night he wrote back saying that a scientist by that name was murdered in Hong Kong last December.�
Diane stopped pacing. �Chances are slim that it�s the same man. �Harry Lee� is Hong Kong�s version of �John Smith�.�
Vincent looked up and cocked an eyebrow at her. �You have to consider the timeframe and profession involved here. Weren�t you the professor who always warned your lab students against shrugging off a possible discovery as coincidence?�
�No one at BRI has mentioned his death.�
�Precisely.�
Diane planted her hands on her hips and glared at him. �What are you implying?�
Vincent shook his head, denying any intent.
He stood up, shoved his hands in his pockets and looked out at the bay. �I�m thinking of entering Woodwind in that sailboat race to Vera Cruz. I�d like you to come� If not, I�ll single-hand it.�
Diane couldn�t find her voice at first. Then it squeaked out in a plea. �We have work to do. How could you consider sailing off?�
Vincent stared silently out at the bay.
�I don�t know who you are any more, Vincent,� Diane said, then turned and jogged into the woods.
Her brain in turmoil, she ran along blindly, tripping over roots and tangling with low-hanging branches and beards of Spanish moss.
She was now certain that Vincent had lost it completely. A spy network in Asia? Murder in Hong Kong? A BRI conspiracy of silence? Solo racing offshore?
Actually, the solo racing part could be considered within the realm of normalcy, but not for the unadventurous, buttoned-down Vincent she used to know.
She approached a jogging trail and made a right turn, her internal compass indicating that the primate house should be up ahead on the left. From there she knew that an intersecting path would take her to the main building. As she approached the animal cages, she was startled by a figure emerging from the shadows. Then she realized it was Colton Fey, the boat captain.
She disliked Colton Fey; the way he looked at her made her feel unclean. Adding to that, she wasn�t in the mood for chit-chat. She considered heading off into the woods again to avoid him. But, handicapped by a genetic inability to be rude, she stayed the course and slowed to say hello.
As she approached him, Colton looked quizzically at her hair (probably a nest of twigs and Spanish moss). Then he grinned broadly and said, �Well, if it isn�t the silk stocking half of our pair o� docs. But where�s the mismatched mate?�
Diane smirked, indicating his comment didn�t merit a reply, and resumed jogging. Once past him she regretted showing any response at all; it wasn�t his first dig at her husband.
Vincent�s reserved manner made some people believe he was unapproachable. From the beginning it was obvious that Colton Fey felt threatened by him, taking every opportunity to zing him behind his back.
As Raymond Bellfort�s yacht captain and harbormaster, Colton Fey was given carte blanche at BRI. He roamed the hallways, freezing the genial working environment with his malignant wit. �Loosening up the brainiacs� he called it.
Jogging away from the primate house, Diane felt Colton Fey�s leer crawling down her back. With the bend in the trail just ahead, she bolted, running for the main building and its promise of a decontaminating shower.

� CHAPTER ELEVEN �

Diane slammed her phone onto the bed and stepped out on the balcony of her hotel suite. She breathed in the cool, dry air and tried to relax.
Her west-facing luxury suite overlooking Quito basin was one of the perks of being in the Carrera entourage. Earlier, she had watched the creeping shadows as the sun set behind volcanic peaks. Now it was dusk, and the city in the middle of the world twinkled to life under a deep lapis sky.
But being out of synch with Vincent�who was not answering his phone�she couldn�t fully enjoy the view, or even savor that day�s business successes.
Gabriel had arranged the daylong meeting with the Interior Secretary and the head of the Economic Development Council. The government officials listened attentively while Diane presented her plan to visit Ecuadorian tribes to study their native healing.
Late this afternoon they had signed a contract permitting BRI to collect plant specimens in the country�s jungles. In return, Ecuador would participate in any profits the venture brought in. Both sides felt they had reason to celebrate tonight.
Diane took a last look at the dimming sky and stepped back inside her suite. She grabbed her jacket, stuffed her phone into her purse and headed for the first-floor restaurant.

After a sumptuous meal and heavy dessert, the Ecuadorian officials graciously picked up the tab, then excused themselves saying they had an early morning meeting. Diane, Raymond and Gabriel lingered in the opulent dining room sipping coffee.
Diane regarded the men�s wine-glazed eyes and wondered why she hadn�t slipped under the table by then.
The evening had begun with numerous champagne toasts before dinner, then proceeded with a different shade of wine for every course thereafter. She should have been comatose. But the long-distance friction with Vincent had kept her edgy and sober. She dreaded another sleepless night.
Diane said, �Have you ever heard of the Jivaro ceremony of spiritual healing?�
Gabriel and Raymond twitched out of their stupors.
�No,� they murmured.
�The ritual is part of the culture of an Ecuadorian tribe called the Jivaro. I missed their ceremony the last time I was here. Would you like to attend one with me tonight?�
Raymond declined, looking annoyed at her liveliness.
Gabriel suppressed a yawn. �That sounds interesting.�
Diane, Gabriel and Gabriel�s bodyguard, Michael, took a taxi to the edge of the old city. The driver knew exactly where to drop them off�the foot of a steep, cobbled alleyway with dim intermittent lighting showing the way up.
They began their ascent�with Michael several discreet steps behind.
When Diane was first introduced to the diminutive, red-headed Michael a few months earlier, she questioned Gabriel�s choice of a bodyguard who had not only the hair but also the physique of �Carrot Top.�
Gabriel laughed and told her how he had met Michael a decade before on a trip to Venezuela.
He and a business associate were leaving a restaurant in Caracas when they were accosted by a man who aimed a pistol at them and demanded their watches and wallets. Michael, a complete stranger, seemed to descend from the sky, wrestling the man to the ground and divesting him of his weapon.
He refused payment for his trouble. But he gave Gabriel his business card which identified him as a �security consultant� in Miami. Gabriel hired him on the spot, and they�d been together ever since.
Gabriel explained: �Michael�s size is deceptive. People don�t see him as a threat. But he moves like a monkey; strikes like a snake.� It also helped that he was fluent in Spanish.
Tonight, Diane found the bodyguard�s presence reassuring.
Just then, a primal shout erupted from the top of the stairs. Gabriel looked at Diane. �Are you certain about what goes on up there?�
She gave him an impish grin. �If I were, there�d be little reason to go.�
Gabriel smirked and kept climbing. Whistles and chants grew louder with every step.
Gabriel turned to Diane. �You handled the negotiations well, as usual. I have watched you closely. If you can do business in Central and South America, you can do it anywhere.�
Diane felt grateful for the shadows that hid her blush. �Thank you.�
They reached the top where they found a round hut surrounded by torches. Peeking inside, they saw a large circle of fire on the dirt floor and an assortment of shrunken heads suspended from the ceiling.
Diane and Gabriel looked at each other, shrugged and stepped inside. In the center, a robed shaman sipped from a cup, then rolled his head and passed the drink into a small audience sitting on the dirt floor. Someone motioned for Diane and Gabriel to sit. The whistles and chants resumed.
Diane watched the healer and listened to his songs. She had seen many such rituals on her jungle treks. The cup of natema was passed to her. Without hesitation, she sipped, hoping it wasn�t made with saliva, as many primitive libations were. Gabriel bravely followed suit.
Almost immediately, the fire blurred, then broke up into small torches that floated about and whistled. Diane turned to Gabriel. He had morphed into a fanged creature with soft eyes. The surroundings became frenzied with rushing forms and circling chants, causing a sort of motion sickness. But, unaccountably, all the strangeness combined to make Diane feel quite happy. Gradually the merry-go-round came to a stop. But the happiness remained.
Diane and Gabriel looked at each other and laughed, almost hysterically.
�You were a loveable creature,� she said. �What was I?�
He looked at her, confused, as if seeing her for the first time. He seemed to grope for words. Then he said, �You had no form. You were a power that effected many outcomes.� Then he shook his head as if clearing it from an unpleasant vision.
Though most of the audience seemed to be staying for another round of happiness, Gabriel and Diane helped each other to stand up, and they staggered from the hut arm in arm. Giggling, they tripped down the alleyway.
Inhibitions submerged by the natema, Diane turned to Gabriel and said with a teasing tone, �I heard a rumor that you killed your wife. That can�t be true.�
Gabriel exploded with laughter. �I have never had a wife. But if I had, I might have killed her.�
Diane, confused but smiling, said, �But your son�I saw him at the BRI Christmas party.�
�He is my father�s son,� Gabriel�s voice remained pleasant.
�He�s your brother?�
Now Gabriel spoke slowly, as if explaining to a child, �Eduardo is my father�s son.�
Still not grasping the distinction, but not wanting the hilarity to go away, Diane said, �Oh, I see.�
Diane and Gabriel burst into the hotel lobby amid the stares of the few night owls still lounging there. Giggling their way to the elevator, they brushed off each other�s dirt-covered clothing.
Gabriel stepped off the elevator at Diane�s floor, insisting he deliver her safely to her suite only a few steps away. Arriving at her door, he looked down at the key in her hand. Then slowly his glance moved up to her face and remained fixed there. His eyes held an unmistakable question.
Diane was struck motionless, caught in the white heat of his gaze. For an eternal moment, her heartbeat was the only sound interrupting the silence. Then an elevator chimed its arrival at a lower floor, jolting her back to her senses. She turned away.
Gabriel leaned in, gave her a brotherly kiss on the cheek and said softly, �Sleep tight, Diana.� Then he walked away.
Diane slept fitfully. Her dreams were a montage of herself and Olimpia running through mountainous jungles, of Gabriel Carrera�s intense glance and Vincent�s angry one, of Latin America�s marble corridors of power.

� CHAPTER TWELVE �

Gabriel Carrera�s private jet was on its final approach to Houston�s Hobby Airport. Diane tightened her seat belt and watched through the small window as the ground lights grew larger. They were not a welcome sight. When the wheels touched down, she would be thrust back into the tense reality of her personal life. And the Bellforts weren�t making things any easier.
To Diane�s dismay, when Charlotte Bellfort discovered Gabriel Carrera was accompanying them back to Houston, she planned a last minute dinner party �for the travelers.� She sent a message to Diane saying that she will be sure to call and invite Vincent also.
Diane wanted to see her husband alone. They needed to resolve their differences about Peruvase, and discuss his lunatic plan to sail off by himself. But now, with the dinner invitation, she and Vincent will be unhappily reunited at the Bellforts� home. And their marital discord will loom as large over the diners as Charlotte�s crystal centerpiece, limiting eye contact and stilting the conversation.
On top of that (judging by the vibes at breakfast in Quito this morning), the dinner atmosphere will be charged with the current crackling between her and Gabriel Carrera, generated by their mutual awareness of his unspoken request last night and her silent rebuff.
She suspected that she had, quite literally, been saved by the bell. Sometime in the middle of the night (after the Jivaro state of happiness wore off) she had analyzed the situation and concluded that the natema was the culprit, and she was willing to put the incident behind her. But something in Gabriel�s manner told her that, as far as he was concerned, the matter had not yet been settled.
Returning from the Friday evening sailboat races, Vincent walked into the living room, peeked under the lid of the baby grand, then headed upstairs to his telescope with Huck at his heel. He climbed the spiral stairs to the cupola, flipped on the light and studied the room�s celestial wallpaper.
Dark blue stick figures, representing the galaxies, covered the light gray background above the windows and tumbled down into the spaces between them. Interspersed among the stars; astrolabes, telescopes and sextants floated through space.
Vincent ran his index finger past Perseus, then along the configuration of Andromeda to Pegasus. Down one leg of the winged horse, he found what he was looking for: Hidden in the busy wallpaper pattern was a series of faint numbers recorded by a careful hand.
Vincent had studied the copious jottings a few nights earlier. Checking them against his star chart, he discovered that some of them were dates and coordinates of right ascension and declination, representing the space addresses of celestial bodies. The numbers had obviously been placed there by Dr. Harry Lee.
At first, it seemed a bit macabre exploring the universe with a dead man as a guide. But Vincent soon developed a sense of astral kinship with the murdered scientist. After all, he occupied Harry Lee�s office and laboratory and lived in the house originally built for him.
Until now, Vincent had set his telescope to the hand-written celestial coordinates, but he had not yet tried the single numbers�obvious earth-bound compass headings�listed below them.
As for the strings of numbers and letters lightly penciled low on the wall, close to the baseboard, he had no clue. But their decoding would have to wait for another day. Tonight was the night for the compass headings.
Vincent stepped over the dozing dog and peered closely at the wallpaper. �Let�s see here: three hundred twenty degrees.� He swiveled the powerful telescope toward the far shore of the lake, then switched off the light. After giving his pupils time to dilate in the darkness, he looked through the eyepiece.
Ever-so-slowly he angled the lens downward, all the while reporting his progress to the dog lying at his feet. �Nothing, nothing�nothing�There!� he shouted. He had located the blurry horizon. Then after a series of infinitesimal moves, he picked up a nebulous cluster of ground lights. He reached for the focus knob and moved the lights in closer�closer�
At the far edge of his consciousness, a telephone rang. But the blurred lights out there commanded his attention.
Vincent played with the adjustments for several seconds before he realized he was holding his breath. He straightened up, exhaled and scratched his chin through his beard. �This is like asking an elephant to tiptoe,� he told Huck.
The phone stopped ringing.
After what seemed like hours of incremental adjustments to the telescope, a psychedelic array of lights appeared before him. On the other side of his lens, human arms and heads bobbed in and out of view in a frenzied environment of flashing colors.
Vincent pulled back his focus slightly to get the broader picture. Then he chuckled. �What do we have here?�
A distant ringing began again.
Vincent sharpened the focus. And before his amazed eyes appeared a lakefront two-story floating bar and dance floor called The Pelican Club�according to a red neon sign on the roof. The second-story writhed with hyper animated bodies. From Vincent�s vantage point, it appeared like a bacchanal of flexing Adonises and undulating Aphrodites moving to the rhythms of colored strobe lights. Vincent chuckled again. �You devil, Harry.� Obviously, Harry Lee had enjoyed observing terrestrial bodies as well as celestial ones.
The ringing stopped.
Vincent�s eyes watered and he realized he had forgotten to blink for some time. Stepping away from the telescope, he wiped his eyes and switched on the light.
Again he checked the numbers on the wall. �Two hundred twenty-five degrees.� Vincent swiveled the telescope toward the opposite side of the lake, then switched off the light. �Let�s see what else caught your eye, Harry.�
Almost immediately, Vincent observed a blue blur through the powerful optics. Slowly, slowly he brought the lights in closer, resisting the urge to make large corrections.
Even before he achieved perfect focus, he recognized the glowing blue �H� on the Hilton Hotel at the far end of the lake. After further adjustment to the angle and focus, he was amazed to see a man knotting his tie in one of the hotel rooms. Obviously, the man didn�t feel the need to close his drapes on the seventh or eighth floor overlooking the water.
�Looks like our friend Harry might have had some voyeuristic tendencies, Huck.�
Keeping the telescope at two hundred twenty-five degrees, Vincent angled it closer to ground level and pulled back the focus slightly. He hoped to find something else on that heading to squelch his suspicion that Harry Lee was peeping at hotel guests.
Suddenly, before his startled eyes, Diane�s face appeared. Transfixed, Vincent watched her brush back ringlets from her forehead and take a sip of champagne. Then she smiled.
In his haste to discover the beneficiary of that smile, Vincent pulled the focus back too far and blurred his view. He breathed deeply. Then, with great restraint, he made slow corrections.
The distant ringing began once again.
Vincent�s hand trembled, making incremental adjustments almost impossible. But he persisted. And finally, �There!� Then, dumfounded, he said, �Where is she?�
Even with the scene out of focus, he could make out two men. A tall, slender man was speaking to a thickset one who had his back to the telescope. Vincent sharpened the view. The men turned and sat down on the edge of an oblong planter.
Vincent carefully focused on their faces. He was looking at Raymond Bellfort and Gabriel Carrera. For several seconds Vincent stood immobilized, watching, controlling his breathing lest they hear him. Then, with a guilty shiver, he jumped back from the scope.
He paced and stroked his beard. Then curiosity defeated his conscience, and he went back to the eyepiece. The men were deep in conversation. How he wished he could read their lips.
Then a thought crept across his mind: Could Harry Lee lip-read? His body quivered at the implication.
Why was Harry Lee spying on Raymond Bellfort?
The ringing in the background stopped.
Abandoning hope of eavesdropping on the conversation, Vincent pulled back the focus just one nerve impulse to broaden his view.
The two men sat on a wide terrace illuminated by soft lights that glowed from the bases of curved stucco railings. Behind them a boat lift held Bellfort�s 30-foot runabout. Raymond reached over and patted Gabriel on the upper arm as if congratulating him.
Vincent recoiled, bitterly recalling the same glad-handed treatment he and Diane received on that very terrace. All the while, Bellfort was plotting to sell Peruvase out from under him.
He watched the men through vengeful eyes while he planned his next move.

Diane crawled into bed and slid close to her husband. She had missed him.
Vincent had welcomed her home warmly. He apologized that he was so involved with the telescope he didn�t hear the telephone ringing.
He was still edgy about BRI. Even so, Diane was glad to be home. She began drifting off to sleep when Vincent�s voice startled her.
�Has anyone ever told you that Harry Lee was hard of hearing?�
Diane�s heart sank. It seemed Vincent�s obsession with Dr. Lee had grown in her absence. �Was he?�
�I don�t know.�
The conversation was going nowhere. �What made you ask?�
�The telescope� It�s a long story.� He yawned and turned away from her.
Now Diane was wide awake. She rolled onto her back and stared into the darkness. When would the craziness end?
Vincent�s voice interrupted her thoughts. �I took Woodwind offshore overnight for a shakedown cruise while you were gone. This morning I registered for the Vera Cruz race. I�m going to single-hand it.�

� CHAPTER THIRTEEN �

They were twenty-four in number�three generations of men wearing hunter�s khaki, riding straight-backed on their mounts, hands resting on the high pommel of their saddles, feet cradled easily in their estrebos.
On a chain, inside their shirts, hung their coats-of-arms�concealed, not only to preserve their anonymity as they traveled to their clandestine meeting place, but also to symbolize the group�s belief that anything hidden close to the heart, like a secret or an unpublished vow, ignited the deepest of passions and evoked the strongest commitments.
The horses wore no brand. They stepped along sure-footed, necks held in a regal arch as if they understood they had been bred for the noble task of bearing their masters, perpetually, to their destination�downward four hundred years to the valley floor.
The men were of a singular mind. Their ancestors had stormed ashore from Spanish galleons, taken the land and its many riches and were rewarded handsomely by their king. Centuries later they fought beside Simon Bolivar to clear the land of royalists and gain their independence.
Every third full moon, grandfathers, sons and grandsons, the educated power-elite of Colombia, rode together toward the stone lodge in the high valley to keep their date with a four-century-old tradition.
They were the Knights of New Granada. Their motto: �Retribution and Justice, two edges of the same sword.� Their mission in recent centuries: To preserve the oldest democracy in South America. Undetected. Unrestrained.

Sated from a banquet of roasted wild boar and platters of mountain-grown fruits and vegetables provided by the local Kogi women, the men somberly sipped coffee and smoked cigars on the large veranda.
At midnight, they prayed together before heading to their beds and an uneasy sleep. In the morning they would address some of their most difficult quandaries in two centuries.

At daybreak, the President for Life, Carabina, called the meeting to order. The tap of his gavel reverberated through the locked wine cellar. Following custom, Carabina appointed Espalda to take roll call.
At these meetings, the men went by the nicknames acquired in the academies and on the playing fields of their youth. The roll was in order of the Knights� initiation dates into the secret society.
Espalda stood and called, �Granadero.� The name echoed around the cave-like arches. Granadero responded, �Aqui.� �Caballero.� �Aqui.� �Caballo.� The men of the inner circle smirked; Caballo had earned his nickname in adolescence because of the size of his genitals. With his customary scowl, Caballo answered �aqui.� �Novicio.�� The roll call went on until the presence or absence of every member had been duly noted.
Carabina then asked Espalda to report, from memory, the minutes from the last quarterly meeting. In more than four centuries, none of the group�s business had ever been committed to paper. Espalda began his recitation.
Today, the minutes reflected the Knights� agenda: to bring an end to the cultivation, manufacture and exportation of mind-altering drugs that plagued their country, undermining their social structure and economy for the past few decades.
Following Espalda�s report, Carabina opened the discussion to new business.
Novicio reported that economists estimated revenue from illegal drug exportation had exceeded Colombia�s entire GDP. He noted that most of the country�s legitimate businesses were owned by the grandees present in that room.
Worldwide mistrust of drug-exporting countries made for time-consuming, destructive searches of ships and planes in ports of call, negatively affecting their companies� bottom lines. Their personal fortunes were at stake.
Caballo, one of the hardliners, insisted it was time for drastic action. He outlined a plan whereby those shipping lines, known to turn a blind eye to smuggling activities, would be boarded and �chastened� at sea. Private vessels that were suspect would meet with similar fates. Some airliners would have to be sacrificed also as a loud warning that these illegal activities will not be tolerated. After a group discussion of the details, Carabina called for a show of hands. The plans were approved.
Now, it fell to Granadero, the second in command, to address the heaviest issue of the day: narco-corruption at the middle and highest levels of government.
With downcast eyes, he named people with close personal ties to almost everyone around the enormous table in the wine cellar. Motions were made, votes taken. And despite their personal allegiances, the majority sanctioned far-reaching courses of action.
The symbolic Sword of Damocles was passed around the group until it reached Granadero who held it to his heart and pledged to issue the warnings.
Carabina adjourned the meeting and abruptly left the cellar.
The next morning the Knights of New Granada, with heavy hearts and solemn faces, rode out of the high valley, heading back to their private clubs, mansions and boardrooms. But their thoughts would never travel far from the wine cellar in the formidable Sierra Nevada de Santa Marta

� CHAPTER FOURTEEN �

At dawn, beginning his fourth day at sea, Vincent braced himself in the cockpit as Woodwind skied down the face of a mountainous wave, then miraculously lifted her proud bow and climbed toward the next peak. Nearing the crest, Vincent released his death-grip on the pedestal guard, wiped his binocular lenses and scanned the horizon. But his efforts at penetrating the low-lying storm clouds were futile; the source of the persistent blip on his radar screen remained hidden behind an inky squall line to the east.
Woodwind began her plunge into the next murky trough. Instinctively, Vincent grabbed for a hand-hold to ride out the descent.
Fortunately, Woodwind was built for heavy weather. In fact, the boat was faring much better than her skipper. The constant vigilance had exhausted Vincent�s body and eroded his spirit. He had fully expected this single-handed sailboat race from Galveston to Vera Cruz, Mexico to be an endurance test, but he had not anticipated almost total sleep deprivation along the way.
His state-of-the-art autopilot and radar collision alarm, set at a six nautical-mile range, should have ensured hours of carefree slumber. But high winds, rough seas and the resulting roll and pitch of the boat limited him to cat naps, wrecking his plan for a two-hour-on, two-hour-off watch schedule. To make things worse�much worse�over the past twenty-four hours, the radar alarm had sounded every time he drifted off to sleep. Vincent had spent the night dodging waves that washed across the cockpit and agonizing over the possibility of a collision at sea. How had this race�his lifelong dream�turned into a nightmare of soaking-wet fatigue in so few days?
The race had begun with a promising golden sunrise and a fifteen-knot breeze from the southeast that stirred up gentle four-foot swells in the Gulf of Mexico. Vincent had experienced a heightened sense of oneness with nature when he crossed the starting line under full sail. Inspired by shouts from Diane and other well-wishers from BRI, he had stood at the helm chanting a stanza from The Rime of the Ancient Mariner�his favorite poem�in a resonant, theatrical voice: ��The sun came up upon the left/out of the sea came he! ���
But his euphoria was short-lived. An unstable low pressure system formed up in the Gulf of Mexico the afternoon of that first day, and weather conditions had continued to deteriorate ever since.
Last night, after the collision alarm had sounded for the fifth or sixth time, Vincent checked the radar and found it to be in perfect working order, confirming his fear. The persistent alarm, along with the ever-present blip on the radar screen meant there was a boat within six miles of him�shrouded in the cloud bank to the east. The annoying vessel seemed to be sailing parallel with him as he diverged away from the Texas coastline.
Vincent regretted his decision to sail west of the rhumb line, along the twelve-fathom curve. Maybe the going was easier out in deeper water. The weather could be better farther offshore. And he probably wouldn�t have worrisome traffic to contend with out there.
He considered altering course to reduce the possibility of a collision. But the wind was blowing out of the south-southeast; he�d have to tack over to an easterly heading, thereby losing valuable time and distance to his race competitors. Maybe he should try communicating with the other boat once more before making any decisions.
Vincent turned on his hand-held VHF radio, tuned to channel sixteen and adjusted the squelch button until the static cleared. He knew most commercial ships and pleasure craft in the Gulf of Mexico monitored that channel. �This is the sailing vessel, Woodwind, asking for a radio check. Come back please.� He hoped to raise a response from anyone within hearing distance, particularly from the boat out there in the mist.
After several tries with no reply, Vincent clicked from channel to channel repeating his request. He became more and more irritated as each message went unanswered. Then, shouting a frustrated oath at the radio, he set it back on channel sixteen, and jammed it into a pocket in his yellow foul-weather suit.
He took some deep breaths to calm himself. Anger wasn�t going to solve anything. The nearby boat might have a malfunctioning radio, he reasoned. And in all probability, it was one of the sixty-seven boats in his racing fleet. If only he could see the other boat to be sure.
The radar alarm had been silent for about fifteen minutes now.
He patted the teak cockpit combing. �What should we do next, Ol� Girl?� he said aloud. Then he laughed. He had been talking to the boat for the past two days, but this was the first time he asked for advice.
Vincent checked his watch and groaned. It was nearly nine a.m., time to go below and report in to the race committee. In these weather conditions, it would take all his strength to make those few steps.
Vincent planned his move from the helm to the cabin carefully. Even though he had reduced his sail power to a storm jib and a double-reefed main two days earlier, Woodwind heeled over at a forty-degree angle as she charged up and down the angry waves. He knew the sea would exploit even a nanosecond of vulnerability.
He checked the safety harness around his chest, then held on with both hands as he pulled himself forward to the companionway hatch. Stinging saltwater washed over the bow and lashed at his face. It burned his eyes, poured off his beard and found its way inside his rain gear. Though pleasantly warm at first, the sea water turned to cold, soggy discomfort in seconds.
Vincent slid open the hatch, and only then did he unclip his harness from the lifeline that ran along the deck. He clung to teak handrails as he eased himself down the tilting companionway stairs. The main cabin was in chaos. The pounding sea had dislodged equipment and provisions so diligently stowed. Settee cushions, guitar, pots, tea kettle, dishes, cans and books from the port side of the boat, were strewn along the starboard settee and floor. The slanted cabin reminded Vincent, ironically, of an amusement park fun house. He belched to relieve the beginnings of seasickness and forced himself to ignore the tightening sensations in his stomach. He looked at the drawer where the anti-nausea medication was stored, then stuck to his resolve not to use it unless absolutely necessary; the medicine would further compromise his alertness.
He glanced at the radar screen and confirmed that the glowing green blip had moved farther east. Then he concentrated on the GPS mounted on the bulkhead above the chart table.
Vincent punched some buttons and, in a minute, the receiver flashed Woodwind�s latitude and longitude on the screen. Vincent plotted the numbers on his chart.
He now turned on the single-side-band radio and monitored the Vera Cruz Race frequency. Vincent listened as other sailboats reported their positions. None were in his area. It was his turn now. He pressed the microphone button.
�This is Woodwind calling the Vera Cruz Race Committee. Come in please.�
An irritatingly well-rested voice responded with, �Woodwind, this is Vera Cruz. What is your position and heading? Over.�
Vincent reported his latitude, longitude and heading. �Do you copy? Over.�
�That�s affirmative, Woodwind. That heavy weather you�re having out there should be moving on shore by this evening.�
�Hallelujah!� Vincent shouted. �That�ll be a blessing. This is Woodwind signing off.� And none too soon. His seasickness was worsening. The bulkheads and furnishings lurched and swayed before his eyes. He had to get out of the cabin, and he had to eat something�immediately.
Vincent grabbed a pre-made pimento-cheese sandwich and a ginger ale and headed topside. Just as he stepped into the cockpit, the radar alarm sounded and then went silent. Muttering an oath, he glanced down below at the radar screen. Sure enough, the blip indicated a boat about six miles away. �Damn.�
Vincent clipped his chest harness into the lifeline and surveyed his surroundings. He was surprised to see the rain had subsided and the clouds were lifting somewhat, allowing better visibility. At that moment, he spotted something moving in the distance, off his starboard bow. He grabbed for the binoculars and brought them up to his eyes. �There you are!�
Through the glasses, Vincent could see a huge white power cruiser with what appeared to be a large radar dome; or was the vessel a trawler? Or maybe it was a sport fisher. It was hard to see as it moved behind the thinning clouds. Perhaps the crew was waiting out the weather so they could do some fishing.
�They have to be some avid fishermen,� he muttered aloud. �They�re as masochistic as sailors.� Whatever they were up to, he had to shake them soon so he could get some decent sleep.
The fresh air helped quell Vincent�s nausea. He braced himself in the seat and savored his sandwich and soda. Life was improving. There was a promise of better weather, his stomach was full and based on the positions reported by the rest of the fleet, he was at the head of the pack.

Vincent reached up to the coach roof and switched on a camcorder that ESPN technicians had installed inside a watertight Lucite box. He had come forward readily when the cable network had asked for volunteers to record daily progress during the race. The camera was calibrated to get a panoramic view of the boat and the surrounding waters. The camcorder began its three-hundred-sixty-degree turn.
Vincent swiped water droplets from the camera housing and faced the cockpit microphone. �It�s ten a.m. on Tuesday, June 3rd. Woodwind is located at approximately two hundred miles southeast of Matamoros, Mexico.� He went on to describe the weather, the set of the sails and other particulars of sailboat racing that he thought might be of interest to the TV audience who would be viewing the tape in about two months.
The camera turned slowly to the right. After one complete revolution, it reversed direction and pivoted back the other way. He completed his report and switched off the camcorder.
Vincent felt somewhat relaxed now that he had seen the other boat and knew it wasn�t the leviathan he had conjured in his mind. A profound sleepiness overcame him. After a quick look around, he settled onto the starboard cockpit seat.
He slept heavily for twenty minutes�until the radar alarm rang out. Disoriented, he jumped up, almost choking himself with his safety-harness tether. He scanned with the binoculars without any success, then peered down into the cabin at the radar scope. The boat�he assumed it was the same one�was back. This time it was six miles behind him. �I�ve had it! That�s it!� Vincent shouted. He reached for the autopilot controls and turned Woodwind eastward.
As Woodwind�s bow crossed through the wind, she came up on her lines, and Vincent could hear the clutter rearranging itself below in the main salon. He released the jib sheet and eased out the main. Already he experienced a sense of relief. Why had the decision to change course taken him so long?
Vincent could imagine the bewilderment of the race officials the next morning when he called in his report: �The bad news is: I�m off course, heading away from Vera Cruz. The good news is: I�m making record time.�
He chuckled to himself, then climbed below and double-checked that the collision alarm was set to sound if he came within six miles of anything. He returned to the cockpit, clipped his harness into the safety line and settled onto the port seat for what he hoped would be a deliciously long nap.

Vincent didn�t know what startled him, but he found himself wide awake and on his feet�but not for long. An errant wave jerked the boat and threw him off balance, knocking him to the cockpit floor. He pulled himself up onto a seat and looked at his watch. �That�s impossible,� he shouted. He had been asleep for four hours.
Now he remembered what woke him. He had heard an unusual sound� Maybe it was a dream. No, he was sure it had been real. But this time it wasn�t the radar alarm� It could have been something shifting down below. Or maybe a wave smacked up under the bow. Or possibly a dolphin had jumped, then slapped the water�occasionally dolphins would race beside the boat, then arch up in the air and look at him with one curious eye, then plunge back into the deep� No, that wasn�t the noise he heard either.
He looked around, but the binoculars showed him there was nothing within his two-mile radius of visibility. He moved forward and peered down into the cabin. The empty radar screen offered additional proof that he was alone out there. But rational or not, Vincent couldn�t shake the uneasy feeling that he was being watched.
At that moment, the VHF radio in his pocket erupted in static. Vincent jumped. �Aha! That�s the noise,� he shouted gleefully. The puzzle was solved.
Excited at the prospect of communicating with someone nearby, he dug the VHF out of his pocket and pushed the button. �This is the sailing vessel, Woodwind. Do you read me? Over.� No response. He called twice more, but the radio remained silent in his hand.
Vincent was about to give up and pocket the radio when five bursts of static came back in a regular rhythm, then six more bursts, then four. To him, it sounded like someone on the other end was playing games with their VHF microphone button�and with him. Vincent shivered; the hair on the back of his neck went on alert.
He wondered if he was getting paranoid. He had read about solo sailors on long passages having hallucinations and delusions. But he never thought it could happen to him.
On the other hand, suppose somebody was stalking him? And what if he didn�t make it back home? �Damn! Damn! Damn!� he shouted to the wind. He should have told Diane about the notes. What if someone else found them before she did? After a moment�s deliberation, Vincent reached over and switched on the camcorder.
He spoke into the cockpit microphone as the camera turned slowly toward him. �Diane, Honey, this is for you.� He began singing Funny Valentine in a tremulous voice, altering the lyrics to suit his needs.
Just then, the VHF radio began broadcasting loud music. Vincent stopped singing and tried to remember where he had stowed the flare gun. He unclipped his harness tether from the lifeline and climbed below to look for it�just as a precaution.
Vincent was bent over, rooting around in the depths of the quarter berth when the radar alarm screeched out. He straightened up with a start, hit his head on a projecting bulkhead and went reeling out into the main salon. The proximity alarm continued blaring.
Vincent took a moment to blink his vision back into focus, then checked the radar. He couldn�t believe his eyes. A quick look through a starboard porthole confirmed what he saw on the screen. �SHIT!!!�
A large power boat, by now just a mile or so off his starboard beam, pushed a mountain of water in front of it as it sped toward Woodwind�the two boats were on a collision course. He had to change direction quickly.
Vincent leaped to the stairs and scrambled topside. The big boat was almost upon him. He lunged for the autopilot control. But his tether clip got hung up, jerking him backwards off his feet. He smashed his head against the starboard seat and crashed to the cockpit floor.
Vincent lay motionless. Through his shadowy awareness, he heard his brain throbbing to the rhythmic vibrations of a large engine. �Alas! (thought I, and my heart beat loud)/ How fast she nears and nears!�
Then came a jarring impact, followed by a gnashing, grinding, splintering upheaval. Then silence and sleep� delicious sleep � Diane.

� CHAPTER FIFTEEN �

Returning from her early morning jog along BRI�s trails, Diane found Maxine waiting for her outside the locker room door.
�Do you have your cell phone with you?� she asked Diane breathlessly.
�It�s in my locker. Why?�
Maxine pushed open the door and stepped back. �You need to get it. The Coast Guard will be calling you.�
�Why would the Coast Guard�?� She didn�t need to finish the question; there could only be one answer. Fighting off a sense of alarm, she hurried to get her phone. But her jogging shoes had turned to lead, then the locker door refused to open.
Maxine came up behind her, gently moved her aside, and asked for her locker combination. She spun the dial and opened the door just as the cell phone struck up Mozart�s Turkish March.
Diane grabbed the phone off the shelf and pressed the button. �This is Diane Rose.�
The voice was young and male. The words were clipped and professional with a little Texas mixed in.
�This is the Coast Guard, Corpus Christi, Texas, Mrs. Rose. The Vera Cruz Race committee has informed us that the sailing vessel Woodwind has not communicated with them for the past twenty-four hours.�
Diane eased herself onto a bench and stared at the tan metal lockers. Maxine sat down beside her and placed her hand on Diane�s arm.
�I need to ask you some questions,� the young man said. Then, without waiting for a response, he started in. �Are you the vessel�s owner?�
�Well� my husband and I own it together.�
�How many people are on board Woodwind, Ma�am?�
�One�my husband�Vincent Rose.�
�Is there a life raft on board?�
�Yes.�
�A life jacket?�
�Yes.�
�Is the vessel equipped with an EPIRB?�
Diane hesitated.
The voice prompted her: �An emergency radio beacon.�
�Of course� Yes.�
The questioning went on. Diane could picture the young man: trim physique, short hair, white uniform; sitting at a gray metal desk, filling out a form. And she was quite anxious to help him get it right; probably a throwback to all her years in school�that special world where correct answers guaranteed good outcomes.
Diane pressed the off button, but didn�t move from the bench. Maxine sat quietly beside her.
Somewhere a wall clock was ticking. It reminded Diane of her third grade nun who told the class to observe a moment of silence contemplating eternity in hell. To help them understand the concept, she told the students the devil had a clock that chanted: �Forever, forever, never, never�.� The exercise gave her nightmares for months.
Now, a sense of the dark infinity of her life without Vincent passed through her, propelling her to her feet.
Without looking at Maxine, she said, �The Coast Guard has the last coordinates Vincent reported. They�re going to fly out and look for him. I�m sure it�s just a radio malfunction.�
She turned and walked out of the locker room, forgetting to shower and change clothes.

� CHAPTER SIXTEEN �

Enrique Martinez paced in front of the expanse of windows in his Bogotá, Colombia office suite. It had been four weeks since he shredded the threatening letter and set it aflame in the Waterford ashtray on his desk.
To be exact, it had been twenty-eight days, two hours and thirty-seven minutes since he watched the orange and blue flames consume the paper full of deadly truths while his mind cast about wildly for any fragment of information regarding �The Knights of New Granada.� As far as he knew, they were just a very old legend.
As National Election Commissioner, he was accustomed to Colombian politics. But the past couple months had been particularly bad ones.
Eight weeks ago, leftist guerrillas had sent a message that his family would be kidnapped and tortured if he did not support their candidates. A week later, the right-wing paramilitary warned that they could no longer protect him from zealots in their ranks if he did not show favor to their cause. Five weeks ago today, his limousine and chauffeur had met with an incendiary demise outside his favorite cigar store. Subsequently, three different unwashed rebel groups claimed credit for the explosion, threatening further displays of might if their various demands were not met.
All these matters Enrique could handle. The things they demanded were easily dispatched with a quick payoff or a word through channels to a hired gun.
But one month ago came the paralyzing letter of warning with a scarlet sword on its letterhead.
Enrique had immediately recognized the symbol�the Sword of Damocles suspended on a slender horsehair�emblazoned across the top. He knew it meant imminent danger.
But his panic had come, not from the picture of a sword, but from the ultimatums and incriminating facts written beneath it: �You will sever all connections with the drug trade,� it had said. Then it gave an accurate accounting of times and places of secret meetings he had attended and exact balances in his Cayman and Bermuda bank accounts. The letter went on to demand that he divest himself of �the immoral enrichment received for supporting drug crimes against our country.�
Who were these Knights of New Granada? And how was it possible they knew these things about him?
The letter was written in perfect Castilian Spanish; they were obviously educated people. So they were probably reasonable men. When they made contact with him again, he would explain his untenable situation: Once entangled in the drug world, there were no neat options to rid oneself of that stigma.
And how could he possibly dump all that money in such a short time without drawing notice? Maybe these �Knights� had some suggestions for his deliverance from the dilemma he now found himself in. Maybe he could make a donation to their cause.
They had given him a month to begin corrective action. Enrique hoped to hear from them soon. The fear that these men would expose his wrongdoing to the world had driven him near-mad with anxiety.
For yet another day, he had been ineffective at the office. He might as well go to the club and drown his bad thoughts in good bourbon. Enrique pushed a button and asked to be picked up downstairs.
He felt for his sidearm, then emerged cautiously from the building�s private entrance. His new limousine and driver were waiting. Quickly, he slid into the back seat.
Enrique�s eyes darted from one side of the street to the other as the limousine pulled through the security gates and out onto the main thoroughfare. Then he turned and looked through the rear window. Seeing nothing unusual, he sat back and pulled out a cigar and lighter.
At that moment, the vehicle made an unfamiliar left turn. Enrique leaned forward and asked, �Why the detour?� Only then did he realize the man behind the wheel was not his new chauffeur.
Enrique reached for his pistol. But the driver�s reflexes were quicker. Enrique Martinez would never be heard from again.

� CHAPTER SEVENTEEN �

The word spread throughout BRI: �The Coast Guard Corpus Christi was on the phone with Diane.� It had been more than two months since Vincent�s disappearance.

Diane thanked the caller, gently replaced the phone in its cradle and stared out the window at the bay.
David Crowley appeared in her office doorway. �Knock, knock.�
�Come in,� she said softly, without looking up.
David walked in, eased himself into a chair across the desk from her and studied her face.
�They think they might have found Woodwind,� she said in a flat tone.
�Where?�
�South Texas. A sailboat has washed up on a barrier island�Padre Island. Some sea turtle watchers reported it. It�s partly buried in sand, and most of the name is gone. �Wind� is the only word visible on the transom.�
Diane continued without taking a breath: �The Coast Guard suggested I fly down there to identify the boat. They couldn�t give me anything more specific than: �On the beach, south of Corpus Christi.� I need more information than that. Or what�s the point in my trekking down there? I�m not familiar with the area. But even if I were, how could it be Woodwind? Her last known coordinates placed her 400 miles south of there. And the officer agreed with me that probably half of all sailboat names have the word �wind� in them��
�Do you want me go with you?�
For a moment David�s kind offer threw her off balance.
Then she sucked in a ragged breath and blinked back tears. �Okay. Yes�. Thank you.�

� CHAPTER EIGHTEEN �

Padre Island National Seashore is the longest undeveloped barrier island in the world. It is separated from the mainland by the Laguna Madre, which stretches from Corpus Christi Bay in Texas to Rio Soto la Marina in Tamaulipas, Mexico.
Throughout history Padre Island has been a wilderness, with the exception of a settlement established by a Spanish priest in the early 1800�s. Before that time, only nomadic Native Americans, Spanish troops and survivors of three shipwrecks in the 1500�s were known to come to the island.
Padre Island has been owned by four different nations: Spain, Mexico, Republic of Texas and the United States. It was designated a National Seashore by the U.S. in 1968.
Of the island�s 65.5 miles of beach on the Gulf of Mexico, 55 miles are open to four-wheel-drive vehicles only.

The Padre Island National Seashore entrance booth was piling up with sand on its windward side. David lowered the jeep�s window and paid the fee. Then he took the beach permit from the park ranger and handed it over to Diane.
�How far y�all goin�?� the khaki-clad ranger yelled over the wind.
��We�re gonna take a quick look at the surf, then duck back in again.� David said.
The ranger nodded. He knew about peoples� fascination with storms. �That system out there�s s�posed to cause some unusually high tides. You could get cut off if you go down island too far.�
David nodded in appreciation of the warning, then put the jeep in drive. But the ranger wasn�t finished with them yet.
�This afternoon, I�ll probably have to evacuate a few hardy fishermen and some determined Kemp�s ridley sea turtle conservationists encamped down �ere past the five mile point. High tide�s around three o�clock, according to the chart. But Mama Nature�s gonna send us an unscheduled preview today.�
With that, he reached out and thumped the vehicle door. � Y�all better get goin� now if yer gonna make it back. Remember to stay in the tire tracks that�re already there.�
David gave a half salute, Diane waved and they pulled away, heading toward the Gulf. After a minute, David stopped and shifted into park. The rental jeep shimmied on its chassis from yet another blast of wind. He turned to Diane. �You sure we want to do this today? It�s your call.�
Diane glanced at her watch. She knew what David was thinking: They had been thrice warned. Last evening the Padre Island Visitor Center�s recorded message reported tropical storm development fifty miles offshore with deteriorating weather and beach conditions.
This morning, throughout Corpus Christi Airport, Diane heard fretting about the coming weather, in Spanish as well as English. And Maria, the car rental agent, had all but insisted that they purchase extra insurance after David requested a four-wheel drive vehicle that would handle well on the beach.
In a stern, motherly tone, Maria asked if they were aware the National Park Service did not tow vehicles. And the cost for a private wrecker could be several hundred, even a thousand dollars to come �down island��that was if they could even call for help. Cell phone service out there was spotty at best. Then there was the possibility that the wrecker wouldn�t even be able to get to them.
Now, they had the park ranger�s assurance that it wouldn�t be just another day at the beach.
Diane rolled the permit into a cone shape, then rubbed it flat against her knee. �What are the chances the storm will wash Woodwind back out to sea? If, in fact, it is Woodwind.�
�We don�t know how far up on the beach the boat is. Of course, the higher the tide and the rougher the surf, the greater the chance she�ll be dislodged.�
Diane turned and made eye contact with David. �Then we�d better get to it today.�
�Here we go.� He reset the trip mileage log, put the jeep in four-wheel drive and headed out.
�David?�
�Yeah?�
�Have you ever driven on sand?�
�I grew up near here. Learned to drive on the beach.�
�Good.� Her voice cracked. �Thank you for coming.� She glanced at her watch again. It was 10:30 a.m.
The tracks the ranger spoke of were partly blown over with fresh sand. David watched for deep spots while Diane kept an eye on the columns of angry surf marching in from an inky backdrop on the distant horizon. Sand dunes loomed to their right, a reminder that they had limited space for retreat when the moon saw fit to pull the tide back in their direction.
A half hour south, the well-traveled path ran closer to the surf over teeth-jarring washboard sand. From time to time, they voted on whether to plow through the water or ford the uncharted sand above the tide line.
Ahead of the storm, hordes of suicidal Portuguese men-of-war smashed themselves onto the beach and flocks of worried sea birds paced at water�s edge rather than taking flight.
The jeep zigzagged through soft sand and splashed through water. All the while David recited the mantra: �Just keep moving, just keep moving�.�
At eleven-thirty the trip log read five miles. Diane pulled the binoculars out of the back seat and scanned up ahead. She couldn�t make out anything but more beach and dunes and surf. She offered the binoculars to David.
He scanned one-handed, but the vehicle�s erratic motion made focusing difficult. Just as he handed the binoculars back to Diane, the front tires rolled off an edge and buried themselves in the sand. David weaved the jeep back and forth trying to grab some traction, but to no avail.
He muscled the door against the wind, jumped out and checked under the front tires. �Dammit,� he shouted. Diane climbed out of the jeep and was assaulted by a blast of sand. Her sunglasses protected her eyes, but her face stung and her teeth felt gritty.
David pointed behind the front tires. The jeep straddled a large tree trunk that was piled with sand on one side, which had made it invisible.
Diane zipped up her windbreaker and shouted over the surf and wind. �What can we do?�
�I know a few tricks. But first let�s climb the dunes and look down island.�
The wind played havoc with them as they stumbled up the side of a partially vine-covered dune. It was higher and steeper than it had looked from the jeep. Sliding sand filled their shoes and abraded their feet, making each step more painful than the last.
Arriving at the top, they felt they had climbed Everest. Except for the temperature, conditions couldn�t have been much worse. Sand blasted their skin, and the howling wind made hearing difficult and knocked them off balance at times.
David dug his feet in the sand and aimed the binoculars down the beach.
�There they are,� he shouted. I see two sets of campers. One pick-up truck. One Humvee. There�s a large form in the surf, not far from the Humvee. That�s probably our destination.�
David offered the binoculars to Diane who hesitated, then put them up to her eyes. She scanned the beach stopping at the dark shape in the surf. �Let�s get the jeep unstuck,� she shouted in a quivering voice.
Diane and David filled their shoes with surf water, ran it back and dumped it around the front tires, then wedged the floor mats under the rear wheels.
They climbed into the jeep, brushed the sand from their faces and gulped some of the water they had purchased on the other side of the causeway.
David started the engine and horsed the jeep around, spinning and weaving until it broke free. He pulled ahead to some hard-packed sand, and Diane ran back to retrieve the mats.
They were underway again. But driving hazards were no longer their primary focus. Diane sat quietly picking sand from her jacket, grain by grain. What if it was Woodwind down the beach? Despite pressure from Vincent�s family and her friends, she had been clinging to the belief that a memorial Mass was premature�what a joke if Vincent walked in on his own wake� But now�
David glanced over at her, then back to the beach ahead. �Why did Vincent go on that race?� His voice was gentle.
After a short silence, Diane said, �It was a lifelong goal.� She continued picking sand.
�How did you feel about that?�
�I knew that offshore racing had been his dream� and I had always been supportive of the idea�� Her tone was sad, resigned.
David waited.
�But when he chose that particular race�� she struggled with the words she had never said out loud before. ��the timing pointed to influences other than self-actualization.�
�Like what?�
�He was dissatisfied� suspicious.�
�About what?�
�You name it� the fate of Peruvase, Bellfort�s business practices in general. And he missed the University�his position there.�
�His suspicions, were they just hunches? Or did he have proof of some wrongdoing?�
Suddenly, Diane looked up from her labors and spotted a dark form just ahead. She grabbed for the binoculars and focused on the stern of the beached boat. Her breath caught in her throat. Her heart constricted. Her denial phase was over.
Diane stood beside the wrecked hull, unaware of the wind�s assault on her skin and the surf washing over her feet. Woodwind had met her lee shore. The boat lay heeled over to the starboard side, her stern angled in toward the beach. It was a somber sight.
David had gone over to thank the turtle watchers for reporting Woodwind�s beaching and for keeping an eye on her. Diane walked slowly past the stern, then around to the starboard side, which lay buried in sand. That�s when she saw the damage.
Part of the bow, just forward of the mast, had been chewed off. The leading edge of wood and fiberglass appeared as though some macabre vivisection had taken place with the use of a giant hacksaw. She covered her mouth to suppress a cry.
David reappeared. His arm reached around her shoulders. �Are you okay?�
Dazed, Diane leaned into him. �What in God�s name could have happened out there?� she wailed.
Diane felt the sudden need to get on board. Maybe Vincent had left some clue. Maybe the video camera was still there and in working order. She could see its brine encrusted case from where she stood. She freed herself from David�s grip and headed for the boat.
Using the steering wheel as a handle, Diane pulled herself up into the near-vertical cockpit. She looked around the devastated vessel, but nothing there evoked Vincent�s presence. Then she remembered the watertight compartments up under the gunwales.
Diane planted her foot on the wheel post and pulled herself up to the port seat. Unlatching the locker hatch, she was able to wiggle her arms and shoulders into the opening. Once inside, she knew exactly where to find the hidden latch.
The compartments on either side of the boat had been installed by drug runners, Woodwind�s former owners. It occurred to her that those watertight spaces were probably responsible for keeping Woodwind afloat long enough to get ashore.
Diane flipped the latch. The hatch popped open to reveal the dry clothes she had stowed as back-ups in case Vincent had a wet trip. She carefully removed one of Vincent�s T-shirts. Printed across the front of it were Louis Pasteur�s words�Vincent�s favorite quote: ��chance favors the prepared mind.� She pressed the shirt to her cheek and, for the first time since his disappearance, she wept.
Diane wiped her face with the T-shirt, replaced her sunglasses and eased herself out of the locker and down off the steering post, the shirt still clutched in her hand.
David stood beside the boat, calf deep in surf, holding a hammer and a screwdriver he had borrowed from the campers. He offered to make an attempt at the Lucite camcorder cover.
David made the climb up over the cockpit look easier than Diane had. But his first few whacks at the camcorder�s Lucite housing did not produce the desired result.
Diane braced herself in the growing surf, which now slapped up against her Capri pants, cuffed above her knees. She watched David�s efforts, then looked toward the missing bow. Conflicting emotions washed over her. Did she really want to view the last moments of Vincent�s life?
At 2 p.m. the Humvee led the way as the little caravan headed north. Storm-heightened waves advanced inland, pushing the group closer and closer to the dunes.
Each vehicle carried precious cargo from the sea. In the Humvee, Styrofoam boxes held endangered Kemp�s ridley sea turtle eggs cradled in Padre Island sand. They were headed to a Galveston laboratory for hatching and eventual release back into the Gulf.
In the pick-up truck, iced-down redfish and speckled trout were headed to San Antonio where they would be the highlights of a birthday barbeque.
In the jeep, a condensation-stained camcorder was on its way back to Houston from where it would spawn waves around the world.
South of the motorcade, a powerful undertow pulled Woodwind back out to sea.

� CHAPTER NINETEEN �

Diane played four notes of Funny Valentine, dropped the cover over the piano keys and cupped her face in her hands. Vincent had made a simple request in his song, but she couldn�t comply.
She doubted she�d ever watch the video again. But she�d always be tormented with horrible visions of the hit and run�her punishment for not going on the race with her husband. If she had been on the boat, she could have taken watch giving Vincent an opportunity to rest. Maybe she would have spotted the big white yacht on radar and averted the collision.
Vincent had obviously been fatigued beyond endurance. His face was drawn, his eyes were swollen, his speech garbled. And when he sang, he had mangled the lyrics beyond all recognition, other than that moment of clarity when he asked her to play Funny Valentine one more time for him.
Vincent always said he couldn�t carry a tune. She could never get him to sing. Only a deteriorated mental state would have driven him to record a song on a video intended for ESPN and the world to see.
Huck nudged her knee, bringing her back to the present. She reached over and scratched behind his ear. He wagged his tail and licked her leg. He was hungry.
Outside, an ice cream vendor�s truck played a Scott Joplin tune, and children shouted after it. Diane forced herself to stand up and follow Huck to his empty bowl. Life went on.
Tomorrow she�d call Vincent�s father and plan a memorial Mass. Then she�d phone the Coast Guard in Galveston and arrange to take the video in to them. Perhaps their trained eyes will see more than the few letters she was able to make out on the stern of the fleeing yacht.

� CHAPTER TWENTY �

The helmsman approached without running lights, throttled back to a purr and ghosted into the harbor where he quickly maneuvered in beside the Enterprise. Even in the well-lit marina, the massive yacht hid his craft from the building. Satisfied, the helmsman cut the engine.
Then he waited and watched.
* * *
Diane and David slid onto the picnic benches at the restaurant. Cajun music emanated from overhead speakers, enlivening the dim surroundings.
After a moment, Diane tossed her menu aside. �There are too many selections. I�ll have whatever you�re having.�
David ordered ribs, fries and Shiner Bocks for both of them.
Diane regarded the man across the table. Whatever David�s reasons, she appreciated his becoming her self-appointed guardian. She managed half a smile. �Thanks. My decision-making processes have shut down.�
David nodded in understanding.
It was 9 p.m. On the way from BRI to the restaurant, Diane and David had stopped at Diane�s house to feed Huck and drop off her car. If David hadn�t dragged Diane away, she�d still be at BRI acknowledging condolences from around the world. This was her first meal since breakfast.
Beginning early that morning, a procession of BRI staffers had come by Diane�s office to offer their sympathy and support. Spotting the videocam on her desk, they all spoke in hushed tones as if visiting a shrine. But no one mentioned the video.
Eventually Diane realized the camcorder was the 800-pound gorilla causing awkwardness in communications. She placed the camera in her desk drawer and locked it.
Maxine and Diane�s father-in-law had spread the word about Woodwind�s beaching. And by late morning the emails and phone calls began coming in from cousins, friends and colleagues around the globe.
Vincent�s sailing club had called to offer condolences. Then Gabriel Carrera phoned from Paris asking if there was anything he could do for her. His father Carlos Carrera also called; he was doing business in New York. Olimpia Garza phoned from Bogotá offering her sympathy, sounding deeply saddened.
Ignoring the frosted mug in front of her, Diane took a swig from the beer bottle.
David raised an amused eyebrow. �I wouldn�t have taken you for a bottle drinker; behind that Yankee façade beats the heart of a good ol� gal.�
�I�m actually an Iron City girl�weaned straight from the milk bottle to the beer bottle. Vincent�s Mother, God rest her soul, hated that about me.�
David smiled, held up his Shiner Bock in a toast and took a long swallow. Then he said in a careful tone: �Were you able to make the videocam work?�
Diane took another gulp of beer, then nodded solemnly. �Yes� But I couldn�t bring myself to watch it.�
David reached over and touched her arm. �I�m so sorry about all this.�
Diane avoided eye contact with him while considering her response. At that moment the food arrived, saving her fragile composure from crumbling in the face of David�s sympathy.
Her cell phone rang. She swallowed a bite of French fry, then answered. Hearing Wilbur�s voice on the other end, she remembered she was on administrative call.
Wilbur had been BRI�s evening security guard for years. He frequently thought of reasons to phone when Diane was on call. Often she found it endearing, but sometimes�like right then�she was annoyed.
Wilbur�s calls always went something like: �Your office lights are still on, Doc. Are you coming back this evening.� Or else: �There�s some lights burned out down in the harbor. Should I have someone change them tonight, or wait until morning?�
But tonight, after Wilbur�s initial greeting, she knew this call was different. His words raced incoherently in a timbre verging on hysteria.
�Slow down, Wilbur. I can�t understand you.�
Diane heard him panting, then: �Someone broke into BRI. The police are on their way. Doesn�t seem to be a whole lotta damage. Musta been the� What the� Oh shit! S�cuse my French, Doc, but one of the chimpanzees just went hot-footin� past here� What was I saying? Oh, yeah: Musta been the animal rights activists, like before.�

� CHAPTER TWENTY ONE �

The police arrived just behind Diane and David. David asked them to turn off their flashing lights for fear of frightening the chimps and driving them toward the bluff.
Diane headed to the locker room to change into her jogging clothes. When she returned, Wilbur gave his report of the incident to her, David, Maxine and officers Sabbatini and Conway.
The guard had been at the gatehouse most of the evening. The perpetrators must have come and gone by boat. They left the cages at the primate house open; all five chimpanzees were on the loose. Wilbur had driven his golf cart through the jogging trails and heard chimps screaming up in the trees; evidence that at least some of them were still on the property.
Wilbur had called Raymond Bellfort and Maxine. Bellfort was the first to arrive. He was inside surveying damage.
Throughout Wilbur�s monologue, Maxine wrung her hands and shifted from foot to foot. �You have to get moving before the animals freak out and jump into the bay.�
Just then Raymond showed up with three air rifles and a container of tranquilizer darts in a canvas shoulder bag.
He handed rifles to David and Wilbur and the darts to Diane. �Ah� not much damage inside. Some broken glass and so forth in the labs. You all head out with Wilbur. I�ll take the other cart.� He turned on his heel and left.
The policemen had brought their own air rifle and darts. They also brought a spotlight and bananas. �We�ll use the bananas to lure the chimps out of the trees if need be before darting them,� Sabbatini said. �We don�t like to tranquilize animals then have them fall to the ground.�
Wilbur gave the officers a trail map and David checked their darts and medication.
�We just want to tranquilize them, not paralyze them,� he said. He approved of the dosage, needle size and gelatin collars used to hold the dart in place until the injection was complete. Handing the darts back to one of the officers, he said, �I don�t know if you�ve ever used these at night, but with the small explosive charge that injects the drug, there will be a visible flash.�
The officers said they knew about the explosive.
�Another thing before you head into the woods,� David said. �Don�t underestimate the chimpanzees. They weigh close to a hundred pounds, stand about four feet tall and have large teeth. They can be very aggressive, especially in groups.�
�We�ll be fine,� Conway said, patting his sidearm as they headed toward the woods.
Diane retrieved the restaurant take-out containers from David�s jeep. After stuffing a few French fries into her mouth, she placed the Styrofoam boxes in the back seat of the golf cart along with the canvas bag of darts and climbed in beside them.
With David and Wilbur in the front seat, they set out on the hunt. Diane leaned forward. �Wilbur, since you�re driving, do you mind if I carry your air rifle back here?�
�Do ya know how to use it, doc?�
�I�ve darted research animals before.� Actually, she had used an air pistol, not a rifle. And most of her gun-toting experience had been with shotguns in the jungle. But she felt she could handle a rifle if she had to.
Wilbur grunted in disapproval, but handed the rifle back to Diane.
David had brought a spotlight. But Wilbur said he knew the trails like the back of his hand. �Better to sneak up on the chimps in the dark�, he said.
They rode along the perimeter trail in silence, listening. To their left, through the trees, they could see the lights of the primate house.
�Head to the lights,� Diane said. �I want to bait the trail. Maybe some of the chimps will follow the food back to their cages.�
Wilbur turned left at the next intersecting trail and headed for the primate house.
Diane tossed out French fries, one by one, as they moved along. To the east, toward the bay, they heard a chimpanzee scream. Closer in, tree branches cracked as if under a load. It was going to be a long night.
They baited the primate house with beef ribs then rode toward the trail that ran along the bluff. A hazy half-moon aided visibility.
David motioned for Wilbur to stop. �Listen.� He pointed to their right. Off in the woods, underbrush cracked in a rapid rhythm. Someone, or something, was running. Then a chimpanzee screamed.
They heard a pop and saw a flash of light followed by shouting. Then a spotlight turned on.
Wilbur steered into the woods. The cart bumped along the uneven ground heading toward the light and the sound of angry voices.
By the time they reached the two policemen, Officer Conway�presumably the shooter�had removed a tranquilizer dart from the butt of Officer Sabbatini whose speech had become somewhat slurred.
�Let�s get you back to the offices,� David said and assisted him as he stumbled toward to the cart. �You�ll be alright,� he assured the policeman. �That dosage was intended for an animal about half your size.�
Satisfied that his partner would live, Officer Conway shouldered his air rifle and walked out the trail heading east.
David turned Sabbatini�by then rather docile�over to Maxine in BRI�s lobby. She showed him to a sofa where he collapsed in slumber.
Suppressing their laughter, Diane, David and Wilbur headed out again. Their first stop was the primate house where they discovered Hear, See and King happily gnawing on beef rib bones.
David and Diane carefully locked their cages. Kong and Speak, both aggressive males, were still out there in the woods.
Wilbur steered the cart toward the center trail. �I�m not as concerned about the chimps as I am about sharing the woods with �Officer Quick Draw,�� he said.
�He walked in the other direction,� Diane assured him. �Why don�t we drive a little closer to the center, stop the cart and listen for animal sounds.�
With everyone in agreement, they drove a short distance east of the primate house, parked the cart and sat very still. A breeze had come up. Tree limbs rasped together. Spanish moss swung from the branches, pulling the eye in every direction.
Diane gripped the rifle that lay across her lap. She knew the chimps were terrified, therefore dangerous. She could see the newspaper story now: After a career spent trekking hundreds of miles through the treacherous jungles of Central and South America, a scientist is killed by chimps on a jogging trail south of Houston. Or, if written by an animal rights activist: After months of imprisonment and torture at the hands of depraved scientists, chimpanzees revolt.
Something crashed onto the cart roof, and the threesome bolted as if a bomb had gone off. Shaken, they stood on either side of the vehicle looking up at the culprit: a fallen tree branch.
They decided to walk awhile.
David and Wilbur toted the air rifles. Diane slung the bag of extra darts over her shoulder and carried the remaining box of ribs and fries. Wilbur shined a dim flashlight at their feet as they headed toward the middle of the compound.
After ten nerve-racking minutes of bump-and-go, the trio approached a large clearing. Immediately, they spotted a commotion on the opposite side. Then they heard a screech and a shout.
Staying inside the tree cover, they hastened toward the noise. As they neared, they recognized Raymond Bellfort�s voice. They approached him from behind.
Bellfort was waving a baseball bat at a tree limb over his head. �You shouldn�t have run from me, Darlin.� Now look at the trouble you�re in.� His voice had an eerie quality.
Suddenly, he whacked at the branch with the bat. One chimp screamed. Then both of them jumped from the tree. One landed on Raymond�s head, the other hung from his shoulder.
The surprise impact toppled Bellfort to the ground. The chimps scattered. Then they turned and charged. One went for Raymond�s hands, the other, his head. He fought back, cussed and shouted commands at the primates, but to no avail.
Diane, David and Wilbur took a few seconds to react, then they moved cautiously toward the frenzied scene.
Wilbur was the first to take action. In the limited light, he put the rifle to his shoulder and fired. Bellfort screamed and reached for the dart as it exploded in his thigh. He kicked his legs and shouted, �Take it out. Take it out.�
Emboldened by their quarry�s agitation, Kong and Speak jumped up and down on his chest and abdomen. Diane tore open the Styrofoam box and tossed a beef rib, hitting Speak square in the face. The rib bounced off and hit the ground a foot away.
The animals lost interest in Raymond Bellfort. They jumped to the ground and fought over the rib. Diane tossed two more ribs, then snatched the air rifle from the stunned Wilbur.
�You take the left one,� she shouted at David while she loaded a dart. She aimed and hit her target dead in the center of his buttock. David missed his chimp.
Diane loaded again and fired. Pop! She hit the other chimpanzee in the shoulder.
Speak lost interest in his meal and lay down for a nap. Then Kong staggered and rolled to the ground.
The trio ran to Raymond. His head and hands were covered in blood. He was somewhat sluggish, reacting to the tranquilizer. �The dart, the dart�� he muttered.
�Hold the flashlight on him,� David said to Wilbur as he tore off his own shirt sleeve. He blotted Raymond�s face and neck to check for hemorrhage. Most of the bleeding was coming from his left ear, which was partly torn away from his head. �Put pressure here, David said.� Wilbur followed the instruction pressing the fabric against the side of Raymond�s head.
David examined Bellfort�s hands. �Looks like you lost part of your finger,� he said, tying a tourniquet around his left pinky.
After determining she wasn�t needed to help Raymond, Diane tracked down Bellfort�s golf cart several trees away. She drove back to the men and picked up Wilbur. They rode over and retrieved the other cart.
David removed the dart from Bellfort�s thigh, then helped him to his feet and half-carried him to Wilbur�s cart. He phoned Maxine and told her to call for an ambulance. Wilbur helped Diane load the limp chimpanzees onto the other vehicle.
The carts made their first stop at BRI�s lobby where Maxine settled Raymond onto a sofa. �This is beginning to look like a freakin� triage center,� she muttered. Across the lobby, on the other sofa, lay the snoring police officer. His partner remained at large.
Diane and David in one cart, and Wilbur in the other, took the sleeping chimps to the primate house. After David did a quick physical assessment of the animals, they were settled gently into the cages. The chimpanzees had survived their romp in the woods unscathed except for Kong�s leg and foot contusions, caused�in David�s professional opinion�by contact with a baseball bat.
The ambulance arrived to pick up Raymond Bellfort. Charlotte was meeting him at the emergency room. Raymond�s bleeding had diminished to a slow ooze. He�d require the services of a skillful plastic surgeon to suture his ear and some jagged facial wounds.
The police left. Maxine went home. David and Diane walked through the labs assessing the damage. After checking the first three floors, they arrived on the fourth floor and entered the lab through the back door.
�Intruder entering, intruder entering,� Maggie blared out. Diane switched on the lights, ran to the controls and pushed �reset.�
�I guess she�ll never accept me,� she said.
�At least she�s still in good voice; they didn�t mess with her,� David said.
�Obviously, the real intruders didn�t come through the back door. If they had, Maggie would have set off the alarm and alerted Wilbur.�
They walked through the laboratory. Like the labs downstairs, broken glass littered the countertops. David picked up the bottom half of a beaker and tossed it into the trash as they walked by.
�We�d better leave the mess for the insurance company,� Diane said. Then she pointed to a box containing the new spectrophotometer. �It�s interesting that they left the large equipment intact.�
�Maybe this was just a warning visit,� David said.
�I would have preferred a phone call� They didn�t even leave a note. How are we supposed to know what they want from us?�
�My bet is on the animals. The activists want us to stop using them in our studies.�
The chimps were to take part in the conclusion of Vincent�s Peruvase animal studies. Diane remembered how excited he was the day they arrived. But now, with Vincent and Peruvase gone, BRI didn�t need the chimps, unless another study came up.
If, indeed, animal rights people were the culprits, the chimps� presence would keep BRI under a continued threat. And the chimps themselves were in danger if the activists returned and released them again. They didn�t do well running free in a strange environment.
After a quick pass through the lab, David headed for the door. Diane followed, switching off the lights on her way out.
She walked across the hall to check her offices before David drove her home.
Diane entered the suite. The lights were on. At first glance she saw her assistant�s desk had been rifled. Joyce would have to inventory the damage in the morning.
Diane headed to her office, stopped dead in the doorway and sucked in her breath. The destruction had become personal.
She ran to her desk. The computer was still there, but her papers were in disarray as if someone had looked through them and tossed them aside.
The desk drawers stood open�even the ones she had carefully locked. She slammed the top drawer closed and stared down into the second drawer in disbelief.

� CHAPTER TWENTY TWO �

�Coast Guard Galveston. Chief Petty Officer Barker speaking.�
�Chief Barker, this is Diane Rose. I was supposed to bring in the video cam from Woodwind this morning.�
�Yes Ma�am?�
�We had a break-in last night. The camera was stolen.�
�Sorry to hear that, Ma�am.�
�But I viewed the video prior to the theft, and I�d like to discuss what I saw. Can we do that over the phone?�
�Certainly.�
Chief Barker�s voice was pubescent. But his professional demeanor helped Diane deliver a dispassionate account. She described the fast approach of the white yacht and the collision. �It was a hit and run; there�s no doubt about it,� she said. Then she told him about the letters on the stern: �The yacht�s name ended in AV�I�m certain of that. And its hailing port ended in either UDA OR UBA.�
�UBA could be Cuba,� Chief Barker responded. He didn�t sound encouraged. �And that AV ending sounds like a Russian name. There are some old Russian yachts in Cuba�left there from the Cold War era. They�ve been used to smuggle black market goods between Mexico and the sparsely-populated western end of Cuba.�
�What kinds of goods?�
�You name it: drugs, cigars, flesh trade. We�ve also had reports of piracy involving those Cuban boats. They board fishing trawlers and private yachts and rob them, sometimes tossing the crew overboard, sometimes not.�
Diane didn�t want to dwell on that. �Is there an international registry for boats?�
�Not for private yachts. It would be difficult to do a search anyway, not knowing the first letter of the name.�
�Yes� Of course.�
�I could check shipyards along the U.S. Gulf Coast for boats having hull repairs around that time. Even if it were a steel hull, it would have sustained some damage in a collision like that.�
She knew he was trying to give her hope. But why would a Cuban boat come to the U.S. for repairs?
�I don�t want to waste any more of your time,� she said. �But I�m curious about something: Vincent�s last reported coordinates placed him south of the Texas-Mexico border. How would Woodwind have gotten back up to Padre Island?�
�There�s a strong current flowing northward from the Caribbean into the Gulf of Mexico. It squeezes through the Yucatan strait between Mexico and Cuba. That current spawns large eddies. The boat could have ridden an eddy around to the northwest, then washed ashore.�
Chief Barker assured Diane he�d alert Coast Guard patrols in the Gulf to look out for the Cuban yacht.
Diane hung up the phone in despair. The reality was: even if the Coast Guard found the culprits, they couldn�t return Vincent to her.
She yearned for the halcyon days when shipwrecks and pirates only appeared in her storybooks.

It was her first visit to the cupola since Vincent sailed away. But judging by the pile of rawhide bones and toys near the telescope, Huck had been keeping a vigil there.
She could feel Vincent�s presence.
She pressed a button and the roof opened. It was a perfect night for viewing the heavens, even with the naked eye.
She picked out the brightest star. �Is that Venus?� she asked Vincent. �Or is it The North Star? I know, I know. You�d have told me their names if I hadn�t been too busy to stargaze with you.�
She removed the cap from the telescope eyepiece and ran her finger around rim where Vincent�s face had touched �I�m so sorry I let your video get away. But maybe they won�t watch it. I�d hate for anyone to see you in that state. You had such a wonderful mind. But even the greatest among us has a breaking point� I think I can play our song for you now.�
Diane closed the roof and headed downstairs to the piano with Huck at her heel.
She sat for a moment and stared at the keyboard. Perhaps the song would provide some sort of closure. She began playing. But almost immediately, several keys stuck. �That�s strange.� She jumped up, opened the top of the piano and gasped. There, strewn over the hammers and strings, were piles of Vincent�s notebooks and flash drives.
Diane flipped quickly through the notebooks, stacking them one by one on the sofa table. In addition to Vincent�s bench notes on Peruvase and Chimeron, there seemed to be volumes devoted to his suspicions regarding BRI, Harry Lee, and on and on.
The more she saw, the more depressed she became. To her, the writings chronicled the decline into paranoia of a once great mind. She closed the piano and trudged upstairs to her solitary bed. Tomorrow she�d plan her trip to Pittsburgh for Vincent�s wake.

Outside, a classic wooden runabout motored slowly along the lakefront. The lone occupant watched the light go out in the upstairs room, then tied the boat up to an old dock and jumped ashore.

� CHAPTER TWENTY THREE �

Diane ended her call, slipped her cell phone into her shirt pocket and stepped out onto the front deck. Through the trees, the lake shimmered in the late afternoon heat of the endless summer.
Three weeks earlier, she had been in Pittsburgh where evening temperatures dipped into the fifties, and the harbinger of fall, Queen Anne�s lace, decorated the roadsides.
The nostalgia of early autumn had sharpened the poignancy of Vincent�s memorial Mass. Cousins and friends were there for support, all the while pressuring her to return home. Her old colleagues persuaded her to look into positions at colleges and universities in the Northeast. Others�some of Vincent�s friends�were less than collegial; their pointed questions seemed to accuse her of carelessness in losing him in such an unsuitable way. Perplexed, she wondered if Vincent�s death would have been fine by them if only he had died in a lab explosion, or overexposure to radiation or acting as his own guinea pig.
Her friends had compiled a list of winter-term job openings, which now lay beside her computer in her home office. She�d begin the hunt soon.
Her cell phone rang. She knew who it was before she looked at the screen.
Maxine�s tone was somewhere between a plea and a demand. �But you have to come. You�re the guest of honor�that�s classified information by the way.�
Diane frowned. Obviously Maxine didn�t buy the �I have a headache� beg-off message she had left a few minutes earlier.
�To what do I owe the honor?�
�According to Raymond, you saved his life last month.�
Diane pictured Bellfort�s baseball bat and cringed. She should have let the chimps work him over a little longer. �But David�s the one who administered first aid.�
�You�re being modest. You need to come and accept your just rewards. Besides, it�s not good for you to sit home alone on a Saturday night. We�re concocting margaritas that�ll cure any headache.� Her voice softened. �And any heartache for that matter. So come on. You�ll enjoy it.�
Before they hung up, Maxine extracted a promise that Diane would show up at the Enterprise by 7 p.m.
Diane leaned on the deck railing and watched five mallards waddling along the bank below. With a start, she realized she envied the small family of ducks. It had been over four months since Vincent sailed off, several weeks since Woodwind washed ashore; she needed to get out among people.
She glanced at her watch. The party started in two hours, time enough to compose an email to Tung Chen. Apparently, after Vincent asked her about Tung Chen on the jogging trail that morning months ago, he had contacted Tung asking for information. This morning she had read his response.
Diane remembered Tung as a gentle soul who was fastidious about his work station in the lab, most unusual for that crop of grad students. In his email, he apologized to Vincent for taking so long to respond. He also offered regrets that his research had not been productive thus far.
Per Vincent�s request, Tung had some colleagues in Taiwan check pharmaceutical companies for any connection to Peruvase or BRI. So far, Tung�s spy network had come up empty handed, but they were not giving up their search.
Tung had been successful, however, in finding an archived Hong Kong newspaper article about the mugging death of a scientist named Harry Lee. He had emailed it sometime in July and asked if Vincent had received it.
Diane carefully worded her response to Tung. She knew he would be stunned by Vincent�s death. She gave him a brief account of Vincent�s disappearance at sea, avoiding the hit and run aspect.
She assured Tung that she was doing fine and thanked him for his efforts on Vincent�s behalf. She ended with: �I haven�t seen the newspaper article about Harry Lee. If it�s not too much trouble, could you please email me a copy?�

A three-man mariachi band strummed guitars and sang on the upper deck, creating a fiesta atmosphere.
In the main salon, a rainbow of frozen margaritas heightened the party spirit. Colorfully clad senoritas, senoras and senores feasted on a lavish buffet featuring chicken and beef fajitas.
The mariachis took a break, allowing conversations to resume. Diane and the Wentzels stood in the forward corner of the salon. Jerry and Connie Wentzel had been abroad on a month long vacation. They reined in the effects of the margaritas long enough to ask how Diane was getting on and to invite her to dinner the following weekend. Diane told them she was doing well and accepted their invitation.
A tray of fresh drinks came by, and Diane traded her empty pink glass for a full green one. The Wentzels followed suit.
The mariachis returned with more instruments and struck up the Mexican Hat Dance. Connie Wentzel implored Jerry to give it a try.
Looking apologetic, Jerry turned to follow his wife to the dance floor. Then a thought crossed Diane�s tequila-addled mind. She tugged at Jerry�s sleeve and leaned toward his ear. �Did Harry Lee ever mention that he was hard of hearing?�
Jerry looked puzzled. �As a kid he had a medication-induced deafness, but it was corrected later on. Why do you ask?�
Diane shrugged and laughed. �I don�t know.�
Jerry�s wife dragged him toward the music.
After dessert was served, the band switched to ballads. Maxine stepped behind the bar and called everyone to attention with a hand bell. �Time for the �Chimp Awards,�� she announced.
Amid cheers and laughter, Maxine presented awards recognizing the contributions of those who helped round up the chimpanzees the night of the break-in.
Raymond received the �Fearless Leader Badge� for single-handedly taking on two aggressive male chimpanzees.
Wilbur and Officer Conway good-naturedly bowed to hoots and jeers while accepting their �Bent Dart� awards. Officer Sabbatini received a �Purple Butt� ribbon.
King, Kong, See, Speak and Hear got special mention and a meal of ribs and fries delivered to the primate house.
Diane accepted David�s �Shirt Off His Back� award for him; he had phoned and said he�d be arriving at the party late. He received a gift certificate to replace the shirt he shredded to provide swabs and a tourniquet for Raymond�s bleeding wounds.
Diane took the grand prize: an air pistol engraved with her name and a wall rack to display it along with a gold-plated (painted) tranquilizer dart.
Raymond approached Diane as she took her bows. His cheeks were flushed, his eyes glazed. �Let me help you with those things.� He reached for the gun rack. �We�ll stow them in my office for now.�
He turned and swayed up the stairs toward his on-board office. Diane followed, carrying the gun and dart.
Raymond spoke over his shoulder. �I�ll have someone from maintenance hang it on your office wall. Or would you like it in the lab?�
She didn�t want it displayed anywhere. �I� surprise me.�
Raymond set the rack on the corner of his desk, and Diane placed the gun and dart beside it.
�Sit down. Sit down,� Raymond said, motioning toward the tufted leather sofa across from his desk. �We haven�t chatted in a while.�
Diane settled onto the couch. Raymond sank into his desk chair and reached forward and patted the air pistol. �I don�t know of any way to adequately express my appreciation.�
Diane waved off his thank you for the fifth time that evening.
Raymond persisted: �If there�s ever anything you need�would you like a drink?�
�No thank you. I think I�ve had��
�How about champagne?� Raymond heaved himself to his feet and stepped to the bar.
Diane shrugged helplessly.
Raymond popped the cork, poured and handed Diane a tall flute. �To the chimps. Bless their fuzzy hearts,� he said.
Diane tipped her glass and wet her tongue.
Raymond took a gulp, then returned to his desk chair. �Now where were we?� He finished off his champagne, then faced his computer screen.
�I�ve been thinking, Diane. You should take some time off to relax and so forth.� He turned back to her, his face wreathed in an eager-to-please smile.
Diane studied his face, scars now a dull pink. He seemed genuinely concerned about her�even paternal.
�Work keeps my mind occupied,� she said.
�I see. Ahh� a plant-collecting trip could accomplish both business and pleasure. Maybe Gabriel can arrange something. How are you two getting on by the way? Is the South America project going well?� Raymond interlaced his fingers and leaned forward.
�I haven�t been able to plan a trip since Quito.� She shot him a significant look.
�Yes, yes, of course. But now I think it would be good for you to get away for awhile.�
His tone was oh so mellow. Diane suddenly sobered up. Across the desk sat a man full of tequila, champagne and appreciation�a truth potion if ever there was one. She shifted direction. �Do you have someone in mind to develop Chimeron?�
�Well, that�s another point of discussion isn�t it? When you�re comfortable with it and so forth, you can start interviewing biochemists. No pressure understand.�
�And later, will you sell Chimeron and keep the buyer a secret?�
A shadow passed over his eyes. He took a deep breath. �In the past, when all transactions were transparent here at BRI, I lost some damn good scientists who chose to follow their projects to the new owners. So� ahh� I tried to prevent that with contracts.
�Then, when contracts didn�t serve as a deterrent, the question became: �How much time and money did I want to spend taking them to court?� So, I changed my policy. Confidentiality became the watchword.�
�Do you think Vincent would have chased Peruvase to Asia if he knew the drug�s new owner?�
�Ahh, Peruvase. That�s a different can of worms isn�t it?� He loosened his collar, cleared his throat and spoke again in the direction of his monitor. �Sometimes, particularly in Asian countries, there�s a �face-saving� factor, I�m told.
�When companies invest in intellectual properties, they want them to be seen as their baby, conceived in-house and so forth. I use brokers to serve as middlemen in such deals.� Rubbing his chin pensively he muttered under his breath, �Need closer scrutiny there.�
He spoke up again. �Payments are arranged through numbered accounts. I don�t even know who�s doing the buying sometimes.� He glanced at Diane for validation.
She looked at Bellfort in awe; even drunk he was quick on his feet. What�s more, he seemed to believe his embroidery of the truth. She nodded as if fully accepting his explanation.
Raymond�s phone rang. Diane stood up and signaled that she�d see him down below.

Stepping over to the stairs, Raymond checked to make sure Diane had closed the door behind her, then returned to his desk and inserted his ear buds. �What�s up?�
�Vincent Rose may be gone, but someone is still lookin� for Peruvase and some of the other technologies. My people are getting upset, making threats. She�s got to be the one initiating these searches. Who else could it be? She must know somethin.� Is she still at the party?�
Raymond glanced down at the top of Diane�s head moving along the port deck. �Yeah.�
�Since I�m here in the neighborhood, I�m going to go check the house. I have a key. Keep her there for at least an hour.�
�I really don�t think that�s necessary��
�You had your chance. Now it�s my turn. I�ll identify the source and deal with it�one way or another. Maybe I�ll hang around �til she gets home. The widow should be pretty horny by now.�
Bellfort propped his elbows on his desk, closed his eyes and massaged his temples. How did things get to this point? Originally, out of necessity, he had become the puppet of a tyrant, then later, the pawn of a madman�two masters working at cross purposes. And for years he had managed to maintain a blind zone between them. But lately�
He dropped his head in acquiescence. �Be careful; she has a large dog that has the run of the house.�
�You�re forgetting that I�m the original dog whisperer.�

Diane stepped along the side deck to avoid the thundering revelry in the main salon. The night air was surprisingly cool, but dripping with humidity.
Walking toward the bow, she saw Maxine and Colton on the opposite side of the boat. Colton was talking on his cell phone.
�It�s a good night for it,� he said. He tucked his phone into his pocket and turned to Maxine: �It�s done.� Then they spotted Diane.
After a surprised greeting (as if it was the first time they were seeing her that evening) and some overlong conversation about damp night air, Maxine and Colton retreated toward the stern of the yacht.
Diane leaned on the bow rail and pondered her meeting with Bellfort. She realized that she�d been itching for a confrontation with him all evening�ever since she read Tung Chen�s email. Now she wished she had pressed the issue about Peruvase and watched Bellfort repeat the lie about it being sold in Taiwan.
She was jolted from her musings by the sound of an outboard motor. She turned and saw a wooden runabout with two people on board enter the harbor. The boat made a slow circle inside the marina. One of the passengers, a woman, spotted Diane and waved. Diane waved in return. The boat darted back out into the bay.

� CHAPTER TWENTY FOUR �

Returning home Diane discovered that, in her absent state of mind, she hadn�t locked the downstairs door when she left. But that didn�t dim her after-party glow. At about the time she was ready to leave the �fiesta,� David had shown up, downed two margaritas then convinced her to try the Mexican hat dance with him. It had been fun, a reminder that life still held its pleasures.
Climbing the steps from the ground level to the first floor, she suddenly realized that Huck hadn�t charged down the stairs to drown her in welcome home kisses. She called to him. But he didn�t show up.
She peeked into the living room and dining room, then headed up the curved staircase toward the second floor. �I bet you�re sacked out in the middle of my bed, you scoundrel.�
Anxiously, she glanced around for signs of her dog. She didn�t think she could bear losing him too.
Huck�s father, Buster Brown, had brought Diane and Vincent together. When she was a graduate student and Vincent was lab chief, Buster had been donated as a research animal. He was just a puppy then.
For a week, he had followed her around the lab with his hound dog eyes. Then one day, on her way out, she grabbed him from his cage, placed him in her giant shoulder bag and ran to the elevator. A clean getaway, she thought. But just as the doors were closing, Dr. Vincent Rose�her boss�jumped onto the elevator.
For four long stories down, while her shoulder bag wiggled and whined, Dr. Rose nibbled on his bottom lip and stared at the floor.
The next day Vincent invited Diane out to lunch, their first date. A couple months later he confessed he had fallen in love while riding down in the elevator with her and her whimpering shoulder bag.
When Buster was eight years old, he was mated with a friend�s dog, also of questionable lineage. Miraculously, the coupling resulted in Huck, a short-haired hound�a clone of his father, but much larger.
He was her only remaining immediate family member.
Diane stood very still and listened for panting, scratching or paws ticking on wood or tile�anything that would direct her to Huck�s whereabouts. But all she heard was the house�s implacable silence.
When she had returned to the treehouse from Vincent�s memorial Mass in Pittsburgh, the new silence that greeted her at the door was not quietude, but a void that could not be filled up with the air conditioner and the refrigerator running or the surround sound and TV playing or Huck�s bark or her own sobs or even the telephone ringing, because she knew it could never again be him calling.
Now, in a high state of anxiety, Diane ran back down the stairs and into the kitchen. Huck could have gone out through the dog door. She flipped on the spotlights.
She stepped onto the back deck and called to him. Then she headed for the screen door that opened onto the side deck. Huck had access though a hinged opening at its base. Maybe he went around to the front deck and couldn�t hear her, unlikely though. With his hearing he could detect a rabbit�s nose wiggling a mile away.
Diane walked slowly along the side of the house, listening, afraid of what she might find. At first, all she heard was the slow ting, ting-ting of wind chimes and the lazy rubbing of pine branches.
Then the thunder of big feet announced Huck�s approach as he rounded the corner from the front deck, tail wagging, and one knotted end of a large rawhide bone in his mouth.
�There you are, you scamp. I should have known you were eating something�the only distraction that would keep you from greeting me.�
She bent down to hug him and got a whiff of the rawhide clenched in his teeth. It was beef-basted. She never bought those; they stained the rugs.
She admonished him again. �Where did you dredge that up?� Vincent must have bought it months before. And Huck had hidden it, knowing she�d take it from him. But right then she didn�t have the heart to do so.
After Diane took Huck for a walk, it was almost midnight. But she knew she wouldn�t sleep until she checked her emails.
She went upstairs to her computer and found it booted up with the password prompt flashing. Either she�d left it on or it had rebooted itself in the midst of turning off. First, she had left the door unlocked and now this. She really needed to get her mind straight.
She sat down and keyed in her password. Clicking open her incoming mail, she froze. Tung Chen had already sent a response.
With anxious fingers, she clicked on his attachment. And there it was: Murder Suspected in American Scientist�s Fall. Diane�s heart throbbed in her ears as she read the article. Dr. Harry Lee�an American�had been pushed or had jumped from a viewing area on Victoria Peak in Hong Kong.
In an interview, Harry Lee�s uncle Hu Lee, a Hong Kong investment banker, stated that his nephew was ecstatic about a new business venture, and he never would have committed suicide.
Harry had left his uncle�s house, briefcase in hand, to sign up the deal. Harry had told Hu Lee that confidentiality was key. So Hu Lee had no idea who Harry was meeting that fateful night.
Harry Lee�s wallet, credit cards, cash and his Rolex watch were all found on his body. The search continued for his briefcase.
The newspaper article stated that an unnamed source close to the police department disclosed that forensics found marks on Harry Lee�s neck and sweater fibers and dog hairs on his jacket. When presented with the information, Harry�s uncle was baffled by the report of dog hairs. �Harry was terrified of dogs,�
The Hong Kong police were working close with American authorities in the case.
Diane jumped up from her chair and paced around her home office. In the short space of the past five hours, two items had been confirmed under the classification: Things Vincent Mentioned Regarding Harry Lee. 1) Harry Lee had been hard of hearing. 2) Harry Lee was murdered. What were you on to, Vincent?
If she had listened to him, if she hadn�t had such a strong psychological bias against his �paranoid� assertions, he would have told her exactly what it was.
But wait. He could still tell her. She closed her eyes, dropped her head back and groaned. How could she be so obtuse? Vincent�s song wasn�t the product of a demented mind. He was pleading with her to find his notes in the piano and study them. That being the case, he knew he might not be returning. He knew he was being followed.
The collision was a hit and run alright, but it wasn�t an accident.
She stopped in her tracks, stunned by the epiphany. Was it the pirates? Drug runners? Or someone else.
The camera had stopped shortly after the collision. It had been connected to the boat�s electrical system, which could have become submerged. Or had someone come aboard out of camera view, disconnected it and thrown Vincent overboard?
Diane buried her face in her hands. She had to stop torturing herself with those images. She�d probably never know exactly what had happened or why. But there were things she could investigate.
She turned and ran down the stairs, opened the top of the piano and peered inside. The notebooks and flash drives were still there where she had carefully replaced them before her trip to Pittsburgh.
Diane went to the kitchen and brewed a pot of coffee. Then she settled onto a bar stool and opened a notebook�as well as her mind.
By daybreak, Vincent had made her a believer.

� CHAPTER TWENTY FIVE �

Fog had formed in low-lying areas on the roadsides and was starting to roll across the pavement�just the beginning according to the weather report. Diane slowed down and switched on her fog lights. She wasn�t about to let a little visibility problem thwart her plan.
Wilbur remained her only concern. What reason would she give for showing up at BRI�s gates at ten p.m.�and without her office keys? It was absurd to worry of course. She was on administrative call. She had every right to be there.
As for the prospect of Wilbur following her around like a bodyguard, she felt confident that wouldn�t happen now. Ever since the chimp roundup, he had been less protective, and maybe even a little intimidated by her. Too bad, really, Wilbur was the only one in the organization Vincent trusted, according to his notes.
A second evening spent poring over her husband�s notebooks had driven her out into the weather. Vincent�s jumbled thoughts were, at times, nearly illegible. But his frenzied attempts to connect all the snippets of information came through clearly.
Calling it �the handwriting on the wall� (Vincent�s prophesy of doom for Bellfort and BRI, she supposed), he had made lists upon lists: technology transfer companies he called �the fences��TekTranz, Cell Trans, Intel Trans etc. etc; pharmaceutical companies (mostly in Asia); GPS coordinates (oddly enough); and people�s names.
Some names weren�t familiar to her. But Vincent�s comments about the people she did know were startling: Pete is over-friendly. Is he a refugee from Hematec or a spy for them? Or for someone else? Saw Colton Fey loitering around the primate house yet again. And the real shocker: Saw David Crowley leaving our lab. He had no reason to be there. Then later: Crowley is watching me.
But even with Vincent�s myriad suspicions�including the suggestion that Harry Lee�s death was tied to his technology�there wasn�t a hint that his own life might be in jeopardy. Of course, if one considered the basic tenet of scientific research: �Similar things happen under similar circumstances,� a proposition that Harry Lee and Vincent�s deaths were similar, in that they were both connected to their technologies, would not hold up. Vincent�s research had been sold before he disappeared.
For now, Diane pledged to let Vincent take the lead. She�d continue studying his notebooks and investigating his facts and comments. But he had left large gaps; it was going to be a bear of a completion test.
In keeping with all that, she found herself creeping along in the fog tonight because of Vincent�s reminiscences about his grandfather. Throughout his notes, vignettes penned in loving prose, spoke of the man�s influence in Vincent�s life.
Invariably, venomous indictments of unethical business practices in biotechnology followed those sections. It seemed that Vincent mined his childhood memories to fuel his anger regarding the premature sale of Peruvase.
Diane never got to know Vincent�s granddad. He died from Parkinson�s disease shortly after she met him. Even so, how could she have forgotten how much he had meant to Vincent? His death had been the force behind the early development of Peruvase.
Tonight she vowed she�d track down the drug and check on its development. Maybe she could suggest a joint venture with the new owners to move things along, possibly reinvesting some of the money she and Vincent received from the sale. She was about to take the first step in that direction.
She pulled up to the guard booth and greeted Wilbur warmly, offering her mea culpas for forgetting her office keys. After some chit chat about the weather, she pulled through the gates, grinning, master keys in hand. She had little less than an hour until Wilbur would make rounds at shift change. Plenty of time.
Her lights played off small puffs of fog as she curved around toward the main building. But nearing the bay, she was faced with ever diminishing visibility. Her headlights became useless. She switched them off and inched along aided by her fog beams and shrubbery lighting that peered out dimly from either side of the drive. Through her open window she could hear the cacophony of tree frogs permeating the thick night air.
Finally, the lighted Greek Revival columns emerged through the mist. Tonight, in that gothic atmosphere, the building reminded her of a mausoleum. She parked the car in front and headed up the steps. She never locked her car doors at BRI, but tonight her thumb quickly sought the lock button on her key ring. Behind her, the horn beeped and the lights flashed. The frog chorus went silent.
Nothing stirred. A distant foghorn sounded. Diane shuddered.
Creeped out, but curious, she stepped around the side of the building, near Raymond Bellfort�s private entrance, to look at the bay. A wall of fog had risen from the water. It loomed before her, a chilling presence whose hoary fingers inched their way towards her. She turned and ran for the front door.
Diane stood inside Maxine�s office feeling like she did when she mistakenly walked into a restaurant men�s room at age sixteen: She didn�t belong there; she had violated some ancient code of civilization just stepping through the doorway.
But tonight she wouldn�t retreat.
She walked over and studied Maxine�s desk. Everything on top was perfectly parallel or perpendicular to everything else. A crystal monkey weighted down a stack of papers, their edges in exact alignment. A framed picture of a generic cat and dog stood next to the lamp.
Diane wondered why she hadn�t known that Maxine was an animal lover. Then she realized she didn�t know much at all about BRI�s business manager. She shrugged and headed for the closet�on one occasion, she had seen Maxine emerge from there, file cabinet keys in hand. She flipped on the light switch outside the door and entered.
Inside, she was faced with shelves and shelves of boxes, color-coded, labeled and alphabetized in categories and subcategories. Hoping for the obvious, she checked the walls to the right and left of the door for a key hanger. No such luck.
Resigning herself to the task, she began with the yellow box section nearest the door, running her hand along the shelving and reading the �K� labels all the way to the purple section at the back wall, using a small ladder to reach the upper shelves. No keys.
She turned to the other side and worked her way back to the door. She was standing on the ladder when he saw the key ring hanging on an old bent nail near the top of the doorframe.
Diane let out a growl of frustration, snatched the keys off the nail and headed for the file cabinets.
She opened the �Inactive Personnel� files, flipped through to the L�s, and there it was: Harry Lee PhD. She scanned the file hurriedly. It had the usual stuff. His educational background: University of Michigan, UCLA. He had worked for a small biotech company in Palo Alto before signing on with BRI.
Diane looked at her watch; it was almost 10:40. She flipped quickly through the pages until finally she found what she was looking for: Next of kin.
Jerry Wentzel had mentioned that Harry�s parents had been killed in an auto accident. His next of kin was listed as Hu Lee along with an address and phone number in Hong Kong�the same uncle as the one quoted in the newspaper article. Diane scribbled down the information, replaced the file and locked the drawer. Time to get out of there.
Then, a label marked �Active Personnel A thru L� caught her eye. She hesitated a moment. Would she be invading his privacy? She fought off her conscience, found the corresponding key on the ring and opened the file drawer. She quickly walked her fingers back to the C�s where she found the folder labeled �David Crowley DVM, PhD.�
According to the file, David was divorced and had come to BRI from a veterinary clinic. Before that he was a researcher at Texas A&M in the poultry science department. Diane chuckled. She didn�t know why, but that particular specialty always amused her.
As with Maxine, Diane wondered why she didn�t know much about David. Had she assumed their lives could not possibly have the gravitas of her own and therefore neglected to show an interest in them? Or, were they hiding things from her?
Replacing David�s file, Diane spotted a tab labeled �Leonard Everly.� She didn�t know anyone at BRI by that name, yet it seemed familiar. Snickering, she dismissed the idea that Maxine could have misfiled it. She pulled the folder and opened it just as she heard a noise outside. She glanced at her watch. It was 10:48. Was Wilbur early?
Diane replaced the folder, locked the file, returned the keys to their nail, switched off the closet light and quietly closed the door. All in less than fifteen seconds.
The fog bank had moved ashore. Diane found it waiting outside. She jumped in her car, hit the door lock, checked the backseat for intruders, then sat there feeling silly about her fright. The only creatures ever spotted on BRI grounds at night were possums, deer, raccoons and once, a bobcat. Never werewolves or vampires�not even in dense fog.
Diane returned the master keys to Wilbur and headed home squinting to follow the road�s edge in near-zero visibility.
It wasn�t until she pulled up the driveway to the treehouse that it rushed at her. She saw it clearly, sitting alone on an otherwise crowded notebook page�Leonard Everly. The only things distinguishing it were the three question marks that followed.

� CHAPTER TWENTY SIX �

�Mr. Lee?�
�Yes.�
�This is Diane Rose. I�m a scientist at Bayside Research in Texas. I� um�� Deep breath. �First, I want to offer my condolences. I�m told that your nephew Harry was a very special person as well as a� Mr. Lee?�
No response. She�d lost the connection. �Rats�! She�d have to start again. She hit redial.
�Hello.�
�Mr. Lee, this is Diane Rose again. We were disconnected. I was saying that��
�Dr. Rose. I do not wish to be rude. But I will not speak to you about my nephew. Not now, nor at any time in the future.�
Diane sat at her desk staring at the phone. Hu Lee had hung up on her. Twice.
She tried not to take it personally; Hu Lee didn�t even know her. But he did know Bayside Research. What might Harry Lee have told his uncle that poisoned him against BRI?
She had spent the past few days practicing her lines and building her courage to make that call. She had checked the internet for the time difference with Hong Kong and phoned from home in the morning to be sure and catch him after diner, but before bedtime. All for naught.
But she had no intention of giving up. She had to find a way to get Hu Lee to talk to her. Vincent had written of his strong belief that Harry Lee�s technology and Peruvase had suffered the same fate. Hu Lee could unknowingly hold the key to the whereabouts of Peruvase.
Diane tapped her pen on the desk for several seconds. Then, �Eureka!�
The newspaper article about Harry Lee�s death had stated Hu Lee was an investment banker. She remembered that Tung Chen�s father was also in banking. She reached for her mouse and clicked the email icon on her monitor. Maybe she could get to Mr. Lee through the back door to the vault.
By the time Diane finished composing her note to Tung Chen, two new emails appeared in her in-box.
Jane Galvin, Diane�s old lab mate, now a professor at Texas A&M, had sent the first email. Subject: Re: Request for info on David Crowley. Jane�s message was not a welcome one. She reported that David Crowley had resigned from poultry science in the 90�s after being accused of inventing data in one of his research projects. It was thought that he went to work at a veterinary clinic after leaving the university. Jane added that if she discovered anything more, pro or con, she�d send it on.
Diane exhaled wearily, rested her head against her chair back and closed her eyes. So there it was: Fowl play in his turkey treatise. Okay, not funny. She considered David a friend. And even though evidence against him seemed to be piling up, what did it point to? She�d reserve judgment until all the facts were in.
Diane frowned as she clicked on the next email; the way the morning was stacking up, it was sure to be bad news.
The message came from Olimpia Garza asking Diane to speak at a Conference of International Ethnobotanists in a month. It was being held on Aruba where Olimpia had her vacation cottage. And she invited Diane to stay with her.
But that wasn�t all. Olimpia proposed a jungle trek after the conference. It would be a surprise destination, a place she had never shared with another scientist. Diane�s heart jumped in anticipation.
Olimpia Garza was responsible for Diane�s specializing in ethnobotany. She had been popping into Diane�s life, providing professional opportunities and needed diversions, ever since their first meeting at a National Science Foundation Botany Camp at Pittsburgh�s Phipps Conservatory.
Olimpia, a visiting instructor, was a graduate student at the Universidad de Bogotá in Colombia at the time.
Olimpia was twenty-three years old. Diane was twelve.
Arriving early the first morning of camp, Diane goes exploring and finds a secret cul-de-sac down one of the winding pathways under the glass sky. For several moments she stands transfixed, studying a beautiful, but somehow disturbing green orchid made up of small flower clusters. The sign identifies it as a �Malaxis.�
Just as she succumbs to the urge to touch it, Olimpia Garza appears�like a high-energy field moving in.
�They call it �the adder�s mouth� because of its resemblance to the open mouth of a snake,� Olimpia says.
Diane jerks her hand back from the predator flower and turns to stare in amazement at Olimpia. It�s not Olimpia�s hyper presence, her smooth olive skin or the tempest of dark hair that seems to be wired to her personality; it�s her speech. Other than on television, it�s the first time Diane has ever heard English spoken with a Spanish accent.
Olimpia introduces herself, then explains when and where the Malaxis orchid was first discovered.
Diane listens, fascinated, as syllable after exotic syllable curls elegantly around Olimpia�s tongue and rolls out as English. It occurs to her that if calligraphy could be spoken, it would probably sound like that.
For the duration of the camp, she follows Olimpia around, inhaling her every word. The two of them develop a bond, and on the last day Olimpia gives Diane a rough-cut necklace made from a jungle tree fungus. Olimpia calls it an amulet and says it�s for good luck. Diane vows to treasure it always, and she decides then and there that she will become fluent in Spanish. And she will learn about the people who speak it.
Huck barked at something outside, bringing Diane back to the present. She reread Olimpia�s email and hurriedly composed her acceptance for both the conference and the jungle trek.
* * *
Diane left the University of Texas medical library at Galveston and drove out Harborside Drive heading home. Having gathered more than enough material for her ethnobotany conference paper, she experienced a sense of accomplishment, the first time in months. She pulled up to a red light at 23rd Street, second car back.
An enormous cruise ship sat at dockside, which probably explained the throng of tourists crossing the street.
The light up ahead turned green, but the car in front waited patiently for the Sunday afternoon crowd to clear the crosswalk.
Suddenly, Diane�s eyes fastened on a War Eagle bumper sticker in the oncoming lane. �War Eagle� was the battle cry of Auburn�s Tigers whose nickname had come from an eighteenth century poem. David Crowley had explained all that to her and even recited part of the poem. He had attended vet school at Auburn.
She watched as David�s red Jeep Grand Cherokee made a right turn onto 23rd Street. Finally the car in front of her moved on.
Diane had every intention of driving straight ahead. But, entering the intersection, she flipped on her turn signal and whipped to the left, in front of oncoming traffic. She found herself traveling up 23rd Street, three cars behind David Crowley. With a start, she realized she was spying on him. So much for her magnanimous gesture of withholding judgment.
David made it through the next intersection before a trolley, moving along The Strand, blocked Diane�s view. By the time the trolley cleared the intersection, the Jeep was out of sight.
Diane crossed The Strand and crawled along checking parked cars. Then, easing through the next intersection, she spotted the bright red jeep off to the right, along Mechanic Street. It sat in front of The Tremont House hotel, apparently waiting to be valet parked. Diane came to a dead stop in mid-intersection, prompting a lot of horn-blowing behind her. She made a tight right.
She crept along Mechanic Street toward the hotel entrance wondering what she was doing there. What could her drive-by spying possibly accomplish? And what if David saw her? She shrugged. If he didn�t want to be followed, he should clean up his act� and get a nondescript gray car like hers.
With a horse and buggy setting the pace, she passed the hotel entrance slower than she would have liked. A bellman was holding open one of the doors, so she had plenty of time to peer into the lobby ��where crouching tigers wait their hapless prey��
Inside, on the stairs, David Crowley was shaking hands with another gentleman�a perfectly harmless thing to do. Except that Diane was almost certain David had switched administrative call with Pete Sabedra for that day. He had told Pete he had Houston Symphony Sunday matinee tickets at the Jones Hall�fifty miles north of Galveston.

� CHAPTER TWENTY SEVEN �

Diane unlocked Maxine�s office door, stepped inside and switched on the light. Her night raids were becoming a bad habit. But this time, she knew exactly where to look. She�d be out of there in ten minutes.
Then a voice came from behind her.
�You could have just asked me for whatever you needed.�
Diane turned to face Maxine who stood in the doorway wearing a jogging suit and sneakers. �I didn�t know if I could trust you.� Immediately she wished she hadn�t said that.
Maxine shot a glance at the master keys in Diane�s hand, then made eye contact and grinned.
Red-faced, but struck by the irony, Diane returned a reluctant smile and pocketed the culprit keys. She moved to the center of the room, her mind casting about for some pretext for trespassing.
Maxine stepped into her closet and emerged with the keys to the file cabinets. She held them out to Diane. �I guess you�ll need these. I won�t even ask what you�re looking for.�
Diane bowed humbly. �Thank you,� she said. Dumbfounded by Maxine�s indulgence, she headed for a bottom drawer labeled Admin Call Schedules. She knelt on the floor studying the file, all the while wondering why Maxine had shown up there. Then, drumming fingers on the desk behind her broke the silence.
�Amelia, my psychic, said you�d come back here tonight.�
Diane stopped reading. She had a sudden respect for Amelia�s pronouncements.
Maxine went on: �I knew you�d been in here the last time. You were on administrative call that night too. The scent of your hair conditioner was still strong in the closet the next morning. Cherry Almond Bark wasn�t it?�
Diane carefully closed the bottom drawer, then sat on the floor and leaned back against the file cabinets. �Yes� it was.� Where was this going?
�Amelia said if I caught you here, it would level the playing field. Then we could talk.�
Diane felt like an interrogation lamp might switch on at any moment. �Okay� let�s talk.�
Maxine stood up, walked around her desk and settled lotus-style on the floor across from Diane. �I�ll go first.� She cleared her throat. �I�m an animal rights activist. No one here knows that�except Colton, of course. He�s one of us. He likes to hang with animals more than with people. He says that the critters don�t look down their noses at him.
�I came to work at BRI to keep an eye on the research animals. There were some problems here in the past; some of the macaque monkeys looked like they�d been tortured�burned in the butt�with a hot wire, possibly.
�But after you arrived, everything seemed fine�until the break-in.�
Maxine leaned forward, set her jaw and spoke through her teeth. �I want you to know that our group was not responsible for that. We did not break into BRI. And we did not set the chimps loose.
�Sometimes we find it necessary to vandalize a laboratory or torch a fur store or throw some red paint on the symphony & opera crowds to make our point�it�s hard to believe that some people actually wear furs coats in subtropical Houston� Then on some very rare occasions we kidnap research animals. But we would never-ever turn animals loose in an environment where they might get hurt.�
Diane�s face was frozen in neutral, but her insides jumped up and down shouting �Holy Crap!� Why was Maxine delivering this profile in activism to her? Scientists were considered natural enemies to those of Maxine�s ilk. Was she setting up to give her an ultimatum?
Maxine continued. �There�s something scary going on around here��
�If it wasn�t your people, then who broke in here and took Vincent�s�ESPN�s�video camera?�
Maxine turned her palms upward and slowly shook her head. �They stole my iPod, Raymond�s digital camera and Pete�s tablet computer too. Luckily, Pete�s stuff was backed up�. I know you�re looking for answers too. And I think we can help one another.� She raised her eyebrows in a question.
Diane met Maxine�s gaze and measured it for a moment. Here was a person who closely followed the advice of a psychic (albeit one who was spot-on about her coming there tonight) and acted as a secret agent for the animal rights extremists. She asked herself: Can this girl be trusted? Her intuition responded immediately with an unqualified YES. She nodded slowly.
�It�s your turn then.� Maxine said.
Diane flexed her knees, hugged them to her and took a deep breath. Time to play Truth or Dare.
�Vincent left me some notebooks that contain a lot of disjointed information�mostly about unethical practices in the biotech industry, BRI in particular. He wants me to track Peruvase. I�ll tell you how I know that over a beer sometime.
�At first, I thought he wanted me to make sure Peruvase was brought to the marketplace. But that was only part of it. He feels�felt�that by following the Peruvase trail, Bellfort�s successful business model can be exposed for what it is�pure greed. Vincent wants me to track it down. Write it up. Publish it.
�Tonight, I came here primarily to check on Leonard Everly. Vincent mentions him in his notes.�
Maxine sat speechless for a moment, then untangled her legs, jumped up and held out her hand. �Let�s see those keys.�
Diane tossed her the cabinet keys. Maxine retrieved Everly�s file, sat down�almost thigh to thigh with Diane�and opened it.
Other than Everly�s address, phone number and social security number, the file wasn�t very informative. Maxine filled in some of the blanks: Dr. Leonard Everly had worked at BRI as a researcher and retired several years ago. But he continued to keep up with the biotechnology and pharmaceutical industries and served as a consultant to Raymond Bellfort.
Maxine had never met him. But Doreen in bookkeeping had been at BRI almost from the beginning and she knew him. As a matter of fact, Doreen had gone to his ranch down the Texas coast to get a puppy last year; Leonard Everly bred Rhodesian Ridgebacks.
Raymond Bellfort had been upset when he learned that she had gone down there. He said that Everly preferred to be left alone. Doreen concurred that even when he worked at BRI Dr. Everly had kept to himself. Maxine promised Diane that she�d get more information from the bookkeeper.
Diane thanked her profusely for her help, then said, �Now, what can I do for you?�
Maxine scrambled to her knees and sat back on her haunches. She reached over and took Diane�s hand.
It had been a while since Diane experienced intimate human contact; her initial instinct was to draw back. But Maxine�s distress was palpable. Diane stayed put.
�I�d like to have the chimps sent back if you don�t need them. Or at least put a twenty-four hour guard on them. I�ve pleaded with Raymond, but he doesn�t think they�re in danger now.
Diane patted Maxine�s hand. �I�ll make sure they�re safe,� she said firmly.
�Yes!� Maxine shouted, fist in the air. �I knew we�d become friends after Vincent told me and David about how you rescued the research puppy from the lab when you were a graduate student.�
Diane�s voice went weak. �He told you about that?�
Maxine smiled and nodded. �He was proud of you for it.�
Diane blinked back her memories, then said: �Do you like David?�
�What�s not to like? Handsome. Funny. Animal advocate.�
Diane forced a smile and nodded.
Maxine extended her little finger toward Diane. �A pledge to our partnership.�
Without hesitation, Diane raised her little finger. �To our partnership.�
They locked pinkies

� CHAPTER TWENTY EIGHT �

It was a beautiful day for a road trip. Diane felt her tensions lifting as she drove down Texas Route 35 past coastal bays and sleepy hamlets. Between towns, rows of corn and millet fanned by, reaching toward a vanishing point on the distant horizon. She had never been on a ranch before and was looking forward to the visit.
On the telephone, Leonard Everly had sounded like a kindly gentleman, insisting that she call him by his first name. She had told him she found his Ridgeback website and she gave him her maiden name. Many professionals went by their maiden names, so she felt it wouldn�t be a problem if she decided to level with him about her identity. But that wasn�t going to happen unless he gave off extremely positive vibes. Maybe she should have brought Maxine�s psychic along.
For Maxine�s part in the intrigue, she had remained true to her crossed pinky pledge and invited Doreen from bookkeeping to lunch where she inquired about Doreen�s Ridgeback, then shamelessly picked her brains regarding Leonard Everly.
Doreen reported that, other than a tantrum she once witnessed (from outside Bellfort�s office door), Dr. Everly was a very nice man who was a dog breeder, a gentleman rancher and a semi-retired scientist. For his consulting services, BRI paid him a monthly stipend of ten thousand dollars. And yes, Doreen thought he might sometimes do some marketing for BRI. Why did Doreen think that? Because she had reimbursed him for airfare. To where? Moscow, Taipei, Seville, and frequent trips to Düsseldorf came to mind.
Diane didn�t know what more she expected to discover from Everly. But she felt it was worth a leisurely drive down the coast to try and ferret out any connection between Peruvase, Leonard Everly�s name in Vincent�s notes, and Everly�s continued involvement with BRI.
Everly had been to Taipei. Could Bellfort have been telling the truth about Peruvase being sold to a company in Taiwan? Maybe Tung Chen�s spies overlooked it.
If Everly was indeed the catalyst for any of BRI�s intellectual property sales, his 10K per month income was laughable. Despite the fact that Peruvase was sold prematurely, she and Vincent had become what she considered wealthy, even after the university and BRI took their percentages. It seemed Raymond Bellfort was exploiting poor Leonard.
Following Everly�s directions, Diane drove through the town of Blessing, little more than a church and a convenience store with a gas station. She had seen people live with a lot less, but in the jungle villages they didn�t have to shop for boots or tractor tires and they never had the urge for pralines n� cream or a Big Mac.
Diane followed the railroad tracks on her right for several miles until she came to the crossing marked with day-glo orange antlers�the rancher�s answer to pink lawn flamingos, she guessed. There were no warning lights at the crossing; she stopped, looked and listened. The tracks were clear to eternity in both directions.
She bumped across them onto a gravel road on the other side. Ahead stood thick wooden crosspieces branded with the name �Dr. Leo�s Serengeti Ranch.� She was in the right place.
The Suburban no sooner thrummed across the metal cattle guard when Diane spotted the �possible obstacles� Dr. Everly had mentioned.
A herd of black cattle had gathered for a tête-à-tête on the road ahead. �Don�t drive off-road to get around them,� Everly had warned. �There are rocks and ditches that�ll mess up your tires and your shocks. Just slow to a crawl. They�ll move out of your way,� he assured her.
Grateful for bringing Vincent�s SUV, Diane slowly approached the herd. And sure enough, the black sea parted as the animals ambled to both sides of the road to let her pass. They had been through this drill before.
She inched along while curious black noses smudged the powdering of dust along the SUV�s sides. Looking down into the pool of large brown eyes, she felt the sudden urge to become a vegetarian.
Once past the herd, Diane stepped down on the accelerator. Stones pelted the SUV�s chassis as she headed for the buildings on the horizon. The road plowed through wide-open land scattered with scrub grass and mesquite bushes and lots of oil pumps. In ten minutes she approached a white-pillared mansion that presided over an oasis of green grass and enormous shade trees. The Ponderosa it was not.
Diane left the Suburban parked beside a golf cart and walked around the circular drive toward the house. She took a gulp of still, hot air. She was committed.
A tall, slender man wearing sharply creased jeans, light denim shirt and a white cowboy hat stepped sideways down the front porch stairs. Diane felt like a greenhorn in her flowered blouse, black slacks and espadrilles.
They met halfway up the drive. �Hello. You must be Diane McKee. I�m Leonard Everly.�
She knew he was in his mid sixties, but he wore his years lightly. He had the dignified manner befitting a scientist turned gentleman rancher.
Leonard�s smile seemed genuine enough. It extended all the way up to the tan creases beside his reflective sunglasses. But Diane hated it when she couldn�t see a person�s eyes. Maybe that was the cause of her urge to draw back when he offered his bear paw of a hand.
As if on cue, a chorus of barks and yips arose from somewhere beyond the house. Everly inclined his head toward the commotion. �They�re looking forward to meeting you.� He pointed to the golf cart. �Ride or walk?� Diane chose to walk; she had been driving for almost three hours. Besides it gave her more time with Leonard.
As they strolled around the side of the house and out toward the pens, Everly told her about the Ridgeback breed. He explained that they were not barkers by nature, but they were quite intuitive. They knew she might be taking one of them home with her.
They arrived at the pens and watched the wiggling tan bodies with their bristly backs, enormous feet and worried brows, and Diane fell in love. But poor Huck was having a hard enough time getting her attention at home without added competition. There was no room for a puppy in her disaster of a life.
Fortunately, as of that morning, all the males were spoken for, giving Diane an easy out. Leonard pointed to a pregnant female nicknamed Phoenix in the next pen. Diane said she�d wait for a male from her litter.
After playing with the puppies for as long as she could bear without taking the whole litter home, Diane accepted Everly�s offer of iced tea.
During the entire seven-minute walk to the front porch, he delivered a proud accounting of his Ridgebacks� ribbons. Diane became certain the trip was going to be a dry haul.
Leonard went inside and Diane settled onto the porch swing to one side of the stairs. She slowly took in the surroundings. Except for the occasional distant cattle lowing or a horsefly buzzing by, there wasn�t a sound. And other than the distant jack pumps, nothing moved out there. It was a bit creepy.
Where was everyone? Housekeeper? Wife? Cow punchers? She suddenly felt vulnerable.
Leonard Everly seemed perfectly charming. But she had always trusted her instincts, and right then they were screaming: Get up and leave, Diane. You don�t know this man. You don�t owe him any courtesy that goes against your better judgment.
Just then Everly arrived with a smile and two frosty mugs. He was accompanied by a streamlined male Ridgeback whose chest came up to Diane�s knees.
Leonard placed the tea and a napkin on a small table beside Diane while the dog sniffed her shoes and slacks.
�He�s magnificent. What�s his name?�
�He has a fancy registered name. But I call him Hunter. He�s the father of Phoenix�s litter.�
Hunter permitted Diane to scratch the ridge down his back while he leaned into her legs. Her paranoia dissolved. Puppies and tea. Nothing sinister here.
Everly settled into a chair to her right, crossed his well-used boots out in front of her and looked admiringly at his dog. �Ridgebacks shed very infrequently. But Hunter�s going through a little shedding stage. Some hairs might show up on those slacks of yours.� Knowing he was the topic of conversation, Hunter abandoned Diane to step over and lean against his master�s legs.
�It�s so peaceful here,� Diane said. �How lucky you are to live in such a paradise.�
�I�m comfortable here. But I�ve noticed the solitude wears thin for city folk like yourself.�
�I can�t imagine a person ever getting tired of it. Has this property been in your family for generations?�
�Yes, you might say that.�
�It must have been wonderful for a boy growing up here.�
�I think I�ve given you the wrong impression. I never saw the inside of the big house,� he gestured toward the double-door entry, �until ten years ago, just before I bought the ranch.
�My grandfather and my father were horse trainers here all their lives. So mine was not a childhood full of ridin� horses and ropin� calves and shootin� dove for fun. I got to clean out the deer blinds and oil the guns and serve the barbeque during huntin� season. And often I traveled with my dad when he took the horses to compete at rodeos.
�Dad always had a wad of chew in his mouth, manure on his boots and ring dust everywhere else. So, he wasn�t permitted inside the owner�s travel trailer. We camped out with the Mexican immigrants who tended the horses.
�My granddad and my dad trained champions, and they were proud of their accomplishments. But growing up watching them choke on the dust of a thousand rodeos, I vowed again and again that I would not follow in their bootsteps.�
Everly looked out across his ranch toward the far horizon. His jaw tightened and he said, �I was born on the land but not to the land. Nevertheless, it�s always been in my blood. My desire to own this ranch has driven me to great successes in some areas of my life and to dismal failures in others��
Moments passed, then he snapped his head toward Diane as if discovering, for the first time, that she was sitting there on the porch with him.
�Sorry, I get long-winded at times. I don�t get a lot of visitors out here.�
�It�s a fascinating story. Thank you for sharing it.�
Everly leaned forward and studied her for several seconds. Suddenly ill at ease, not knowing exactly where Everly was looking, she drummed her fingers in her lap and strained to think of how to direct the conversation to the real reason for her visit.
�You know, you�re real easy to talk to,� he said in a slow drawl.
Diane acknowledged his compliment with a forced smile.
Everly settled back in his chair and scratched behind Hunter�s ear. �There�s something you should know. The Ridgeback breed ain�t happy if they�re left at home alone. You a career lady?�
Was it her imagination? Or had his speech slowed and acquired a cowboy drawl? But accent or not, he had given her a perfect opening; it was time to come clean. She moved her lips, but nothing came out.
Blocked by an inner struggle, she tried reasoning with herself: He liked to talk about his dogs and his ranch; if she opened up a dialogue, maybe he�d tell the story about the Peruvase sale. She could act grateful for the sizable bonus she and Vincent had received. Then he might drop the name of a pharmaceutical company.
Doreen was right; he was a nice guy. Go ahead. Tell him what you do for a living and where. Bellfort might be upset if he found out she�d talked with Dr. Everly. But she had the perfect cover. She and Huck were lonely. They wanted a puppy.
Too much time had passed. The lines had crinkled at the corners of Leonard Everly�s eyes, but his lips weren�t smiling. His glance burned through his reflective lenses. He was scrutinizing her, hard.
Diane feigned a cough, then said, �I work with plants.� If only she could see his eyes. She dabbed her mouth with the paper napkin. �I own a plant nursery. I can take a puppy to work with me. He�ll get a lot of attention.� Coward.
Everly nodded; he seemed satisfied. He gestured toward her wedding ring. �What does your husband do?�
Diane wasn�t sure, but she thought she flinched. �He�s a salesman, a boat salesman.� Her answer surprised her.
�Good career. Keeps you near the water. I�ve always been torn between fishin� and huntin.� Down here I have the best of both worlds. I hunt on the ranch and fish down at the bay or out in the Gulf.�
Diane spotted a dust cloud on the horizon and saw an opportunity to change the subject. �Is that one of those dust devils they talk about?�
�No. That�s my ranch manager returning.�
�How can you tell?�
�Well, I�m expectin� him to bring back my truck with some new tires on it. And anyone I can see drivin� on any horizon, north, south, east or west, is on my land.�
Diane pondered the enormity of the ranch while they both watched a four-door, gray pick-up truck approach in a brown cloud and pull around the driveway to the foot of the stairs. Like a lot of trucks she had seen on the road, the pick-up sported a shotgun on a rack across the back window.
Everly stood and walked over to the stairs to greet his employee. A cowboy off a movie set stepped from the truck and tossed a set of keys toward the porch.
Later, Diane would recall how the universe went into slow motion.
The ball of keys arced high over the truck, then changed shape and descended, all askew, toward the waiting hand of Leonard Everly. They landed with a ka-ching at Diane�s eye level, everything neatly contained in Leonard Everly�s enormous palm. That is, everything except the large key ring pendant.
Two brushed-gold hemispheres, connected by a wide black enamel band, adorned with pave� diamonds, dangled over the side of Everly�s hand in flagrant display.
At first, Diane thought how beautiful it would look on a chain around her neck. Then the pendant turned.
At that precise moment, a spark of sunlight pierced through the trees and glinted off the gems. And in that nanosecond, Diane saw the dusting of diamonds spell out the name TekTranz.
Her stunned gaze remained fixed on the dangling medallion�until Leonard jerked it into his palm with startling ferocity and concealed it inside a white-knuckled fist. Diane drew back and glanced up at him.
Everly tore off his sunglasses and looked down at her with an icy blue stare, steady and analytical as though looking through a microscope�or a gun sight.
Time to leave.

Leonard Everly watched from the porch as the dark blue Suburban hurriedly backed out of the parking space.
Earl, the ranch manager, stood with one boot resting on the bottom step. �She sure had a bee up her butt. Was it somethin� I said?�
Everly didn�t answer. His attention was fixed on the Suburban as the tires spun into drive in a hail of stones. Pensively, he tossed his keys a few inches into the air and caught them. Then he headed down the steps toward his truck.

� CHAPTER TWENTY NINE �

The stones were probably chipping the paint all to hell, even tearing up the SUV�s undercarriage, but she had no intention of slowing down�that was, until she spotted the herd congregated up ahead. �Dammit!�
What attraction did the road hold for cattle? Did it arise from the same annoying urge that made people block laboratory doorways to have their conversations? Irritated, she rescinded her earlier vegan vow.
Closing in on the herd, she remembered Everly�s earlier warning to stay on the ranch road. Screw that! She slowed slightly, switched into four-wheel drive and veered off to the right.
The SUV took on the rough terrain like a tank as Diane steered a slalom course through the mesquite bushes. She cleared the last of the herd and bumped back onto the gravel road, renewing her resolve not to look in the rearview mirror until she reached civilization. What good would it do her now to know she was being pursued?
Diane spotted the ranch�s exit at the same time she heard the train whistle. �Please God, no.�
Maintaining her speed, she rumbled across the cattle guard and up over the railroad tracks with a half mile to spare between her and the oncoming engine.
Diane drove through the town of Blessing flying low, then headed up Route 35. The pastoral scenes she had found so relaxing on the drive down, now only provided a sense of foreboding. Where was everyone?
With no witnesses, Everly could easily run her off the road into a ditch. Or, he could just pull up and shoot her. She thought if she passed another empty farm or village, she�d scream. She needed people, crowds of people. But it seemed siesta time had invaded South Texas.
Finally, Diane passed a gas station and barbeque stand. Up ahead, she saw a traffic light. She was on the outskirts of Bay City.
She stopped at the red light and looked in the rearview mirror. A hay truck trundled up behind her. She took a spasmodic breath, then expelled it in a rush of relief. Had her hasty retreat been the result of an over-primed imagination? Her mind recapped the ranch scene and quickly came back with an unequivocal NO.
Diane pulled into the McDonalds in Bay City. She immediately spotted three gray pick-up trucks. But there were also red trucks and black trucks and people walking and children laughing.
She parked the SUV and headed for the restaurant door, her bladder screaming. She vowed she�d never leave the city again.

Diane set the cruise control for the last leg of her trip home. By now she assumed Leonard Everly was not in hot pursuit. He had most likely calmed himself, concluding that he had gotten jittery over a harmless woman who loved puppies and pretty jewelry.
Jittery? What an understatement. Everly�s reaction had been seismic. He had even tried to block her way when she stood up to leave. But when the ranch manager stepped to the foot of the stairs to say hello, Everly had to let her pass.
Leonard Everly was obviously a man with something to hide. But what? If he had some covert relationship with TekTranz, why carry that pendant around?
Perhaps he felt secure, even arrogant about TekTranz being hidden in plain sight�in the several diamond chips mounted at an angle to the others. To be sure, rare planetary forces had conspired to reveal them to her.
Maybe Vincent had a hand in the serendipitous discovery. She�d like to think so.
��Chance favors the prepared mind.�
TekTranz had been first on Vincent�s list of the biotech brokers he referred to as �fences.� He had checked their websites. TekTranz was located in Germany, which probably explained Leonard Everly�s frequent flights to Düsseldorf.
The sudden meltdown of his gentlemanly façade strongly indicated she had blundered onto something more insidious than the name of a technology transfer company.
However, even if Leonard Everly had been responsible for the sale of Peruvase or any other intellectual property�and despite Vincent�s assertions to the contrary�there was still no evidence of wrongdoing there.
But absence of proof was not proof of absence.
She hoped her friendship with Tung Chen could withstand another huge favor. She�d send an email tonight asking him to redo his Peruvase search�this time using the name �TekTranz.�
Diane sat at a long red light, slowly sipping a coke, picking dog hairs off her slacks. But her mind raced on, mixing and matching information: BRI paid for Leonard Everly�s trips to Düsseldorf and Bellfort readily admitted he used brokers in some of his sales transactions. So Bellfort knew about TekTranz. And even though she felt he lied about not knowing who the customers were, she had to admit there was nothing underhanded about using a broker.
But what did Bellfort mean on the night of the party when he muttered that the brokered deals needed �closer scrutiny?� Was he suspicious that Everly was double dealing?
The traffic light turned green, but Diane�s foot remained on the brake. A hypothesis had begun forming in the dark regions of her brain. She grabbed her cell phone and punched in Maxine�s number.
As the phone rang on the other end, the specter of a grim discovery crawled under her skin. She shuddered.

� CHAPTER THIRTY �

Diane backed into a parking space at the corner of 23rd and Mechanics Streets. She dug a small pair of binoculars out of her purse, placed them on the center console, then hunkered down in her seat.
An Astros cap hid her reddish ringlets. Oversized sunglasses camouflaged most of her face. Denim Capri pants and a Galveston T-shirt declared her an official tourist. Except for the tightness in her throat and an intensifying case of heartburn, she was all set for her stakeout.
In her past life, �investigations� usually involved a chromatography set-up, a spectrophotometer and a computer. But things had taken a dark turn. Now, all she required were binoculars and a fast getaway car. But mostly, she needed chutzpah.
She picked up the binoculars and focused them about a quarter block down the street where a wedding party posed for photos aboard four horse drawn carriages, then dismounted and followed a path through the onlookers to the entrance of The Tremont House hotel. She dared not blink for fear that David Crowley would slip through the crowd unobserved.
She was almost certain David was up to something. The BRI administrative call schedules had revealed he never took call on the first or third Sundays of the month. And if scheduled to do so, he changed with someone else. Not a big deal; but two weeks ago he had lied about his reasons for switching. And considering the negative report she had received from Jane Galvin at Texas A&M, plus Vincent�s suspicions about him� Granted, at this point, it only added up to an iron-clad inkling. But her intuition rarely failed her; David Crowley was somehow connected to the hidden forces orbiting BRI.
Similar things happen under similar circumstances, so there was a good chance David would show up there this afternoon. If he did, she�d play it by ear. She needed some answers.
Diane tapped her fingers on the steering wheel; this Mata Hari stuff was unnerving. She looked forward to her escape to the Caribbean next week for the conference and jungle trek with Olimpia, though she suspected it was going to be awkward seeing Gabriel Carrera while she was down there. Raymond Bellfort had told his cousin of her travel plans, and Gabriel emailed her inviting her to dinner.
Just then someone knocked on the window beside her. Diane jumped and looked out. A very tall man wearing a plaid sport coat stood beside her car. He probably belonged to the sports car she had squeezed in on the other side of her. She lowered her window, tilted her baseball cap back and looked up�at David Crowley. Why is it I always get caught?
�Well, aren�t you a sight for sore eyes?� he chortled as he opened her car door and offered her his hand.
Diane flushed. If David were in the midst of something nefarious, why would he march right up to her car and announce his presence? Her voice came out in a squeak. �Hello David. What brings you here?�
�A meeting. Care to join me?�
He didn�t look a bit uncomfortable. In fact, he seemed amused. She weighed the situation. It was the middle of the day in a very public place. What could possibly happen if she went with him?
David hadn�t moved. �You�ve come this far,� he said.
She shrugged, stepped from the car and walked with him to the hotel. Neither of them spoke.
David led the way up the stairs through the sunlit atrium lobby. Two people entered the elevator with them, diluting the strain of their silence.
Then, David said, �I saw you here two weeks ago. I figured you�d come back.�
Diane stared straight ahead in silence. And at long last, the doors opened.
David led her down a corridor to a door labeled �Abstracts.� He knocked. A man answered. David entered first.
Several men and women sat around a conference table in the large room. They looked up at David and smiled. �Ladies and gentlemen,� he said. �I�d like you to meet Dr. Diane Rose.� He turned and gestured for Diane to come forward.
The group stood up and moved toward her. The first man to reach her was dressed as she was�in denims, a baseball cap and T-shirt. He held out his hand. Diane froze. �You,� she said accusingly.
He was the man from the library�the one Vincent had caught stealing his research.
* * *
At a luxury hotel, fifty miles to the north of Galveston, The Houston Society of Biopreneurs� selection committee passed a box around a mahogany conference table, then returned it to the chairwoman. She unfolded the ballots, counted the votes and announced to the group that they had chosen Raymond Bellfort of Bayside Research as their �Person of the Year.� He would be the first non-scientist in Houston�s biotechnology community to have this honor conferred upon him. The award would be presented at the society�s annual banquet in December.
* * *
�In 1991, the Office of Scientific Integrity (OSI) was formed by the National Institutes of Health to halt the rampant fraud discovered in research labs in the 1980�s. But OSI overreached themselves, using McCarthy-like tactics and bringing scandal and near-ruin to scores of ethical scientists while quite often the perpetrators of fraud went unnoticed.
�Embittered, a group of reputable research scientists, victims of the overzealous purge, formed a secret society they called the Lab Rats to monitor their peers and expose unethical practices when appropriate.
�Over the past two decades, our numbers have grown. And now our invitation-only membership includes working scientists and other well-placed individuals in the community who have agreed to assist in our investigations. But invitations are still rare. And they�re only extended after exhaustive vetting of credentials and character.�
David Crowley swept his arm over the heads of those now seated around the large, oval table, and turned to Diane. �Dr. Rose, I give you the Houston-Galveston branch of the Lab Rats.�
Diane had listened to David�s presentation with her mouth agape. Now she groped for words, but the only ones that came to mind were: Does everyone at BRI belong to some sort of secret society?
David came to her rescue. �You probably wonder why I invited you here.�
Diane managed a nod.
�Let me start at the beginning.� David stuffed his hands in his pockets and began pacing on the opposite side of the table.
�More than a year ago, it came to the attention of the Lab Rats that a disgruntled former BRI scientist, by then working on the West Coast, accused Raymond Bellfort of selling his intellectual property prematurely to an undisclosed buyer. It was an inhalant to cure nicotine addiction.
�The scientist had assigned his rights to BRI and was paid handsomely upon the sale. Then he was fired. And the product vanished.
�The researcher believed it had been buried, possibly bought off the market by someone who would suffer great financial loss by its introduction into the marketplace.
�At that same time, BRI was advertising for a staff veterinarian. I applied for the job to get a close look at the BRI organization. Bellfort is the only non-scientist our group has ever investigated.
�Figuring he was a mere business man, I arrived on the scene thinking I�d finesse the inhalant information out of him and be on my way. Then Harry Lee and his technology disappeared.
�I couldn�t help but wonder if Dr. Lee�s technology had traveled the same path to obscurity as the inhalant. Then Peruvase was gone.� His voice softened. �Then Vincent� I wish I had gotten to know him better.� He shook his head in disbelief.
After a moment�s silence, David went on. �Even a blind hog finds an acorn now and then. But I haven�t uncovered much. Bellfort�s as secretive as the CIA.� David smirked at a woman two seats away from Diane
Then his expression sobered, and he turned to Diane. We were planning to invite you to our next meeting, but here you are. And we�d like to ask for your help.�
Diane studied David for a moment. He was the person who had been there for her through the worst of her grief. And the one she was so quick to doubt. Now she smiled warmly. �You�ve got it. Whatever you need, David.�
In a semi-trance, Diane relived the previous weeks as she detailed excerpts from Vincent�s notes and the stolen video to the transfixed Lab Rats. She told them about her search for Peruvase and her discussion with Bellfort regarding his confidentiality policy. Then, certain that information unnecessary for their investigation would not leave that room, she recounted her pact with Maxine (omitting Maxine�s activism). That led to her trip to Leonard Everly�s ranch and her serendipitous discovery of TekTranz.
Somewhere mid-story, she glanced at the faces around the table and took heart. These were her colleagues�scientists with inquiring minds. She was no longer alone in her quest.
The meeting had adjourned. David thanked Diane for sharing her story. Although, he admitted, he was taken back to learn she had watched the video before it was stolen.
She gave him a wry smile. �You�re not the only one who keeps secrets.�
David stayed behind for a private talk with another member.
Alone in the elevator, Diane assessed her first secret assignment as a Lab Rat: She had to exploit her pact with Maxine in order to persuade her to go into Raymond Bellfort�s computer and check for any evidence of BRI�s past clients. Did that make her a double agent?
As Diane walked through the lobby, a short woman in her mid forties caught up with her. She had been in the meeting.
She looked up at Diane with searching hazel eyes. �Dr. Rose, can we have lunch this week?�
�It�s going to be a frantic week. I�m leaving town next Sunday. I�m sorry; tell me your name again.�
�Sara,� the woman said. She reached in her briefcase and handed Diane her business card.
Diane stared at the card in disbelief, then blinked and looked at it again.
Sara laughed. �I get that reaction a lot.�
The card read: Sara Solomon. Central Intelligence Agency.
Diane smiled. �How about noon tomorrow?�

Diane stepped out into the early evening coolness and without any forethought, turned and walked toward The Strand historic district popular with tourists. Ten minutes later she found herself seated at a table in a small bakery and coffee shop.
Still numbed by the turn of events, she sipped her coffee, nibbled a powdery beignet and concluded that she and Vincent had been duped. When they assigned the Peruvase patent rights, they thought of BRI as a steward of the drug, not an owner who would sell it immediately to a company that wanted to keep it off the market. They had been blinded by the money and the other benefits involved and too naïve to spell out Peruvase�s future development in their agreement. But then again, could any contract have armed itself with enough words to ensure protection against predators?
She knew it was best to avoid Bellfort over the coming week. And maybe by the time she returned from the Caribbean, she�d be able to look him in the eye without spitting in his face.
Wanting her mind to go blank, she studied the wallpaper: In between colorful coffee cups, suspended in space, the words Cappuccino, Espresso, Café au lait and Café latte� were scattered across the room. Her eyes came to rest on a spot above the Espresso machine. Instructions for its use had been penciled on the wall.
Diane jumped up from her chair and ran out the door, neglecting to pay.

� CHAPTER THIRTY ONE �

Diane studied the Italian restaurant�s gallery wall crowded with astronaut portraits, then turned back to the woman across the table. �Now I remember. You were in the small runabout the night of the BRI Mexican fiesta.�
Agent Sara Solomon nodded. �I was with Frank. He keeps an eye on your house at night. He lives nearby.�
Diane almost choked on her iced tea. �Do you think I�m in danger?�
�Just taking precautions. Two scientists are dead� I�m sorry about your husband. We�ll have someone follow up on the hit-and-run boat.�
Diane nodded, accepting her sympathy and her help.
�We�re watching over Drs. Wentzel and Sabedra also. But they don�t need to know that.�
Their salads arrived. Diane poked her fork into a crouton and said: �So, you bumped into the Lab Rats online when you were both investigating Harry Lee�s technology. But how did you know the technology existed to begin with?�
�Dr. Lee contacted the National Technology Transfer center looking for funding and/or a strategic partnership. We have friends there who keep us apprised of technology that might interest us.
�Shortly after that, Harry Lee described his invention on a techie blog. He was trawling for investors. Our computers picked it up. That might be where his murderer found him too.
�Our computers also made a match when Dr. Lee�s murder was reported in the Hong Kong newspapers. At that point we had an American scientist with sensitive technology who was murdered abroad, so we could legitimately poke our noses in it. The police were cooperative. But Harry Lee�s uncle wouldn�t talk to us. I think he�s running scared.�
Diane gave up on her salad. In fact, she might never eat again. �As I told the group yesterday, Hu Lee stonewalled me too. I�ll let you know if my end-run to get through to him is successful.�
Sara took a deep breath and leaned forward. �The Agency and Homeland Security are both interested in the possibility of reverse engineering the prototype of Dr. Harry Lee�s biometric device at BRI. I understand it�s in your laboratory. Do you have any idea who owns the technology at this point? And does it work?�
Talk about cutting to the chase. �I was told that Dr. Lee deleted all the technical information from BRI�s computers when he left. So I assumed he owned it. And as far as I can tell, it works. Harry Lee programmed it as a personnel screening device and intrusion alarm. We call it �Maggie.� Why don�t you phone Bellfort and ask to see it?�
�When we investigated Harry Lee�s background�education, employment history and such�we discovered he had worked at BRI. So, naturally we looked into the company. That�s how we know about the prototype. But we also found that Raymond Bellfort does not own controlling interest in the company. His cousin, Gabriel Carrera, owns sixty percent of the stock in BRI. So, he�s the ultimate decision maker�even though he doesn�t have anything to do with the day to day operations at BRI. David Crowley says you have a close business relationship with Carrera. What can you tell me about him?�
After recovering from the shock of this new information, Diane reported what little she knew about Gabriel: �He�s a wealthy industrialist with international holdings, U.S. educated, head of Colombia�s Economic Development Council and rabid about bringing his entire country into the twenty-first century.�
Sara nodded as if Diane had confirmed what she already knew.
The two women were heading to their cars when Diane turned and called to Sara. They walked back toward each other and met in the middle of the parking lot. Diane said, �I have something I�d like to show you before I leave the country. Do you have time to follow me to the house?�
�Sure.� Sara grinned. �If you lose me, I know where you live.�

Diane took Sara Solomon up to the cupola where she showed her the numbers on the wallpaper. �That�s not Vincent�s handwriting. It has to be Harry Lee�s. I discovered only last night that those numbers match the ones in Vincent�s notebooks. I�ll give you copies. Some of them look like telescope settings and compass headings, and others appear to be GPS coordinates. I have no clue what the rest are.
Diane gave Agent Solomon a copy of the Hong Kong newspaper article to refresh her memory about the details of Harry Lee�s murder as well as the copies of Vincent�s notes. Then she walked her out to the driveway.
Sara started her car and lowered the window. �Do you want us to keep an eye on you while you�re down in the Caribbean?�
Diane smiled. �I�ll have people with me at all times. I�ll be fine. But thanks for the offer.�
�Have a good trip.� Sara patted the briefcase on the seat beside her. �If our cryptographers make something of these numbers, Dr. Lee could be providing us with testimony from the grave.�

� CHAPTER THIRTY TWO �

Olimpia showed Diane to the living room. �You will have some privacy in here. Come to the side patio when you have finished your call.� She headed to the kitchen to give lunch instructions to the maid.
Diane took in the dramatic sea view through the north-facing wall of windows while she tapped in the phone number.
�Hello.� It was Maxine�s voice on the other end of the line.
�Hi. I�ve arrived safely. I�m at Olimpia�s house. How is everything there? Are the animals getting along okay?�
�Huck and Jackson are having a great time. But I�m afraid my cat is planning to live behind the sofa for the duration of Huck�s stay.�
�I�ll have to bring back something to make it up to her. Did I tell you that Huck�s heartworm preventative is due next week?�
�Yes, you told me. He�s fine. All the animals are fine�including the chimps. Thanks again for hiring the guards�Oh, and before I forget to tell you, Bellfort is going to Australia�deep sea fishing. He�ll probably be gone for awhile. I�ll have a lot of time to check out his computer then.�
�Good.�
�Another thing: I finally got into Doreen�s computer. When you were driving back from Everly�s ranch that day, you asked me to check for any reimbursements for trips to Asia in December of last year? Well, Everly left Houston for Taipei on December 3rd and returned from Taipei on December 9th.
Diane remained silent.
�Diane? Can you hear me?�
�Yes� yes I hear you fine.�
�Do those flight times give you clues to anything?�
�I�m not sure. But thanks for your trouble.�
�No trouble, partner. I was worried about you. I tried to reach you at the airport before you left. But your phone was already turned off. Amelia said that you were in danger and that you shouldn�t leave for the trip. But apparently your flight went okay. Amelia gets it wrong sometimes. She says it�s because of global warming; Gaia is out of phase with the universe� I�m so glad you�re safe.�
�Thanks for your concern. I�ll see you in a few weeks.�
�Have a great meeting. And bring back a lot of good plants from your jungle trek.�
Diane hung up the phone and stared out the window. Fifty feet from the house, white spumes of the Caribbean shot up like geysers just beyond the cliff�s edge. But all she saw before her was the headline: �Murder Suspected in American Scientist�s Fall.�
Harry Lee�s body was discovered in Hong Kong on December 7th. Leonard Everly was in Asia at that time. A coincidence?
Olimpia reappeared wearing an apron over her khaki slacks. �Come, lunch is served.�
Unnerved by Maxine�s information, Diane followed Olimpia, vowing to put the BRI labyrinth out of her mind, and hopefully out of her life. Two weeks after her return to the states, she had a job interview scheduled on a leafy campus in Maine�a perfect spot for healing. She�d leave the cloak and dagger to the Lab Rats and their friends. They were better equipped to find Peruvase than she was anyway.
But� could she just walk away from them? When she was sworn in to the Lab Rat organization, she had vowed to share anything that might be helpful to their many causes.
She stopped in her tracks and shouted to Olimpia who had moved on: �I�m sorry; I just remembered I have one more phone call to make. I�ll be with you in a few minutes.� She went to her purse and dug out Sara Solomon�s business card.
Long after the dishes were cleared away, Diane and Olimpia remained outside discussing the changes in science during their twenty-six year acquaintance. When dusk set in, they agreed upon a light supper and an early bedtime to rest up for the conference that was to start the next day.
Lying in bed, glancing around the darkened room at the graceful shapes of antique furniture and listening to the rhythmic roar of the sea, Diane thought about her day.
Olimpia had picked her up at the airport in an open four-wheel-drive vehicle. Her jaw-length, windblown hair had grown more salt than pepper since their last meeting.
The view along the road to the house was hardly the palm-laden Caribbean paradise Diane had envisioned. Rather, she beheld a parched landscape covered with cacti, scrub foliage, boulders eroded into bizarre shapes by the trade winds and lots of spooky divi divi trees. She imagined off-road travel to be impossible except by camel or, better yet, a Mars rover.
Olimpia�s island home was about five thousand square feet of soaring ceilings, marble floors and massive furniture. It was constructed of stone, heavy wood and thick tinted glass to withstand the constant assault of the sun and winds.
There was no way Olimpia could afford all that on her university salary. It was probably left to her by a well-to-do relative. Diane had always sensed Olimpia�s family was wealthy, maybe because she once mentioned an uncle with a yacht. At any rate, the house was not the �cottage,� Olimpia had mentioned over the years.
Now, the conference had brought Diane here. And she was glad. But it occurred to her that for all the years she had known Professor Olimpia Garza professionally, she knew very little about who Olimpia actually was.
The three-day Ethnobotany Conference was held at the Radisson Aruba Resort and Casino on the protected side of the island. It was well-attended by researchers and pharmaceutical company representatives from all over the world.
Diane�s paper: Contracts with the Americas drew mixed reactions. A heated discussion ensued: Some scientists and pharmaceutical companies felt they should be free to tramp about the jungles of the world, harvesting possible curative plants without any formal agreements with the countries or indigenous tribes involved.
But the conference was declared a success on the last night with gambling, dancing and the imbibing of a fruity concoction that many swore would provide the cure for just about anything.
Midnight found Diane and Olimpia propped up on stools at Olimpia�s kitchen island, enjoying brownies and milk. Diane had been delivering an animated recap of the convention when she realized Olimpia wasn�t responding.
�What�s wrong?�
Olimpia was absently-mindedly peeling the tiny pedigree labels from green apples piled in a colorful pottery bowl. �I have a confession to make,� she said in a weary voice.
Attempting to lighten the mood, Diane looked at her brownie and said, �Don�t tell me there�s marijuana in these things�and I thought my elation came from being far away from Texas.�
Olimpia didn�t smile. �I was responsible for Bayside Research hiring you and Vincent� Gabriel Carrera found me at the university and tried to recruit me for BRI. The program he laid out sounded good, but I did not want to move to the States. So, I gave him your name.
Olimpia propped her elbows on the countertop and rested her forehead on her hands. �Since Vincent disappeared, I have been tormented� I meddled in your life. If you had not moved to Texas, your husband would still be alive.�
Diane slid off her stool and patted Olimpia�s shoulder consolingly. �You may have been the reason we got the job offers, but we made the decision to go there. And Vincent went sailing to fulfill a lifelong dream. You can�t blame yourself for our choices.�
�I wish it were that simple.� Olimpia muttered, then changed the subject. �What time are you being picked up tomorrow?�
Returning to her stool, Diane said, �I don�t think I should go.�
�Gabriel has helped you get into all the Amazon countries. You should go.�
�It doesn�t feel right.� Losing Vincent had made her emotionally vulnerable in every sense of the word. And she didn�t feel up to testing whether the attraction that erupted in Quito was caused by the Shaman�s potion alone.
Olimpia tried to reason with her: �They are powerful men. Such a slight would not go unnoticed.�
�Gabriel had mentioned dinner in an email; nothing definite. Then yesterday Carlos phoned and invited me to their island for the weekend. He was just being polite. I�ll phone him and tell him something came up.�
Diane thought she saw a wisp of fear pass Olimpia�s eyes but dismissed it. She shook her head. �Me, alone on Carrera island with two men?�
Olimpia laughed. �I think you will be far from alone. They have a staff the size of a small army out there. And at least half of them are female.�
Diane�s face brightened. �I�ll ask Carlos to invite you too. I�d feel more comfortable then.�
Olimpia stood up, walked around the granite-topped island and rearranged the salt and pepper shakers. Returning to her stool, she sat down heavily and looked Diane in the eye. Her voice was firm. �You will be perfectly safe out there. Do not seek an invitation on my behalf. I do not move around in the Carreras� society.�
Diane opened her mouth to protest, but sensed there was no point in pressuring her. She held up her palms in submission. �Okay, okay. I�ll go alone.

� CHAPTER THIRTY THREE �

The next morning Olimpia drove Diane to the Seaport Marina in Oranjestad where she was scheduled to meet the Carrera�s motor launch. Diane had fully charged her cell phone battery and they agreed she�d call the next day when she was approaching Aruba.
The forty-foot launch arrived precisely at eleven. The boat�s wooden hull was varnished like antique furniture. The large open cockpit had a covered forward area that served as a pilothouse with raised seats on either side of the companionway stairs that led down into a cabin. The steering wheel and instruments were located in front of the port seat. The wiry captain jumped onto the dock, tied up the boat then approached Diane. �Doc-tor Rose?�
�How did you know?�
He smiled. �By the picture, Senora.� He extended a weathered hand. �I am Fernando.�
Diane shook his hand. �I am happy to meet you, Fernando.� She tried not to look puzzled, but didn�t remember Gabriel ever taking a picture of her.
Fernando took Diane�s overnight bag and helped her aboard. She looked from bow to stern and experienced a feeling of well being; it was good to be on a boat again. The Carreras had offered to transport her by helicopter, but she chose the sea route to the island. Fernando untied the lines, jumped aboard and pushed off. He handled the boat with ease, steering it along the channel, following the navigational markers, giving wide berth to an arriving cruise ship.
Diane looked back at the city. The palm trees and glitz of Aruba�s capital contrasted sharply with the rugged interior. She studied the colorful resorts, casinos, restaurants and boutiques that crowded the waterfront and looked forward to doing some shopping when she returned.
Fernando exited the harbor and followed the coastline to the northwest. Diane leaned across the companionway. �You speak English very well.�
Fernando beamed. �My parents took me from Cuba to the United States when I was very young. I grew up in Miami where I learned all about boats. I met Senor Gabriel at a marina there when he was passing through.�
�You are very good at boat handling� I�ve had some boating experience.� She hoped for an invitation to take the wheel.
He looked over at her. �That is good,� he said, then turned back to his steering.
She�d have to be a little more direct. �Do you ever let guests steer? As long as you�re watching them, I mean.�
Fernando raised his eyebrows above his sunglasses. �You would like to take the wheel?�
�I would love to.�
Fernando clicked some controls and slid from his seat. �She is on autopilot.� He gestured for Diane to sit behind the wheel. Diane happily settled into the helmsman�s seat.
�She will be easy for you to handle now. But soon we will come out from behind the protection of the island. Then we will be exposed to the winds and waves of the open sea. So, do not get too relaxed.� He clicked off the autopilot and pointed to the compass. �Stay on a heading of two eight zero. Depending on seaway, that should take us to the south end of Carrera Island.�
Diane gripped the steering wheel, checked the compass then looked through the windshield at the expanse of sea ahead.
Fernando pointed over the port bow toward a dark mound on the horizon. �That is our destination,� he said.
The wind began whistling. The waves swelled. The boat rolled slightly. Diane tightened her grip. Fernando told her to turn up wind a little more. She corrected course.
Built for heavy weather, the boat muscled her way through the growing seas. Diane gave Fernando a thumbs-up. She could only remember being this exhilarated on a sailboat. But she shook off those memories and concentrated on her steering.
Just as the waves began spilling their crests, Diane steered the boat into the lee of Carrera Island. What a ride it had been. She looked forward to the trip back.
The island presented as a rocky mass jutting from the sea. As they neared its cliffs, Fernando took the wheel praising Diane�s �helmsmanship.� Then he became the tour guide.
He pointed to a one-story white stucco house on the cliff to their right. It was Gabriel Carrera�s house. His father Carlos lived in a hacienda on the other end by the harbor, Fernando told Diane.
They passed a settlement of small pink stucco and wood houses. �That is where I live,� he said proudly.
Now they approached the marina. It was tucked into a C-shaped curve of stone that must have been twenty-five feet high. Just then a helicopter approached from the south with the obvious intention of landing on the island.
�The pilot is Santos. He and Senor Gabriel are bringing the other guests who will be spending the day.�
�Other guests?�
�They are some dignitaries who were invited to meet you.�
�Oh, great,� Diane said, raking her fingers through her hair, �I need a hairbrush.� She jumped down the steps into the cabin to retrieve her overnight bag.
Fernando had turned into the harbor by the time Diane climbed back up to the cockpit. Ahead she saw the starboard side of an enormous yacht and to the left, up on the cliff, a magnificent white stone mansion overlooked the harbor.
�Wow,� she said.
Fernando pointed to the yacht. �That is the Maria. She is named for Senor Carlos�s deceased wife. They say Maria was a great lady. She is also a great ship.� His chest puffed out. �I am her captain.�
Diane smiled admiringly at Fernando. �You�re a fortunate man.�
Fernando nodded gravely as he steered toward the dock. �I was lucky to be available when Jaime, her first captain, went away. Jaime was not so lucky I guess.�
Carlos Carrera wore his tropical whites to greet Diane when she stepped from the launch. He kissed her hand and welcomed her in a near reverential tone. As in their first meeting, Senor Carrera�s Old World charm made her wish she had been born in another era.
Carlos escorted her up a gently curving stairway chiseled into the cliff. Huge potted palms stood on outcroppings about every four steps. Under the trees sat incredibly lifelike carvings of macaws�or so Diane thought. Then one bird squawked, then another. Startled, she jumped back.
Carlos laughed. �Do not be offended. They are our sentinels. They frighten off strangers.�
They fluttered their colorful plumage at her, showing their displeasure at her arrival.
�Very effective,� Diane said, moving to the center of a step.
When they reached the top, Diane didn�t know if it was the climb or the view that made her breathless. She stepped inside the veranda railing and looked up at Carlos Carrera�s two-story hacienda. Its architecture with its arched windows and doors surrounded with dark wood had a heavy Spanish influence. She turned around slowly and surveyed its dominion, the gleaming turquoise sea.
Carlos interrupted her sightseeing.
�Would you like to freshen up before you meet our other guests?
�Yes, please.�
Carlos handed her bag to a long-haired man who wore a white sarong and sandals and had the demeanor of a monk. �Banji will show you to your suite. No ropa de etiqueta; we are going on a picnic.� He gestured toward her white Capri pants. �Those are quite appropriate. When you are ready, please come down to the atrium garden.�
Banji held open one of the massive double doors and Diane entered the mansion. Inside, everything was stone and heavy wood supported by massive columns. Banji seemed to float ahead of her in an aura of silence. They crossed the foyer and entered an enormous atrium of plants and splashing fountains, surrounded by tall windows and ornately carved doors. Overhead, a balcony ran around the second story. They turned right just inside the atrium and headed up a stone staircase.
Diane was assigned a corner suite with balconies overlooking the marina and the sea. In addition to beautiful antique furnishings, her living room held a grand piano and a bar.
Overwhelmed, Diane flopped on her back across her canopied bed and looked through her toes at the Caribbean. To think she had resisted coming to this private paradise.
A knock at the door startled her, and Diane jumped up to answer. Two women holding stacks of peach colored towels and a crisp white bathrobe smiled and pointed toward the bathroom questioningly.
�Sure, come in, come in,� Diane said with a sweep of her arm. They went giggling through the bedroom, into the bathroom.
Diane followed them as far as the bedroom and began unpacking her bag. She unrolled a silk ankle-length wraparound skirt with a muted leafy design and a matching teal sleeveless top and shook them out. The carefully chosen blouse with its mandarin collar (she had decided against the strapless top) seemed like appropriate dinner attire, especially with the addition of the dignitaries.
From the bathroom, Diane could hear the housekeepers chatting in Spanish as they worked. She suddenly realized they were talking about her. Of course they had no way of knowing she was fluent in their language.
�She is the doctor from Texas. Her husband disappeared up there like Jaime,� one of the women said.
�Texas is not a lucky place,� the other replied.

Diane descended the stairs into the atrium to find a semicircle of people assembled in front of Gabriel Carrera. Gabriel immediately broke away to greet her. He gave her a piercing look as he shook her hand. Then he led her to the group and made the introductions.
They were the Interior Minister and the American Ambassador to Colombia and their wives. The Colombian Interior Minister greeted Diane like an old friend. She had met with him several months before when they signed the contract for jungle plant harvesting.
Gabriel led the group down a hallway and through a rear door where they found Carlos standing by two open-topped vehicles parked beside an ornate fountain. The Minister and his wife joined Carlos and his driver in one of the jeeps.
Gabriel insisted on chauffeuring his own four-wheel drive. He helped the Ambassador and his wife into the back and seated Diane in the front beside him.
As they set out across the island, Diane closed her eyes, lifted her face to the sun and let the wind have its way with her hair. She opened her eyes to view the sights up ahead that included wind-sculpted boulders like the ones on Aruba. Turning to ask Gabriel a question, she found him staring at her. She waited for him to speak. But he turned away.
At their first stop, the water desalination plant, Gabriel proudly explained how the machinery turned sea water to drinking, cooking and bathing water. Then they drove to the northeast edge of the island where they saw a wind farm that harnessed the trade winds to provide electricity.
Next they passed near Gabriel�s house on the eastern edge of the island. It was a one-story, sprawling stucco house with a red tiled roof. Double-doors all around opened it up to sea breezes. With its separate quarters for household staff and body guard, it was twice the size of Olimpia�s house and much more dramatic in its setting. But compared to Carlos�s mansion, it was understated.
Gabriel pointed out the hotels on the �big island� that could be seen from this end of Carrera Island. Then they circled around to the south and stopped at a cliff side gazebo where tables had been set for lunch.
After a five-course meal, no one complained when Carlos announced it was siesta time.

Diane awoke refreshed. She was surprised to see it was already six-thirty. Cocktails would be served at eight, dinner at nine. Carlos had told her to feel free to wander about the house when she awoke. She jumped up, splashed some water in her face and pulled on a sundress. She descended to the atrium. The house seemed deserted, the fountains providing the only sound. She examined the atrium garden�s exotic foliage finding it curious that pots of aloe barbadensis seemed to be everywhere.
She walked around the atrium�s perimeter that served as a hallway. One of the enormous sets of carved double doors stood ajar. Passing by, Diane heard a �hello� from within. She turned to see Carlos Carrera sitting at a massive desk.
He beckoned, �Please come in.�
Diane walked slowly into the study, awed by its museum-like ambience. Behind Carlos�s desk, paintings and parchment crowded the wall and spoke of Spanish conquistadors, land grants from kings, entitlement, revolution, power.
�Incredible,� Diane whispered.
Carlos glowed. �Are you interested in antiquities?�
�Yes. I have been enamored with all things Spanish since I was very young. I think it must be some genetic throwback.�
�So, you have Spanish blood?�
�I think so�from my Irish ancestors who married survivors of the Spanish Armada.�
Carlos smiled. �Ah yes, the black Irish. I have heard that tale.�
He stood up and motioned for Diane to follow as he walked toward the far wall, which held all manner of heraldry: Shields, swords and pistols bearing the family crest hung in splendiferous display. One set of dueling pistols with gold inlaid handles caught Diane�s attention. �They�re magnificent. Will they still fire?�
�They have been kept in working order for over two centuries.�
Visualizing her wall of treasured heirlooms at home (photos of family holidays when her parents were alive and framed samples of her grandmother�s crocheting), she smiled and said, �How wonderful it must be to know your ancestors participated in the exploration and settlement of the New World, New Granada. And you actually have some of the weapons they used to free it from the Crown.�
Carlos studied the wall for several seconds, then looked away and said, �Sometimes it is a terrible burden.� He gestured toward the door. �Come; let me show you the grand hall where we will be dining this evening.�
They walked along the echoing stone hallways. Are you enjoying your visit so far?� Carlos asked.
�Everything has been wonderful. Thank you for inviting me.�
Passing an enormous pot of aloe Diane said, �I couldn�t help but notice all the aloe vera around. Do you have a specific use for it?�
Carlos smiled. �One of our Indian tribes represented here on the island communicates with plants. They say the aloe�s exterior spines represent woes, while the interior gel represents healing. If you have ever used it on a burn, you know that to be true.
�When a tribe member detects that a person is heading for trouble, they try to offset it with aloe.� He laughed with exaggerated delight. �They have been surrounding me with the plant for years. They even hide it in my pockets.�
They walked in silence for a moment. Then Carlos said, �Raymond phoned. He seemed upset that you received an invitation and he did not. I explained that we had not kept it a secret from him. It was planned only yesterday. Sometimes these last minute dinners turn out best.�
�Does Raymond come here often?� She hoped Carlos didn�t think she was prying.
�Not so much anymore�� Carlos voice trailed off into reminiscence as though he had forgotten she was there. �Raymond and Gabriel were very close at military school as children. Then they expelled Raymond �� Carlos shook his head.
�Whatever for?�
�A hazing incident. Raymond chased down an underclassman and his pet rabbit, and somehow in the ensuing tussle, the rabbit was burned to death�just a boyhood prank that took a wrong turn.� He continued in Raymond�s defense, �Hazing was an honored tradition in those days.�
Just then, Carlos stopped at two castle-sized doors, pushed them open and stepped aside. Diane stood there, dumbstruck.
It wasn�t the heavily carved banquet table for twenty that grabbed her attention. Or the walls of windows opened to the sea. The three jeweled chandeliers that danced and sparkled in the breezes also escaped notice, as did the centuries old tapestries.
Her shocked eyes even overlooked the gilded grand piano, fastening themselves onto the larger-than-life painting on the wall behind it. It was a portrait of her.

The small nightclub orchestra had been brought to the grand hall from Aruba for after-dinner dancing.
It was only the second time Diane and Gabriel had danced together, but to the others present, including the staff, it appeared that Gabriel, striking in his white linen suit, and Diane, the elegant yanqui, had been practicing for years.
Diane was unaware of the onlookers� appraising eyes. She was focused entirely on the Latin rhythms of Perfidia and on Gabriel�s hands turning her to the side, drawing her back, expertly guiding her to the slow tempo of the bolero.
Gabriel twirled Diane then smoothly pulled her to him. �You played Granada beautifully along with the guitarist.� He said. �You made my father cry. That is a rarity.�
She looked over Gabriel�s shoulder toward the grand piano and the portrait hanging over it. �Did your Mother play the piano?�
�She was quite accomplished at it.�
Diane pulled her head back and looked up at him. �Why didn�t you ever tell me that I bear a strong resemblance to her?�
His face blanched like someone caught in a lie, and he glanced away. Then he nodded as though he had made up his mind about something and looked back at Diane. �At our first meeting, I was too stunned to mention it. But after that� How does one tell a beautiful woman that she looks like his Mother?�

Carlos insisted on accompanying the guests to the helicopter after a late evening dessert aboard the yacht. Diane and Gabriel sat in the stern cockpit watching them climb the stairs from the marina as the macaws squawked and fluttered. A flash of lightning lit up the black northern sky, but the sound of thunder didn�t reach them.
Diane turned to Gabriel. �It looks like the rainy season is approaching.�
�We do not usually get rain as you can tell by the foliage. We can get damaging lightning though. But as in most other places, the weather has been changing.�
The red-headed bodyguard approached from the side deck, and Gabriel motioned toward their champagne glasses. They watched Michael step into the main salon to summon a crew member, then Diane said, �Your father is quite charming.�
Gabriel�s glance slipped past her, up to Carlos�s hacienda on the bluff, but he remained silent.
Diane persisted. �I should say he�s charming to everyone but you.� Still no response. She waited, studying his profile.
Finally Gabriel could no longer resist her glance. He swiveled his chair toward her. His eyes narrowed. �What do you want from me?�
Diane was slightly taken back. She shrugged. �A reply, I suppose.�
�I did not hear a question mark.�
�I�ll rephrase then��
Gabriel waved her off impatiently. �Never mind. Never mind.� He sat forward in his seat. �You know what? You not only look like my Mother, you act like her. Every crevice of the mind must be excavated. Nothing is off-limits.�
Diane sat back in her chair pursing her lips. It seemed she had hit a trip wire. She sat silently berating herself for nosing around in a highly charged father-son relationship�and probably ruining her opportunity to inquire about Gabriel�s BRI stock. But then, she was writing off BRI wasn�t she? So its ownership was no longer of any consequence to her.
A crew member showed up with the champagne. At Gabriel�s slight finger motion, he poured, then left the bottle and ice bucket and retreated.
Gabriel stood and offered Diane a bubbling flute, but remained silent.
She took a sip, then said softly, �Forgive me. I shouldn�t have pried.�
Gabriel walked to the stern rail. The wind had piped up. Waves splashed through the marina entrance, then foamed and hissed in retreat.
Staring out over the water, Gabriel said solemnly: �Our relationship�family as well as business�changed after my little brother�s death� It was an accident� But I blamed others. I did not cause it, but my father knew that only I could have prevented it. Within the year, my mother died of a broken heart.�
Diane swiveled slowly in her chair and touched the back of Gabriel�s arm. �I�m so sorry,� she said.
After a few moments, Gabriel spoke. The smile had returned to his voice. �Twenty-six years and this is the first time I have allowed this conversation.� He turned away from the rail and pointed to Diane. �You have spent too much time among the shamans. You are a sorceress.� He walked past her holding his hand out behind him. �Come with me. You will enjoy the night view from the cliffs.�
Diane stood, hesitated a moment, then reached for his hand.
Diane and Gabriel rode in the open jeep to the northern cliffs, more than half way across the island. From there they watched in awe as veins of lightning extinguished themselves in the sea. But soon rumbling thunder signaled the storm�s approach, and they knew it was time to leave.
Gabriel backed the jeep away from the cliffs just as a lightning ball and thunderclap exploded overhead.
�That was too close,� he shouted turning the vehicle onto the perimeter road heading east. He pointed to Diane�s lap. �Buckle your seatbelt.�
Diane�s hair stood up and her nostrils curled at the smell of ozone. The sky roared. Wind pelted them with dirt. Then the rains came.
The headlights became useless, and they had to stop. Then strobe flashes of lightning outlined Gabriel�s villa ahead, and they pressed on.
As they neared the house, the wind shifted, and they were pelted from behind. They jumped from the jeep and made for the entry, grappling with torrents of water and debris flung their way.
Sanctuary at last. Diane shivered inside her cocoon of wet silk while Gabriel shouldered the doors against the wind.
The electricity was out, but intermittent shafts of lightning illuminated the enormous room before her. She turned and surveyed the stone and leather space. Its masculinity comforted her, and awakened a yearning.
As Gabriel approached her, flashes of lightning revealed her face, but she made no attempt to disguise the need in her eyes.
�You are shivering,� he said in a husky voice as he reached toward her.
Diane was certain that lightning had entered the room, striking the precise point, just above her elbow, where Gabriel placed his hand on her arm, electrifying her being, converting her chills to uncontrolled trembling.
�Gabriel, I�
Gently, he turned her toward a hallway. �Come; let me find you a towel and something dry to wear.�

� CHAPTER THIRTY FOUR �

Diane refused Gabriel�s invitation to spend the entire night with him. She couldn�t bear the thought of facing Carlos if, after breakfast, he encountered her�an alley cat tiptoeing in, attired in Gabriel�s clothing.
They rode in silence while Gabriel focused on the road ahead. The rain had stopped, but he was kept busy dodging debris blowing across their path.
Approaching Carlos� hacienda, Diane was grateful to see that electric power had been restored. She�d had macabre visions of groping along in the darkened mansion with the small flashlight Gabriel had given her.
Parking at the fountain, Gabriel jumped from the jeep and walked Diane to the back entrance. He pulled her to him and kissed her forehead. Then he stepped back and studied her face. �Not to worry. I am sure my father has been in a deep sleep for hours. Besides that, you are his guest, not his teenage daughter arriving home past curfew.�
Diane smiled, tenderly touched Gabriel�s cheek and promised she�d visit him before she left the island later that day.
She slipped into the back door of the mansion and stepped quickly around the perimeter of the atrium, heading toward the staircase. But approaching Carlos�s study, she noticed the lights were on inside. She checked her watch and grimaced; it was three in the morning.
Prepared to face the music, she walked to the study doorway. The elder Carrera stood at the opposite end of the room looking up at his battle memorabilia. She watched as he removed the antique dueling pistols from the wall. Obviously unaware of her presence, he stood motionless, head bowed, studying the firearms in his hands. She moved on.
Exhausted, Diane stumbled into her suite and collapsed onto the bed. She closed her eyes, thought of Gabriel and groaned. What had they set into motion? Drifting into slumber, she rolled onto her abdomen, slipped her hands up under the pillow and let out a yelp. She had been bitten.
She jumped to her feet, her heart pounding with the sudden fright. She turned on the light and examined her finger, then moved closer to the bed and flipped the pillow over�like a rock off a snake. There, at the head of the bed, lay a stalk of prickly aloe vera.
Carefully, Diane picked up the plant and studied it. It had apparently been placed there by a member of the household staff. But what did it mean? Was the word already out about her and Gabriel? Did his manservant find the pile of dripping wet silk that Gabriel had peeled off of her and somehow telegraph the news across the island? And did the Indians sense bad karma there?
Rubbing the aloe gel on her punctured finger, Diane walked to the window and looked down at the placid marina below bathed in amber lighting. Watching the boats tug gently at their dock lines, she began to feel ill. Then anxiety gripped her chest.
She looked at the plant in her hand. Could this be some sort of spell? She shook her head. Most likely it was sleep deprivation. She set the aloe on the windowsill, returned to the bed and flopped on her back.
She closed her eyes and inhaled deeply to relax. Drifting off, she saw Gabriel�s face appear before her. She could still feel his heat igniting her being and the excruciating caress of his velvety towel, its monogram gently branding her skin�
Suddenly she was catapulted into a sitting position. �No�o-o,� she groaned and jumped to her feet. She ran to the window, and it all came into focus. It burned through her tear-filled eyes and into her brain. �Oh my God,� she wailed.
She reeled to the foot of the bed where she steadied herself on one of the posts. Then she paced, raking her fingers through her hair. She was in grave danger. She had to get off that island. But how? She sat on the bed and dropped her face into her hands. Calm down. Think. Think.
Maybe she could jog over and wake up Fernando; on the island tour, Gabriel had pointed out the houses where the captain and his crew lived. She�d concoct some story so he�d run her over to Aruba in the launch. Or, how about the helicopter? It should be back on the island by now. Santos could fly her over. She groaned and shook her head in her cupped palms. Get real, Diane.
The only person she could rely on to get her off that island and away from the Carreras was herself. She�d have to steal the motor launch.

Overnight bag slung over her shoulder, Diane slipped out the back door. She worked her way around to the front of the mansion staying inside the shadows of the foliage.
She had seen Carlos�s study from the atrium balcony. The doors were closed now. But she knew his bedroom suite faced the harbor. She needed to check it for lights.
She left her bag under a shrub and ventured out onto the veranda. If she encountered anyone, she had insomnia. Stepping to the rail, she gazed around like a tourist. Hopefully, the darkened front windows meant everyone was asleep. With a parting glance at Carlos�s balcony, she wondered how far his two-century-old pistolas could shoot.
Diane retrieved her bag and headed for the marina stairs. But at the top step, she froze. The birds. If they sent up their alarm, they could awaken the household. But it was nighttime, and normal birds should be sleeping. She�d just have to chance it.
She opened the veranda gate and stepped down one step. Then another. The first macaw sat asleep beside her. So far, so good. She successfully advanced another four steps. Then her bag rubbed a palm leaf, and water droplets sprayed the bird below. Feathers fluttered. Diane stopped dead. The bird settled down.
She descended the rest of way without incident. Reaching the bottom, she turned and walked quickly past the Carrera�s yacht and approached the launch tied up alongside the dock. She threw her bag into the cockpit, then loosened the stern line and tossed it onboard. She untied the bowline, hooked it around a dock cleat and climbed aboard holding the free end.
Stepping to the helmsman seat, she studied the electronics mounted in front of her. Where was the starter? Then her heart sank. A key. What was she thinking when she came up with this harebrained scheme? Of course she needed a key.
Her eyes frantically scanned the controls. Then she smiled. �God bless you, Fernando.� Just below the starter button, there in the keyhole, was the ignition key.
Diane turned the key and reached for the starter. Then she stopped and grimaced. On the way to the island, the inboard engine had been quiet. But she didn�t remember how it sounded starting up. And the cliffs surrounding the harbor provided a perfect echo chamber.
�Please don�t roar.� She took a deep breath and pushed the button. The engine purred to a start. She flipped on the instrument lights and pulled in the bowline. Shifting into gear, she steered toward the opening to the sea. Almost free.
She turned and looked up at the house. All was quiet. She glanced back at the stairs. Nothing moved. Some great guard birds you are.
As she approached the harbor�s outlet to the sea, waves splashed through the opening and rolled up the cliff on the boat�s starboard side. She could see a riptide where the rushing sea met the slack harbor water. But beyond that, only blackness.
She�d have to steer to the port side to avoid being smashed against the rocks. She throttled up and motored through the opening. But immediately she lost steerage, and the boat stern whirled into the cliff. She was caught in an eddy and being dragged along the rock face. The sound of grinding wood echoed off the walls. She flipped the wheel around, powered all the way up and plunged out into the darkness.
When her night vision finally kicked in, she scanned her surroundings until she spotted the dome of light on the horizon. Relieved, she turned the boat toward Aruba. She was committed.
What�s next? Diane thought with dread. Then she remembered the gap between the islands that funneled the open sea southward. Her old friend the wind waited there to throw more trials in her path. She hoped one of them wouldn�t be another boat. She was running without lights and would be until she was well past the island.
Ignoring Gabriel�s house on the cliff, Diane planted her feet for stability and cleared the eastern end of Carrera Island. But she had underestimated the wrath of the storm-churned sea.
The first wave crashed across the port bow and rolled the launch onto its side. Diane was thrown from the helm and smashed against the opposite seat. The boat wallowed, then tracked off to the southeast, taking its cues from the sea.
Ignoring the crushing pain in her shoulder and jaw, Diane scrambled back to the controls. She watched the compass and fought the wheel around until the bow headed northeast. She looked through the windshield for the reassuring dome of light. But only blackness lay ahead. Then she realized she was staring into the side of a wave.
�Please God, help me,� she screamed and steeled herself for the onslaught. But it didn�t come. The launch climbed to the crest, and the wave swept underneath it. She had gotten into the rhythm of the sea.
Diane whispered a breathless stream of thank you�s and switched on the running lights.
As the boat moved farther and farther away from Carrera Island, the waves broke less frequently and the lights ahead became better defined. Then slowly, blessedly, the launch moved into the lee of the big island.
Diane adjusted her course, turning slightly away from Aruba. No matter if it did offer safety and shelter, she didn�t want to cozy up to a landmass composed largely of rocks. She needed a chart. She clicked on the autopilot and rifled through the helm storage and cockpit lockers. No charts. No life jacket either.
Then, with a start, she wondered if she had enough fuel. She slapped her forehead. �Good planning, Rose.� But, actually, if she had gone over every detail earlier, she might have thought twice about setting out on the lone voyage. Some journeys were better taken one peril at a time.
Now, however, some planning was in order. Her immediate future loomed large. And she desperately wanted to survive it. She pulled back the throttle, settling the boat into a comfortable ten-knot speed. She needed time to think.
What happens when she gets back to land? She had an uneasy sense that she shouldn�t involve Olimpia in her plight. But if not Olimpia, who? Or what?
Should she go to the airport, hoping for an early morning flight? Not a good idea; the Carreras would miss the launch by then and come looking for her. She found herself already out of options, unless she tried booking passage on a cruise ship. But, �Oh shit!� she�d need her passport to go anywhere. And it was in her luggage at Olimpia�s house.
She had to phone Olimpia. She grabbed for the overnight bag.
Olimpia�s voice was sleepy. Good, Diane thought. No one had been looking for her.
�You say you are coming in? It is the middle of the night.� Olimpia sounded incredulous.
Diane fought to keep her voice steady. �Something has happened, Olimpia. I need you to trust me. I must get out of Aruba. Now.�
�Who is bringing you in?�
�I�m alone� I stole the launch. Please, I need your help.�
Silence. Then, �How far out are you?� Her tone had become businesslike.
�Fifteen minutes to the dock, maybe.�
�I will meet you at the marina.� The phone went dead.
Bright resort lights backlit the harbor. Diane squinted, frantically trying to pick out the red blinking light marking the channel entrance. It should be there. It was an international maritime law, she thought. She hoped.
Then, with profound relief, she recited the sailor�s mantra, �red, right, returning,� as the red flashing marker passed her starboard side, and she entered the channel.
But her celebration was short lived. She knew other perils awaited. For starters, who would greet her at the dock? Olimpia or the police?
* * *
Frank Chen sat at a breakfast table at the J.W. Marriott overlooking three stories of curved glass that presented an IMAX view of Hong Kong.
He pulled his gaze away from the panorama as the hostess led a gentleman to his table. Mr. Chen stood and extended his hand. �Mr. Lee, I presume.�
Harry Lee�s Uncle Hu bowed slightly. �Yes. It is a pleasure to meet you, Mr. Chen.�
�Thank you for coming,� Frank Chen said and gestured toward the seat opposite him with a sweep of his hand. �Won�t you join me for breakfast?�
Hu Lee bowed once more and allowed the hostess to seat him. He looked at Mr. Chen with a questioning glance, wondering why he had been invited there.
�I understand you are also in banking, Mr. Lee.�
Hu Lee knew of Frank Chen�s financial empire. Everyone did. Now it pleased him that Mr. Chen spoke to him as a peer. �Yes, I am. Is there anything I can do for you?�
�Do you know of an American scientist, Dr. Diane Rose?� Chen asked.
Hu Lee was taken back. He nodded tentatively.
Frank Chen sat forward with a twinkle in his eye. �I initiated this meeting at the request of my eldest son, Tung. Dr. Diane Rose was his biology professor in the States; he had a secret crush on her for several years. But she also kindled in him a passion for science, which is responsible for the success he enjoys today. She is an honorable woman.� Mr. Chen held his hand over his heart. �You would be doing my son a great favor if you could find the time to talk with Dr. Rose.�
Hu Lee relaxed. �Of course,� he said. He would be glad to do such a favor for Mr. Chen and son.

� CHAPTER THIRTY FIVE �

Diane awoke to the rhythm of her head bouncing on Olimpia�s shoulder during a rumbling twenty kilometer taxi ride from the airport into Santa Marta. She sat up, worked her neck and jaw into place and looked over at Olimpia who seemed to be dozing. She squinted at her watch; her nap hadn�t lasted long enough. But it was amazing that she�d slept at all.
Glancing outside, she couldn�t make out any land or building features. Everything was obscured by a dense morning fog. Not that she had any interest in sight-seeing. At that moment, her overriding concern was: What the hell are we doing here? Olimpia�s pilot friend could have taken them to Curacao or Bonaire or Venezuela, all nearby. But Olimpia had brought her to the place where the Carreras wielded the most power: Colombia.
Diane let her head collapse against the smoke-infused upholstery behind her and prayed for sleep to return; wakefulness was far too painful. But her mind kept replaying the past several hours.
Olimpia had picked her up at the harbor in Oranjestad and had driven like a mad woman to a private airstrip. Throughout the harried trip, Olimpia assured Diane that leaving on short notice was not a problem. �We will just go to the Kogi a few days earlier than planned,� she said.
The bumpy flight to Santa Marta in the single-engine plane, with its many rattles and vibrations, was not conducive to whispered questions like: �Who or what is the Kogi?�
After landing in Santa Marta, Diane�s attempts at questioning Olimpia had been shushed in a parental tone that strongly indicated Diane should be seen but not heard. She barely remembered climbing into the taxi and falling into an exhausted sleep.
Now, she realized her short nap had revived her just enough to awaken her anguish and anxiety. If she was going to survive this ordeal, she knew she had to confront her demons�immediately.
Diane sat up, breathed deeply and rolled her shoulders. She�d take a rational scientific approach, analyzing her pain down to its enzymes as if it were a soul-eating plant. I can do this.
First she addressed her anguish: It began with the realization that the man she had just made love with and his charming father were involved in her husband�s murder.
A searing pain shot across her chest. Diane sat back, forced her mind to go blank and focused on her respirations. In a minute or so, she had relaxed enough to confront the demon again.
This time she interrogated it: Had she encouraged Gabriel�s interest in her, beginning with their first meeting and that dance aboard the Enterprise? If so, had Gabriel murdered Vincent to free her for himself�? What about Carlos and all that gentlemanly fawning over her? She was a clone of his wife. Did he want her as a replacement? Or was that fuzzy female thinking?
Okay, how about the business aspect? Gabriel owned control of BRI. Had Raymond reported Vincent�s constant probing and multiple grievances to him? Or, if Vincent knew of Gabriel�s majority ownership, had he aired his complaints directly to Gabriel?
Gabriel�s email address was Vincent�s only mention of the Carreras in his notes. Could Vincent have written to him threatening to expose some dirty secrets that would destroy Bayside Research?
Of course! That had to be it! Men with Gabriel�s wealth and power didn�t need to kill in order to get women; they only murdered when their money was at risk. That�s probably why they had invited her to the island�to assess just how much she knew. Her fleeing the scene before they had a chance to interrogate her probably confirmed their suspicions. They had murdered her husband, and now they�d be after her.
She struggled to control a rising anger. She had to focus�the interrogation was not over. Her chest tightened as she forced herself to ask the next question: Why did she make love to Gabriel Carrera, her husband�s murderer? She looked down at her baggy T-shirt and shorts; she was still wearing his clothes. Her eyes watered. She dabbed at the moisture with a knuckle and asked herself: Why the tears? Was it anger? Humiliation? Fear?
She probed and prodded the corners of her brain, but the answer remained hidden. Sensing she would be haunted by that question for years to come, she moved on.
As she faced her next demon�anxiety�the questions came at her like clenched fists. Why had Olimpia insisted that she go out to Carrera Island? She turned a heavy-hearted gaze on the woman sleeping next to her. Can I trust you, Olimpia Garza? Or are you leading me into the jaws of the beast?
The taxi stopped in front of the Hotel Ojeda. Olimpia awoke. The next leg in their odyssey began.

Gratefully, Diane turned her face up to the spray and tried to remember when she last bathed. Olimpia was already in her night shirt, and by the sound of it, she had been on the telephone since Diane turned on the shower.
At first, Diane had strained to hear Olimpia�s machinations through the splashing water. Failing that, she resigned herself to whatever lay ahead�at least for the short term. Olimpia had promised a tell-all concerning their destination at their next meal, which would come at about 1 p.m. after a few hours sleep.
In all fairness, Diane admitted to herself that she had not yet disclosed the nature of her distress. She simply told Olimpia she couldn�t talk about it yet, and Olimpia had backed off.
In bringing her here, Olimpia was apparently acting out of trust: In the middle of the night, she had thrown Diane�s things in a backpack and rushed to rescue her from an unnamed assailant. Diane wished she could offer Olimpia that same trust. But, in fact, she couldn�t even trust herself. She feared that Vincent was right when he wrote in his notes: Diane blocks any suggestion of sub rosa activities at BRI. Her zeal for her new job seems to have obliterated her innate people sense.
She lay on her back staring at the ceiling light fixture and listening to the even breathing from the other bed. She sensed that she and Olimpia were not alone there. Was she just delusional from the fatigue?
She rolled on her side and fell asleep.

The towering Sierra Nevada de Santa Marta looked down upon Diane as she stepped from the cab in front of a small hillside restaurant. And for the first time since her arrival in Colombia, she turned and looked up.
She was stunned to see a spectacular mountain range standing at the edge of the Caribbean. Taking in its enormity, she heard a deep-throated wind�a mantra-like sound that poured forth from its lofty heights. She stood there, mesmerized, listening.
From behind her came Olimpia�s voice. �The Sierra Nevada de Santa Marta is the tallest coastal mountain in the world. It is the realm of the Kogi. Tribe members say the mountain speaks to the worthy among them. They say it confers strength of mind and body upon the pure of heart. We are heading up there this afternoon.� She tapped Diane�s arm, breaking her trance. �Come; we must nourish ourselves. The Mountain abhors weakness.�
Over a grilled grouper sandwich, Olimpia told Diane about the ethereal Kogi, the only remaining Colombian tribe that was not conquered by the Spanish in the sixteenth century. The Kogi simply climbed so far up the mountain, the Conquistadors could not reach them. Today, some of their aerial farmlands were still inaccessible except to those with special knowledge of the way up.
Olimpia patted Diane�s arm across the table. �You will be safe there for a while. Then we will make other arrangements.�
She told Diane that to reach the Kogi, they would climb the first three thousand feet of near-vertical jungle in a helicopter. She had made reservations while Diane was showering.
They would land amidst the ancient ruins of Ciudad Perdida, the �Lost City.� The twenty-minute flight would trim three days off a six-day trek and help them avoid some major marijuana and coca growing areas and the armed guerillas that patrolled them.
But first some errands in town.
Juan, the cab driver who picked them up at the restaurant, wore a backwards Mets cap and had an Empire State Building charm dangling from his mirror. As they climbed into the backseat, he greeted Olimpia like a longtime friend: �Como estan, Dr. Leona.�
�Buenas tardes, Juan.�
Dr. Leona? Diane made eye contact with Olimpia and raised her eyebrows. Olimpia responded with a wink.
Juan assessed Diane approvingly over the seat back. �Soy Juan. Como se llama?�
Olimpia intercepted the question: �Esta Dr. Florencia.�
Diane took the cue. She was supposed to be Hispanic. No problemmo. She had always been told she had no �Yankee� accent when she spoke Spanish. She smiled and nodded at Juan. �Encantado.�
Juan pulled away from the curb. �La playa?� he asked after checking out their shorts and sandals. They had dressed to blend in with the tourists.
Olimpia assured Juan they had come there to work this time.
�Si. Ciudad Perdida?� he asked
�Si.�
Arqueologia?�
�Si.�
Diane�s eyebrows jumped again. Olimpia had apparently been masquerading as a Dr. Leona, archeologist, for some time. But why? Another question that would have to wait.
Diane�s only view of Santa Marta came from the backseat of the cab. As they crisscrossed town preparing for their trek, she marveled at ancient edifices standing in elegant contrast with modern buildings.
Discovering this was Diane�s first visit, Juan became the tour guide. He told her Santa Marta was founded in 1525, and it was the oldest surviving colonial city in Colombia.
On the way to the government office to procure a permit for Diane to go up into the Sierra Nevada, a National Park, Juan slowed the cab to point out the beautiful Museo Arqueologico Tayona, a former Spanish Colonial mansion. Three suntanned people emerged from the museum chattering excitedly. Diane watched them wistfully. How she envied their lives.
Permit obtained, they moved on to the market to pick up some light provisions. �The Mountain will provide the rest,� Olimpia said.
Driving away from the market�at Olimpia�s suggestion�Juan took a side trip past the Quinta de San Pedro Alejandrino, where Simon Bolivar spent his last days. He had died in Santa Marta.
Diane mused that she would rather not share that fate with the Great Liberator.
A stop at the Municipal de Police provided Diane, posing as Dr. Florencia, with a permit to visit the Ciudad Perdida, the �Lost City.�
At every stop, �Dr. Leona� was greeted with respect as well as affection. And being a colleague of Dr. Leona, Dr. Florencia�also a renowned archeologist�was accorded like treatment.
The only in-depth questioning regarded the bruise (by now quite purple) on her right jaw. After Diane explained it resulted from a fall on a boat, they bemoaned the fact that an accident had marred such a beautiful face. She wasn�t even required to produce identification for the permits issued in Dr. Florencia�s name.
As for �Dr. Leona�, who remained cool and composed throughout, she already had yearly passes.
Diane was surprised at her own calm demeanor while playing the imposter. Later, analyzing her attitude, she determined that since two of the most powerful men in the country were probably trying to track her down to kill her, being busted by local authorities for using an alias seemed almost laughable.
�One last stop,� Olimpia announced as they pulled up to a restaurant named Bellini�s. Olimpia and Juan jumped out, Diane looked on from the cab. Juan turned and spoke to Olimpia who threw her head back in laughter. Diane turned away; how could Olimpia be enjoying herself?
Ten minutes later Olimpia and Juan emerged from the restaurant. Juan carried two large Styrofoam containers to the taxi�s trunk. Olimpia slid into the backseat, looked over at Diane and said, �Pizza.�
�Pizza?�
�Yes, thirty frozen pizzas. I ordered them this morning.�
�What kind?�
�Does it matter?�
�If I�m going to eat fifteen pizzas, I�d better like them.�
�Chunky pepper and herb sauce topped with crumbled fried plantains.� Olimpia grinned. �When in South America�� But the grin faded quickly. �We may not get to eat them though.�
Diane scanned Olimpia�s features looking for an explanation, but none came.
Diane was tiring of this game. As she stared out the cab window, she saw her past unfold before her. Olimpia had played a prominent role in most aspects of it, from the selection of her schools all the way up to her job at BRI�and now, dealing with the fallout from it.
How she wished she could have seen into the future that day at the conservatory in Pittsburgh. She would have shoved Olimpia into the �adder�s mouth� orchid, crushing the thing that so maliciously arranged their introduction, and fled.
Olimpia leaned forward and instructed Juan to head back to the hotel. They needed to change into jungle attire and pick up their belongings. Then off to the airport and the wilderness.

Diane and Olimpia stowed their backpacks under two of the six seats in the passenger section of the helicopter. The engine whirred to a start.
They had the compartment to themselves except for the two Styrofoam containers strapped to the seats across from them. Diane looked over at the coolers and shook her head. She turned back to the window as the helicopter lifted off the ground with what seemed like a grunting effort and headed toward the mountain.
In spite of herself, Diane�s spirits rose with the aircraft. She was on a magic carpet flying up the lush Buritaka River Valley. Beneath her flowed every shape and shade of green in the universe. She settled back and listened to the beat of rotor blades stroking the air. The throbbing was curiously relaxing; it seemed to be resetting her biorhythm to jungle time.
How she loved the jungle. What an adventure this could be, if only�

The helicopter settled down into a hole in the dense greenery. Once below the jungle canopy, Diane could see they were landing in a clearing atop a ridge. From there, the ancient city was tiered downward into terraces connected by elaborate brick pathways supported by substantial stone walls.
From Olimpia and the pilot, Diane had learned that �The Lost City� was found in 1965 by quaqueros, grave robbers who plundered Indian tombs for antique gold jewelry, semi-precious stones and other artifacts, some dating back to 500 B.C.
An archeological base was set up there in 1976. The site was a sacred city of Kogi ancestors. Legend told of two more ancestral cities, still hidden in precipitous mountain valleys. In recent times the tribe complained loudly to the government about tourists overrunning the area. So now visitors to the city were restricted.
Diane and Olimpia stood amidst their gear and pizza in a whirlwind of dirt and dead leaves while they watched the helicopter depart. It would return for them in three weeks.
Diane inhaled a deep whiff of jungle bouquet. Mingled in the wet foliage was a strangely familiar smell she couldn�t immediately identify. She stepped over to the edge to study the vertical maze of staircases built by the ancient civilization, then turned back to express her amazement to Olimpia. But she was gone.
A quick scan located her at the opposite edge of the clearing. To Diane�s astonishment, two white-robed figures with dark shoulder-length hair rose toward Olimpia from below.
Diane jogged toward them to give Olimpia back-up if necessary. But reaching within ten feet of them, she was halted by sounds emanating from the threesome. Their tones were not like any language. They were more like a deaf person�s indistinct speech, but melodious and, in fact, the trio seemed to be in perfect communication with one another.
At that moment, Olimpia turned and invited Diane into the group.
�Diane, this is Oji and Baluna. They are Kogi. In addition to their tribal language, they can speak some Spanish.�
�Buenos tardes,� Diane, Oji and Baluna said in unison, bowing slightly. The men�s gentle manner put Diane at ease.
�They will bring pack mules to carry our things. And they have prepared a hut where we will spend the night,� Olimpia said.
The men took that as their cue. They raised their hands in a parting gesture and headed down one of the stone staircases.
Diane heard a neighing sound in the distance. Aha! That was the smell in the air. �Can that be horses?�
�They belong to some elite hunting club. The Kogi take turns descending the mountain to tend the horses. You will get to see them. Their stables are not too far from our lodging.�
Diane smirked at Olimpia and said, �About that hut: You said the Kogi have prepared it for us. They were expecting us? Did you phone them and make reservations this morning too?�
Olimpia laughed. �Hardly. But even if they had access to telephones, they would not need them. Just as they knew when the conquistadors were coming, they know when I will arrive; they are clairvoyant. Some of them practice telepathy also.�
Oji and Baluna returned with two mules and some ropes woven from liana vines. They tied the ropes to the coolers and slung them over one mule. The gear and other provisions were packed on the other animal. And off they went down and around the labyrinth of ancient stairways.

Their hut, called a kankurua, was a round thatched structure with a cone-shaped roof. Olimpia touched Diane�s arm to slow her entry. �Listen.�
At first Diane heard only the sound of loose thatch rubbing. But then from side vents in the apex came a sound, a chorus of whispers. The voices rose to a crescendo, then died, then rose again. Was it an architectural anomaly? Or had she entered the Kogi�s sanctum sanctorum? She looked at Olimpia for an explanation.
�We are in contact with a Kogi state of mind. An understanding of it can only come with time.�
Diane listened to the voices from aloft while she surveyed her surroundings, typical jungle accommodations: two hammocks covered with mosquito netting, a crude table that held one large and one small gourd, presumably the wash basin and water ladle and on the floor beside the table stood a wooden bucket with a flat stone lid, probably the toilet.
The floor was carpeted with a scattering of fresh leaves. Diane was pricked with a momentary longing for civilization, her customary reaction to the first night on a trek.
Diane and Olimpia shared some pizza with four Kogi tribesmen. The men baked it in a thousand-year-old stone open-flame oven that would have been coveted by any restaurant in the world. Diane found the meal and the company quite satisfying.
Two of the Kogi reported they had been sent to guide Diane and Olimpia up the secret pathways into their homelands aloft, a three-day trip. Everyone turned in early. The trek would begin at dawn.
Diane collapsed into her hammock and watched leafy shadows beyond the fire through the open doorway. Slowly, the whispers on high lulled her to sleep.

Diane was startled awake by gruff voices and quickly realized it wasn�t a dream. She sat up in her hammock and squinted toward the doorway. Dark figures passed between the hut and the fire in a confusion of motion. Beyond the fire, intermittent, strobe-like images flashed by: bearded men, ammunition belts, automatic weapons, Olimpia. What were they doing with Olimpia?
Diane had close calls before with banditos and guerillas, but always eluded capture. She glanced around in the darkness of the hut. But the hospitable Kogi had thought of everything but a back door.
Now Diane heard bawdy laughter. Then the voices moved away. Olimpia?
Diane untangled herself from the mosquito netting, jumped from the hammock and headed for the door. She saw figures fading from the yellow sphere of firelight into the jungle. She peeked around the doorway just as Olimpia approached.
�Hernando and his merry band of Guerillas,� Olimpia said. �They come frequently, searching for tourists they might kidnap for ransom. They settled for the pizza. They always do.�
�But they could have had us and the pizza,� Diane said.
�They learned their lesson about academics in the early 1990�s.� Olimpia told Diane about the simultaneous kidnapping of three archeologists from American universities and a U.S. researcher studying the Kogi for a secret government program that employed psychics. The government researcher escaped, but the academics were held captive for months.
The prisoners languished in the camp, eating all the provisions, digging holes everywhere. After six months with no payment in sight, the scientists were released. And the guerillas swore they would never again attempt doing business with the universities.
Diane said, �Did the Kogi tell you anything about the government researcher?�
�They were suspicious of him. They did not invite him to their village.�
�He could have been legitimate. Vincent had a friend who was involved in a secret program that was declassified in the middle nineties. It was called �Star Gate.� They employed psychics for remote viewing. It was used successfully to gain information in the Pan Am bombing over Lockerbie, Scotland and for pursuing some Middle East terrorists. Police in the U.S. still use remote viewing in some cases.�
Olimpia said, �The Kogi would not become involved in such a connection with the outside world. I have a special relationship with the tribe. Because of our exchange of plant knowledge, they consider me one of their natural resources. They are very protective of me�another reason we are safe from Hernando and his men.
Besides, if the guerillas captured me, who would bring them pizza?� She grinned.
They set out in the morning: two women, two Kogi guides, one goat-footed mule. They climbed down the ubiquitous stone stairs, around walls and up pathways. They stopped briefly at the �stables,� ancient caves carved into precipitous cliff faces.
Diane saw magnificent white horses grazing in aerial pastures�fenced-in stone outcroppings. There were twenty or thirty of them. They were powerful looking creatures; compact, wide-chested, relatively short legged. And when they pranced, their necks arched in a majestic curve, and their manes and tails of angel hair flowed behind them.
Wide-eyed, Diane approached Olimpia. �Where did they come from?�
�The Kogi say they were imported from Europe. They are Lipizzaner stallions, descended from the Andalusian horses of the Spanish conquistadors. You have probably heard of them. For centuries the Lipizzaner was considered the horse of royalty in Europe.�
�Their owners, are they from Santa Marta?�
�The Kogi will not talk about them�� Olimpia looked toward the waiting Kogi guides. �We should go.�
And so their assent began. First, a stone staircase took them up and up and up to the next plateau.
Looking back, Diane saw flashes of white horseflesh through the dense foliage. What an enchanted place: A jungle where guerillas ate gourmet pizza, huts whispered lullabies and clairvoyants tended unicorns that waited for their masters in thousand-year-old caves.
But who were these masters? And how often did they come?

� CHAPTER THIRTY SIX �

The guides pressed on mercilessly the first day. Climbing through three vegetation zones, they traversed ridges, descended into hidden valleys, slid behind waterfalls and ascended ancient stairways. Negotiating the rough terrain, Diane understood how the Kogi evaded any would-be conquerors over the centuries.
In early evening the group arrived at the first campsite, a wide ledge with a glimpse of the glittering sea thousands of feet below. The push had been worth it.
The Kogi rewarded their effort with flame-roasted venison and mangoes. After dinner, Diane and Olimpia sat by the fire sipping tea from wooden cups. Olimpia picked up a twig, slowly scratched a question mark in the ashes, then turned to Diane. �So� why the hasty departure?�
Diane looked down at the distant sea. After fleeing Carrera Island, she had thought of fabricating some tale of woe. But she came to realize that if Olimpia was in league with the Carreras, she already knew their side of the story. So she might as well tell her the rest. But where to start? How could she distill the nightmarish scene into meaningful language? Not the methodical inventory of facts she had laid out for the Coast Guard, but the description of her husband�s murder, as she saw it.
Then the video returned to her with wrenching clarity. And the words came to her in a torrent. She described the swift white monster diving, breaching, closer, closer, plunging toward its mark. Vincent�s fall. Splintering wood. The retreating stern with its muddled black letters spelling treachery.
�It was Aruba, not Cuba,� she cried. It was the MARIA V.�
Olimpia looked stunned. Her lips moved but nothing came out. Then, finally, she said, �With those weather conditions and at that distance, how can you be sure of what you saw on video?�
Diane bit her lip and stared straight ahead. Olimpia continued.
�Your theory that it was an intentional collision does not hold up. They would have had to track him down in the middle of the Gulf of Mexico. Even if they knew the point of his departure and his destination, how could it be possible to pinpoint his location?�
Diane wiped her eyes with the back of her hand and thought a moment. She remembered scores of people having access to Woodwind the month before the race. Electricians, riggers, electronics experts, mechanics all came and went freely.
Just before the race, ESPN installed the videocam. That day alone, there were at least ten people aboard the boat working on different systems. No one at BRI knew them. Anyone of them could have smuggled a transmitter on board. In addition, all the racers reported their latitude and longitude via single side band daily. That could have been intercepted.
Diane looked up at Olimpia with a steely squint. �I�m certain of what I saw. And yes, Woodwind could have been tracked electronically.�
�But why would they do it?� Olimpia asked.
Just then the Kogi shouted from their perch atop a nearby rock. They pointed to an Andean condor soaring overhead. �A sign,� they yelled.
�A sign of what?� Diane shouted back.
�An airing. A telling.�
They watched the condor dip and glide majestically then climb again.
Diane shifted her gaze from the bird to Olimpia and said, �How well acquainted are you with the Carreras?� Her voice held an edge.
Olimpia�s jaw tightened. She continued watching the condor. The ancient bird swooped down the cliff face displaying its far-reaching wings, its dark underbelly, its tucked talons.
Diane waited. She thought Olimpia suddenly appeared old, diminished. She was eleven years Diane�s senior, but always had a younger spirit than most adults. At that moment, however, Olimpia looked spent.
Finally, she turned. Diane saw pity in her eyes� Or was it self-pity?
�Where shall I begin?� Olimpia asked. �Everything that I am involves the Carreras.�
* * *
Twenty-three year old Olimpia Garza sat wedged among the supplies in the thirty-five foot dugout she shared with her maid, her bodyguards and her Indian guide. She strained her eyes to watch three work boats carry the Carrera�s dynamite around the broad river bend. Relieved the explosives had been sent on ahead, Olimpia settled back and marveled at her good fortune in joining the Carrera�s logging expedition.
Her uncle, Padre Garza, had not written her that Gabriel Carrera would be in Turbo. Remarkably enough, Gabriel was even handsomer than his society page photographs. The pictures Olimpia had seen were of a tall, lean young man with an attractive face. They did not show that his eyes were sometimes gray, sometimes green; or that they reflected a soul full of intelligence and mirth. The newspapers had no way of depicting his powerful presence, his ever-so-gentle touch. Olimpia shook her head to clear it. Madre de Dios! Contain yourself, Olimpia. Stop acting like a giddy schoolgirl. You traveled here to do research, not write poetry.
Olimpia focused her attention on the water up ahead. She had volunteered to help look out for snags or flotsam that could pass under the dugout and sheer the propeller or jam the outboard motor to one side. She felt fortunate that their route had remained clear during her silly musings.
Before dusk on the first two evenings, the canoes nudged into the river bank. The crews set up camps and prepared dinner. Olimpia and Gabriel were drawn to one another. They talked on into the night while the moon transformed the river into a silvery ribbon.
Olimpia told Gabriel of her secret desire to set up an international center for ethnobotany in Bogota some day. Then she asked him: �What is your dream? What do you want to look back on with pride when you are an old man?�
He was silent for a long moment, then he said: �In due course, I would like to use my position to help bring the nether regions of our country out of the dark ages.�
Olimpia wondered if it was a quiver or just fatigue she heard in his voice.
On the last evening before Olimpia and the Carreras were to go their separate ways, Eduardo and Gabriel pulled up to a settlement of thatched huts built off the ground on stilts. They signaled Olimpia�s helmsman to pull in beside them. Eduardo waved the rest of the fleet on to the logging camp, one kilometer up river.
Gabriel spoke to the villagers and arranged lodging for himself, Eduardo and Olimpia in dwellings that stood back off the riverfront. Gabriel and Eduardo�s bodyguards and Olimpia�s bodyguards and maid would sleep in hammocks underneath the huts.
Eduardo covertly rolled his eyes at Olimpia and Gabriel when the village headman invited them for a supper of fried toucan. Eduardo said, �Thank you, but I promised to eat with the crew.� And he headed for his boat.
Olimpia and Gabriel dined with the locals. The toucan was palatable once they got past the stringy blueness of the meat. Afterwards, they thanked their host, and Gabriel escorted Olimpia to her hut. He handed her a flashlight at the foot of the ladder and told her he would return. Olimpia climbed up to her room and turned on a bare light bulb hanging from the ceiling. The headman had promised to leave the electric generator running for a couple hours.
Ten minutes later, Gabriel rattled her ladder and called to her. Olimpia helped him bring up two palm mats, a kerosene lantern, two bottles of Carrera Vineyard wine, plastic cups and a battery-operated shortwave radio. Gabriel placed the radio on the table, tuned in a news station and spread the mats on the floor. Then he dug a deck of cards out of his pocket and challenged her to a game of gin rummy.
Olimpia had never played the game, but she enjoyed learning it. They sat cross-legged on the mats happily playing cards and sipping wine. The radio crackled in the background.
Olimpia said, �Short-wave radios make me feel even more remote from the world than we actually are out here in the wilderness. The radio waves come from way out there, from much much farther than the origin of the transmission.�
Gabriel laughed at her. �It is time to come back to earth. I am one card away from winning again.�
�Gin,� Olimpia said with an impish grin and laid down her cards.
Olimpia was on a run of beginners luck when the electric light went off. Gabriel conceded defeat, then stood up and lit the kerosene lantern on the table. The two of them became enveloped in a sphere of warm yellowish light.
Gabriel tuned the radio dial in and out of static, then grunted with satisfaction when he found a clear music broadcast from New York City. He danced a few steps with an invisible partner, then extended an arm to Olimpia in an invitation to join him. She reached up. Their hands touched, then clasped. A surge of sensations passed through Olimpia, bringing her to a state of near ecstasy. She slowly raised her head and saw in Gabriel�s eyes that he experienced it too. For a moment neither of them moved. They were suspended in a blissful realm of amber-glow and music. Then Gabriel drew Olimpia slowly, slowly up off the mat and toward him. Their bodies touched, then became galvanized.
Olimpia and Gabriel did not dance one step.

A downpour pelted the thatched roof awakening Olimpia from a deep sleep. She moved closer to Gabriel for warmth. He kissed the top of her head, told her it was inconceivable that he should find such love in the midst of that despicable jungle.
He said he would dissuade her from any notions of becoming a scientist. She would bear his children, he said, and when the time came, she would sit by his side at the head of Carrera Industries. He told her he would love her for three lifetimes, even longer.
To protect the locals� sensibilities, Gabriel descended from Olimpia�s hut while an early morning deluge provided a screen. But he returned shortly.
Breathless, he explained that Eduardo and his dugout had not returned from the crew camp, and someone had tampered with the starter on his boat. He feared the worst. He needed to borrow Olimpia�s boat. Immediately.
�I am coming with you,� she insisted.
Within ten minutes, Olimpia, her maid and the body guards were clambering aboard the dugout as Gabriel backed away from shore. They roared up river, slowing down at the logging camp just long enough to see the crew was gone. Then Gabriel headed the boat upstream toward the blasting site at full throttle.
Just as they reached the turn at the mouth of the tributary, a concussion of cataclysmic proportions jarred the earth, rolling the boat from side to side. Olimpia was transfixed by the chaos erupting around them: The river shot skyward in four-foot spikes. A blast of wind tore at the trees. Monkeys ran screaming, and birds took off in confused flight. An unmistakable rumbling sound followed.
Gabriel whipped the boat into a precarious U-turn and retreated down river. But despite the boat�s considerable speed, the thundering drew closer behind them. Glancing back, Olimpia gasped in disbelief. The river was roiled up in a fury of rampaging water and tumbling logs�now less then thirty meters from their stern.
* * *
The sun had dipped around the side of the Sierra Nevada de Santa Marta, but the distant sea still reflected its fire.
The Kogi laid out four sleeping bags. They would be needed at that elevation. Diane pulled a sweatshirt over her head and adjusted the sleeves. �More tea?� she asked Olimpia who distractedly held out her cup in response.
Diane poured, placed the tin pot on a warm rock, sat down and waited. There had been a paradigm shift in her relationship with Olimpia. After all the years of listening to tales of Diane�s successes and failures, her aspirations, her joys and her fears, Olimpia had finally pried opened a crack into her own life. And tonight they had become friends.
Diane realized she hadn�t just been listening to Olimpia�s story; she had been a participant. At times she had wanted to close her ears against it; it was all too voyeuristic, and in some odd way, incestuous. She was able to imagine Olimpia�s courtship and lovemaking with Gabriel in keen detail. She knew how Olimpia felt when he looked at her, when he touched her. She knew, only too well, the white-hot passion that ignited in that river hut.
Olimpia sipped tea and stared into the fire, then said in a flat voice, �We outran the logs, but we did not avert disaster.�
She told Diane about how she and Gabriel waited at the village, praying Eduardo would show up soon. Gabriel wrung his hands and paced saying he should have known Eduardo would do this; he had been begging Gabriel to let him take charge of the crew. Gabriel said he should have watched his brother more closely.
Now, Olimpia, voice trembling, turned to Diane, �I tried to defend Eduardo�s actions to Gabriel. That was the greatest mistake of my life.�
Olimpia explained to Gabriel that on the evening she met Eduardo, he had said how he admired his older brother, but felt smothered by his protectiveness. He said he had to prove himself to Gabriel. He encouraged Olimpia to accompany them up river. He said perhaps she could soften Gabriel�s view toward him. Olimpia thought joining the Carrera�s flotilla was a wonderful idea, an arrangement where everyone benefited.
It was then that two logging crew members, bruised and bleeding, dragged themselves into the village. They had just enough strength to recount their story to Gabriel and Olimpia.
Eduardo had lied to the crew. He told them Gabriel had placed him in charge. As the self-appointed leader, he chose to take the helm of the dugout carrying the detonators. For safety sake, Eduardo gave the dynamite boats a twenty-minute head-start, then motored slowly upstream against the fast-moving current.
The men had finished securing their boats near the levies when they saw Eduardo round the last bend in the river. He seemed to be wrestling with the tiller. His rudder must have hit a submerged tree limb; he couldn�t steer the boat. Then the throttle seemed to stick at the highest speed. He looked up and obviously saw that he and the detonators were charging headlong toward the three boats full of dynamite. Eduardo stood up and plunged into the rushing water.
The two men ran ahead of the explosion to the logging camp. But it had been set up on a low bank, and the water and logs destroyed it. The men then fled to higher ground. They saw no sign of Eduardo on their way to the village.
It was then that Gabriel turned on Olimpia in a murderous rage. He accused her of entering into a plot to dupe him. Then he congratulated her for her resounding success. �Do you realize what you have done?� he shouted over and over.
Now, Olimpia buried her face in her cupped palms and murmured barely loud enough for Diane to hear, �Gabriel left me there. I did not see him again for nine years.�
After several seconds, Olimpia raised her head. Her voice was calm. �I returned home. Sent my condolences when I read they had found Eduardo�s body. I came to Pennsylvania. Met you for the first time. Discovered I was pregnant. And I began another love story� I named him Eduardo Garza y Carrera.�

� CHAPTER THIRTY SEVEN �

With black hair and white robes streaming in the wind, five men poured off the mountain, shouldered the trekkers� gear, then proceeded antlike up a twisting pathway toward their village thirty meters aloft.

Hearing the chorus of whispers on high, Diane opened her eyes. She was looking at the thatched ceiling of a kankurua. It hadn�t been a dream; she was in the Kogi village and had spent a restless night in the hut reserved for Olimpia�s visits. She looked over at Olimpia�s bed. It was empty.
Diane rolled out of her hammock, stepped outside and gazed around in wonder. She was standing in a flat, open area just below the glaciers and far above the rain. Overhead, the great mountain sighed. The splendor of it all brought a lump to her throat. Her heart swelled in anticipation the day that lay ahead.
Last evening, Olimpia had introduced Diane to Yami the tribe�s shaman and high priestess who had promised Diane a tour of the Kogi lands this morning.
She bathed with the water provided in her gourd basin, then pulled on a sweat suit and headed toward the village common area. She and Yami had agreed to meet there after the shaman finished a training session with the young priestesses.
As Diane passed several round huts along the pathway, white-robed men and women poked their heads out of doorways. �Buenas, buenas,� they called to her.
Arriving in the lower village, she watched Yami line up several young women behind a flat-topped boulder that stood in the center of the common area. The large stone held a bouquet of dried thistles. One by one the girls approached the bouquet, reached for it timidly, then squealed when it pricked them.
After Yami dismissed the class, she greeted Diane warmly. �Come, let us walk.�
The high priestess stepped out energetically, white woven gown flowing against her willowy form. Diane fell in beside her. Yami answered Diane�s question before it formed on her lips.
�They are seeking their strong life force.�
�How do the thistles help?�
�The thistles are a test. When the young priestesses are able to approach them with courage, it means they have found the center of their power and reached into it. Then the thistles cannot harm them.�
They came to a narrow trail, and Yami led the way. After an hour-long walk they reached an open plateau. Yami stepped to the edge and pointed out the Kogi aerial farmlands terraced into the mountainsides below them. Then she held out her arms and turned clockwise, chanting the names of the peaks penetrating the heavens before them.
Lastly, she called out to the great glacial mountain that stood behind them, �Avistar.� The mountain inhaled.
Yami sat on a long, flat rock and reached into a deep pocket woven into her gown. She patted a spot beside her. �Come, I have brought food.�
They ate pan-fried bread made with manioc and sprinkled with tiny black seeds. Yami explained that the seeds were from the craoa, one of their ancestor plants that gave them vision.
They were silent for several minutes, watching the cloud forests floating in verdant valleys below.
Then Yami spoke: �My people have named you �the closed emerald one,�� she said.
Turning, Diane studied the shaman�s weathered but ageless face and smiled. �I like the emerald part.�
Yami explained: �They say your eyes are the color of the stones inside our mountains. But your mind blocks them from knowing who you are.�
Perplexed, Diane said, �I haven�t intentionally put up any mental barriers. I wouldn�t know how.�
�A thread is broken in the loom of your inner vision. This keeps your mind from weaving into ours. But soon you will conquer the fear and pain that have been your masters. Your strong life force will return, and you will become part of all things.�
�But how?�
�While you sleep, the mountain will bring your dreams into a closer weave; it is for this purpose Olimpia has brought you here.�
Diane pondered this silently.
Yami patted her hand. �The knowledge will come to you - like it did Olimpia years ago when she returned to us full with child.�
�She trekked up here pregnant?�
�That is why she returned here. She begged me not to turn her away. She said her family would send her to Europe; the baby would be given away.
�I helped her bring Eduardo into the world. He was the first emerald one. But, unlike your mind, his was open from the beginning. I raised him. Olimpia came often. And when he was six, she took him away with her.�
Diane turned to Yami. �It must have been painful for you to let him go.�
Yami stared at a distant mountain. �Except for his captive years, he has come to visit often. But even when he is gone, he is with me. Olimpia is the mother of his body, but his mind is always joined with mine.�
�Who held him captive?�
�They only captured his body. You must talk with that mother about it.�
Yami stood up and took Diane�s face between her hands. Her voice held a mystical tone. �The mountain divines that your eyes will become jewels of light that will bind you to the emerald fire within Eduardo.�
On the way back to the village, they stopped at Yami�s small, private plateau. She retrieved a white tribal gown from her hut and offered it to Diane. �I have woven this for you.�
�But when��
�Wear it at all times. The small holes are to let the weak force out. The larger ones let the strong force in. Food will be brought to your hut.
�Olimpia is staying with friends in a lower village; you will not be disturbed.� She placed her hand on Diane�s head as if anointing her. �Sleep often,� she murmured.
As Diane walked back to her hut alone, her gait became uncertain, her brain whirled and her vision fractured into impressionistic dabs. She blamed it on the altitude.
Passing by the thistles in the village center, she reached out to touch them, only to jerk her finger back in pain. She staggered uphill to the hut.

She would have known him anywhere. There were the scruffy cowboy boots of course, and when he turned his head to snatch the briefcase away, she glimpsed his profile and the angry set of his jaw.
Leonard Everly had his back to Diane and was scuffling with another man who was looking at her and mouthing the words �help me.�
She was startled to realize it was Harry Lee. But how did she recognize him? She�d never even seen his picture.
She stepped forward to help him just as he disappeared over the railing of the observation deck. Stunned at what she had witnessed, she backed into the shadow of the building to hide from the murderer. But when he turned around, he had become Gabriel Carrera, and he was pointing one of his father�s antique pistolas at some invisible foe off to her left. She turned and ran.
Reaching the door, she heard a voice behind her chanting Raymond Bellfort�s name. She glanced over her shoulder to see Bellfort lying facedown on the floor.
Diane made her way toward the cable car to escape the observation deck, but was blocked by a jostling crowd.
Her eyes fluttered open, and she realized Vari had been nudging her awake. He had brought more food.
She struggled out of her hammock and let the Kogi tribesman lead her outside to a small wooden table where she had been taking her meals. How many days had it been now? Her dreams had left her too exhausted to count. After a couple mouthfuls, she dragged herself back inside and fell into her hammock just as the mountain began to roar.
The wind and water grew fierce. She and Vincent clung to the damaged sailboat while they watched the large yacht motor away.
Suddenly, they saw someone fall overboard just as a rogue wave rose up and engulfed the white vessel. The yacht sank, bow first. The last they saw of it was the word written across its stern: �Enterprise.�
Vari appeared in a haze. Time to eat again. �Today, you must stay inside,� he warned. �The mountain is excited.�
Diane had no appetite. Listless, she sat at her makeshift table, watching dirt and thatch blow by the doorway, listening to the hut shiver and scrape in the wind.
Then she heard a bell ring.

Yami had summoned the priestesses forth; the warrior hunters were arriving out of moon phase. This had only happened once before in her lifetime. But she and her priestesses were prepared.
She circulated among them in the village common area and inspected their labors. Fruits, vegetables and bread were laid out in traditional patterns, then woven into baskets with lliana vines to keep the provisions from spilling on their journey down the steep mountain paths.
The priestesses had been taught all about the warrior hunters. Through the tribe�s collective consciousness, the young women traveled back centuries to recall the Spanish conquest. They learned how the warriors protected the tribe�s remote home from men who tried to bring weapons and metal implements to remove their gold and emeralds and weaken their mountains with greed and violence.
The priestesses also learned about the revolution that occurred just two hundred years ago and how, at that time, the Kogi had rewarded the warrior hunters for centuries of protection.
The tribe had looked through the mountains and the days and weeks ahead, then sent messengers to report future positions of the Spanish occupiers to the greatest warrior of all, Simon Bolivar, helping him secure the northern provinces and beyond.
The women were also told about the warrior hunters� visits every third full moon and how the Kogi maintained their hacienda and supplied them with food, nurturing the bonds that had been forged eons before.

The women stepped carefully down the mountain trail, chanting to forewarn wildlife of their approach. In keeping with a four-hundred year old secrecy pact, only the shaman and her priestesses were permitted to carry food to the hidden valley.
The cloud forest, home to a Kogi ancestral village that held the hunters� lodge, was forbidden to outsiders. Only one person had ever trespassed and lived.

Dazed, tripping on the ankle-length gown, she followed them at a distance down the precipitous mountain path. Yami�s red sash and the chanting voices were her beacons. Every turn in the trail presented new challenges. Sharp rocks, shifting soil and fallen trees conspired to slow her progress.
Once inside the cloud forest, the clamor of jungle noises and air drenched in mist obscured the voices and concealed the red sash.
She was lost.
Weary, Diane collapsed onto a soft mound of ferns. Just a short rest, she promised herself.
Aroused by the slow approach of hooves, she opened her eyes and looked up.
The rider sat astride his horse, watching her. Even in the dim light, she saw the crest on his shield and glint of his sword.
Heart racing, Diane groped for a vine and pulled herself to a sitting position. At that moment Huck appeared. He growled and barked and tried placing himself between her and the intruder. But some barrier prevented him from coming close.
Calmly, the horseman pulled something from behind his shield and tossed it into Diane�s lap. She rubbed her eyes with her cuff, then blinked. The jungle wavered in and out of focus. She looked up at the horse and rider�and froze in place.
Astride a magnificent white steed sat Carlos Carrera. His sword�a simple machete. His shield�a plain khaki shirt. He looked like a hunter. Was she the prey? They made eye contact and held it for a long moment. Then Carlos turned his horse and headed down the trail and out of sight.
Diane struggled back up the mountain. In mid-afternoon she found a sun-dappled stream where she drank greedily and bathed. Afterwards she climbed toward the village, eating wild jungle berries and wondering how long her mind had taken leave from the world.
At dusk she approached the tribal common area. She saw Olimpia conversing with a group of white-clad Kogi. When she spotted Diane, she sprinted toward her. �Where have you been? Are you okay?� Her voice was frantic.
�I�m not sure. I think I followed Yami, but I lost her. I don�t remember much else.�
Olimpia appeared flabbergasted. �I thought you would know better than to do such a thing. Yami is on a solemn tribal journey. To follow her is taboo.�
Diane smirked. �Right. Well, I can�t be held responsible for whatever I might have done�your friends drugged me.� She shook her head trying to clear it. �Powerful hallucinogen; what was it?�
Olimpia took Diane by the arm. Her voice held an urgent tone. �It was a necessary part of the healing ritual. Your spirit is free from external influences once again.�
Diane shook off Olimpia�s grasp. �It didn�t work. I feel rotten. I need some sleep.� She turned and stumbled away.
Passing the boulder at the center of the village, Diane reached out and grabbed a bunch of milk thistles from the bouquet. Then, astounded, she opened her hand and looked at the plants, crushed nearly to powder, in her palm. Not one spine had pricked her skin.
She trudged up to the hut. Hungry, but not trusting tribal food, she reached into her gown for the remainder of the bilberries she had harvested on the way up the mountain.
She retrieved the berries. Then, in the corner of the woven pocket, she felt something oblong and spiny. Puzzled, she gingerly wrapped her fingers around it and pulled it out. Opening her hand, she gaped at a four-inch spike of aloe.

� CHAPTER THIRTY EIGHT �

Today, the President for Life, Carabina, did not need to touch his gavel to the table to call the men to order; they had been sitting silently, staring at the wine cellar�s ancient walls since their arrival.
First, Espalda, the Record Keeper, stood and took roll. Then Carabina called on Novicio to give his special report, which outlined the Knights� efforts to halt the deforestation of millions of acres of rainforest. This unnatural disaster was being propagated by drug traffickers and peasants in their employ to provide fields for cultivating coca and poppy crops.
The President for Life did not, however, hear Novicio�s litany of successes and failures. His mind had moved on to the second point on the agenda�the real reason why this special meeting had been called.
Suddenly Carabina realized the cellars had gone silent. He looked up. The group was waiting.
With a wave of his hand, he signaled that Espalda should move on to the second point.
Espalda reported that after the unanimous vote at the last regular meeting, officials guilty of narcocorruption at every level of government were sent warnings. All had taken corrective action�except two of them. One had been dealt with. One remained.
The group voted to take further action.
Novicio jumped up and respectfully moved that he receive the Sword of Damocles, even knowing that it would go against convention.
Caballo stood to second the motion, but Carabina quickly rose to his feet and rapped the gnarled gavel on the table. �Our traditions will not be subverted by expediency,� he stated firmly.
Espalda bowed solemnly and placed the Sword of Damocles in Carabina�s hands.

� CHAPTER THIRTY NINE �

Diane peered through the small window hoping to spot a passerby and somehow signal that she was being held against her will, though she suspected there was a sentry posted outside to discourage any good Samaritans.
She slid back in her seat and pondered how foolhardy she had been. Or maybe it had been exhaustion that allowed her to drop her guard once she was off the mountain. After days spent doing nothing but eating and sleeping at the Kogi village, she had been physically de-conditioned, totally unprepared for the hurried trek from stratosphere to near sea level in five days�mostly on foot, but often on her butt in cascading mud.
The descent through hell began shortly after she had confronted Olimpia with the piece of aloe vera from her gown pocket�proof-positive that Carlos Carrera was not a hallucination. He had approached her in the cloud forest, mockingly tossed the aloe, then abandoned her to die in the jungle.
One glance at the spiny plant and Olimpia had launched into frenzied preparations to leave the mountain.
News of Diane�s encounter with the warrior hunter whipped the eminently placid Kogi into an extremely agitated state. The tribe lamented that the great mountain had become angry, and soon someone would die. In Yami�s absence, the Kogi made no effort to conceal their wish that Diane and Olimpia leave the village�immediately.
Their downhill trek was doomed from the outset. They were three days early for their return helicopter ride. But even if their descent had been timely, they had to circumvent the landing site in the �Lost City� where the hunters would be returning their horses and meeting their own helicopters. That forced Diane and Olimpia and their Kogi guides to take a more challenging route with several waist-deep whitewater crossings through the domain of the guerrilla. Unrelenting rain, water snakes and mudslides were mere annoyances compared to Diane�s fear of being taken by bandidos.
They spent the first night in an abandoned jungle hut with a sieve for a roof. Early on the second evening, they stopped at a cave hung with a million bats and crawling with scorpions. The cave was dry, however, and it provided a fitting environment for Olimpia to reveal the rest of her story.
She leaned wearily against a stone near the cave�s entrance and, accompanied by nocturnal voices from the wilderness, she began:
�I know you wonder why I have been lying about my identity in Santa Marta all these years. It is because I wanted to make sure I would not be tracked. I wanted to protect the Kogi and my son from people who might want to follow Olimpia Garza�pharmaceutical spies, my family and so forth.
�As for the hunters: For years I thought their visits to the mountain were random. I did not know their timetable, and I was ignorant as to their identities. But when my son turned eight years old, I learned those things in the most painful way imaginable.
�For his eighth birthday, I brought Eduardo to the Sierra Nevada de Santa Marta to visit his Tia Yami. The hunters rode into the high valley two days after we arrived at the Kogi village.
�Yami warned me to keep Eduardo close while she and the priestesses descended to the cloud forest for three days. I did not take heed, and when I awoke the second morning, Eduardo had gone in search of his Tia.
�Yami returned from the high valley to report that hunters had taken Eduardo. She said that I should return home and they would get in touch with me. They warned her that I should not contact the authorities. She told me I must heed the hunters more closely than I had heeded her. My life and Eduardo�s were at stake.
�After a month in hell waiting for the kidnappers� demands, I was stunned to hear Carlos Carrera�s voice on the other end of my telephone saying that he had my son. I had never met the man. I only knew him by media reports of his wealth.
�Carlos had encountered my son on the trail, much the same as he did you, Diane. But when he looked at Eduardo, he saw the face of his dead son�green eyes, cowlick and all. Immediately, Carlos knew Eduardo was his grandson. And his lineage was confirmed when he asked Eduardo his name.
�Of course he was not interested in a ransom. He assured me he was not punishing me; he did not hold me responsible for the death of his son years ago. But he wanted to keep Eduardo with him for awhile.
�Dumbstruck, I listened while Carlos reported on Eduardo�s activities as if he were merely away at summer camp. He ended the conversation by telling me that my son was enjoying himself at his ancestral home, but now he would like to see his mother. �A boy needs to connect with his heritage, but he also needs his mother,� he said.
�In order to see my son, I had to visit him at the Carrera mansion. Eduardo was content there. He sensed that we would both be safer if he stayed connected to his grandfather. At first I feared he had been brainwashed. But then I remembered that he was bred in the wilderness and had trained for the Kogi priesthood; he saw things that most did not. I agreed with the living arrangement.�
Olimpia took a weary breath, then went on: �Two years later, I was visiting with Eduardo when Carlos invited me into his study. He told me that Eduardo had learned what was expected of him as a Carrera. So now he could come to live with his mother. But first, he said, a deal must be struck.
�He then informed me that Gabriel refused to recognize Eduardo as his son legally. It was not that he felt threatened that he would lose his inheritance to Eduardo. Gabriel has his own money�outside of Carrera Industries.
�With a sizable inheritance from his mother�and it is rumored there were other sources also�Gabriel started an investment fund that has made him quite wealthy in his own right.
�No, it was not about money. The reason Gabriel would not recognize his son was because he still harbored ill-will toward me. Carlos said that Gabriel was not a forgiving man.
�Therefore, he, Carlos Carrera, wished to adopt Eduardo to legitimize his claim to the Carrera empire. He also wanted my vow of silence regarding his secret hunting camp on the mountain and the circumstances of Eduardo�s conception. I pledged my life and that of my son. What choice did I have?
�After we shook hands, Carlos presented me with a mansion in Bogota and the villa on Aruba that he had purchased for Eduardo and me.
�From that day forward, I would live in safety and luxury. But the Carreras owned me and, more so, my son�despite my efforts to pull his affections away from them.
�Never believe you can turn one Carrera against the other. No matter the contention between them; Carlos, Gabriel and Eduardo are inextricably bound together by their polypeptide chains. DNA is the strongest bond in the universe�but particularly here in Latin America.
�So, you see, when Gabriel requested that I move to the States to set up the ethnobotany program at BRI or else find him another botanist, it was actually a command. Giving him your name seemed like the perfect answer back then.
�That day I phoned you from Houston, I had been to the Texas Medical Center there�nothing serious, just some tests�and I stopped by BRI for a tour. I found the physical set up quite nice. But the building had a malevolent aura.
�I knew BRI had contacted you, so I called you to warn you off of them. But you did not answer. Then later at a meeting with Gabriel, he told me that after vetting your credentials, he decided that he had to have you at BRI. I told him I would try to influence your decision. But of course I was lying. I had no intention of intervening for him. After that I spent a lot of time praying that you would not accept the position.�
Olimpia walked over, sat on a rock beside Diane and looked her in the eye. �Through my relationship with the Kogi, I have developed a deep sense about people and places. For example, I have known of your distrust and fear of me since your phone call when you were fleeing Carrera Island�
Diane reached over and touched her friend�s arm. �Olimpia, I am so sorry��
�No need to apologize. In fact, you should have been wary of me years sooner. You were still a child when you became the subject of my ill-thought-out experiment with mind-bending tree lichen. As a result, you bonded to me like a duckling to its mother. I had to be very careful not to plant the wrong ideas into your suggestible mind. But now Yami has freed you from any influence I might have had over you. Your future is your own.�
Then she added in a quivering voice: �I was certain that the hunters were not due for another month, or I never would have brought you here. I am so sorry. I have made things worse and worse for you.�
She gripped Diane�s hand as if to underscore her next words. �The hunting club is much more than it seems. They kill to guard their identity. My vow of silence and Eduardo as my collateral are the only reasons I am still alive. I am quite concerned for your safety though.�

The clanking of the metal stairs outside startled Diane from her thoughts. She glimpsed out the small window, then turned toward the door. Had the �Padrone� arrived?
Two of his bearded henchmen had grabbed her in a small village in the foothills where she and Olimpia had stopped earlier that morning to clean up at a barrel of rainwater after they had parted ways with their Kogi guides.
The men pulled up in a red 1960�s Chevy truck, snatched her from amidst a group of curious children, and forced her into the cab, wedged between them. As the truck skidded onto the muddy road, Diane could hear Olimpia screaming after them.
Diane�s greatest fear had materialized. Overwhelmed with terror, her mind clicked through the possibilities ahead: a forced jungle march, months (maybe years) as a hostage, torture, rape, childbearing in the wilderness, death by various, horrible means.
Assuming she knew no Spanish, the man on the passenger side, the friendlier of the two, attempted to calm her with a few words of English: �City. Safe. Food.�
Then the driver spoke to the other man in Spanish. �You want to pull off the road and have a piece of those juicy loins?�
The other, who seemed to be in charge, replied: �The Padrone would have your cajones; he ordered fresh meat.�
Once they arrived at their destination, she was turned over to two less-brutish men who provided her with a clean shirt and shorts and permitted her the use of the small bathroom. Then she had been served a light lunch and ordered to stay put.
Now, after being held prisoner for two hours, she heard footsteps on the metal stairs. Then the door swung open and he entered.
�Diana,� Gabriel said softly as he moved down the aisle of his plane, parked on the tarmac at Santa Marta�s Simon Bolivar Airport.
Diane struggled to control conflicting emotions as Gabriel moved toward her. But when she lifted her head to look him in the eye, her hatred surfaced unchallenged.
He sat down across from her and leaned forward.
Diane shot him a cold stare. �Why am I being held prisoner here?�
Gabriel�s voice was gentle, dismayed, hurt. �I have been worried. I have searched the earth and the heavens for you since that night.�
Diane responded in an icy tone: �Hey, I thought we had fun too. But I�m surprised a man with your experience would take a one night stand so seriously.�
Gabriel winced, and she enjoyed it.
She pressed her advantage. �Why didn�t you have your thugs grab me on the mountain after your father saw me? It would have been easier to dispose of me there.�
At first Gabriel looked puzzled. Then understanding dawned. He smiled indulgently. �You have apparently encountered the �knights errant� on your mountain trek. You have nothing to fear from them. They are just misguided romantics who live their lives in seventeenth century fiction. Years ago, I chose not to participate in the quarterly fantasias of The Knights of New Granada� Diana, why did you run from the island? Why are you angry at me?�
Diane stared at him with contempt. In his arrogance, he thought himself capable of the perfect crime. It was time to disabuse him of that notion. She experienced a sudden calm�perhaps like a suicide bomber just before he sets off the explosive, she thought. Her voice went flat. �I know you were involved in Vincent�s murder.�
At first, Gabriel�s eyes widened in utter surprise. Then they began to dance as if to celebrate the discovery of such a trivial problem. His lips quivered on the verge of laughter. �But that is absurd,� he managed to blurt out. �Vincent was my friend. We emailed and spoke on the phone often. He knew I had controlling ownership of BRI; he was disturbed about some irregularities��
�I saw the video. I watched the MARIA V flee after intentionally crippling Woodwind. I�m sure your elderly father could not have been aboard the boat in that horrible weather. It had to be you. As for your missing former boat captain�Jaime? I have reason to believe you threw him overboard.�
Gabriel stood and walked slowly toward the front of the airplane. He stopped, leaned on a high seatback and cupped his forehead in his hand.
After a few minutes, Diane heard him take a deep breath and exhale in resignation. He returned to her, his brow wrinkled, his eyes pained. �We will settle this at a later time. Meanwhile, I will have my pilot take you wherever you want to go.�
With that Gabriel walked away. But then he turned and slowly, pensively retraced his steps to her side.
He reached toward her. She froze.
With a feathery touch, he brushed the bruise still visible on her jaw, then smoothed some stray hairs behind her ear. In a choked voice he said: ��Thou art too dear for my possessing.��
He turned away and stepped quickly to the door.

� CHAPTER FORTY �

Maxine sounded glad to hear Diane�s voice on the phone. �Huck sure will be happy to see you. Where�re you calling from?�
�The plane�Gabriel�s plane. We should be landing soon.�
�Cool! It�s nice to know jet-setters. But Gabriel will be disappointed when he gets here; Raymond�s not back from Australia yet.�
�Gabriel Carerra�s not with me; he had his pilot bring me back.�
�You have the whole plane to yourself? Way cool.�
Diane glanced around at the upholstery adorned with gold brocade figures of Colombia�s ancient Chibchan tribesmen. The seats were empty, but she did not feel she had the cabin to herself.
For the entire flight, she had been struggling to blot out Gabriel�s indelible presence, to erase his touch from her cheek, to eradicate her appreciation of his kindness at letting her go.
But why did he release her? And why did he provide her with the means of escape? That�s assuming the plane�s actual touchdown will be in Houston, rather than some secret lair in the Bahamas.
The only answer that made sense was: Gabriel knew the video was no longer a threat. In which case, he knew it had been stolen. That�s it! He was the one who ordered the theft of the camcorder. Without that video, there was no proof of Gabriel�s involvement in Vincent�s death. That�s what the break-in was all about�to steal the video; the rest was just a ruse.
�Diane?�
�Yeah� um� When do you expect Bellfort to return?�
�I talked to him two days ago. He said the fishing�s good, so he won�t be back for at least another week.�
Diane felt a rush of relief. Not knowing whether Bellfort was involved with Gabriel in Vincent�s death, she was concerned for her safety while she was in Texas.
Whether or not she took the job in Maine, she was moving back up North. She had planned to ask Sara Solomon for protection while she packed up her house and office. But that wouldn�t be necessary now. She�d hire professional packers who would store her things until she established a new address. She�d be gone before Bellfort returned.
Maxine was still talking on the other end of the line: �I haven�t been able to find any of the stuff you asked about on Raymond�s computer. Maybe I�m looking in the wrong places.�
�Thanks for the effort anyway.�
�I wish you�d call David. He keeps bugging me about whether I�ve heard from you. I told him you couldn�t very well call from the jungle. He�ll be glad you�re back.�
�I�ll phone him later� I�ll stop by and pick up Huck on my way from the airport. Thank you so much for babysitting.�
�No problem. See you later� Wait! Are you still there?�
�I�m here.�
�I almost forgot to tell you. Harry Lee�s uncle Hu Lee phoned here looking for you three times in the past two weeks. He said he�s coming to a banking conference in Dallas. He wants to fly down to Houston and meet with you. He said he�ll call when he gets to the States.�

Diane sat staring at the monitor while her computer booted up. It was 10 p.m. and she hadn�t located Olimpia yet. But she�d send an email and keep trying to phone her until she knew she was safe. Was it just fourteen hours since the two of them stumbled out of the jungle into that small Colombian village?
Now, here she sat, freshly showered, with Huck happily piling his favorite toys at her feet. But she couldn�t share his homecoming joy. This was no longer home to her.
Suddenly, the background picture of Vincent aboard Woodwind filled her computer screen, jarring her out of her reverie.
She leaned forward and studied his image, then spoke to him: �It haunts me that my selfish career focus might have contributed to your death. I have to leave here for my safety and my sanity. It�s time I moved on. But I promise you I�ll avenge your murder, and I�ll find Peruvase.� She kissed her fingertips, touched the screen, then forced herself to click onto her emails.
While the computer searched for her mail, she reached down and scratched Huck�s ear. Then, glancing up at the screen, she blinked and jerked her head back in shock.
The most recent email was titled: �Important. Please Open Immediately.� It had been sent that day�by Gabriel Carrera.
Driven by an impulse to delete the message, Diane reached for the mouse.

� CHAPTER FORTY ONE �

Gabriel stood in front of his father�s massive desk feeling like a child about to be scolded. He ran his finger along the rosewood grip of an antique dueling pistol lying on the desktop while waiting for Carlos to finish his phone call. It occurred to him that Carlos Carrera was the only man he had ever known who could throw down the gauntlet, then casually answer the telephone.
As Gabriel traced the inlaid cruz latina on the pistol handle and the golden gazelles representing the Carrera name on the trigger guard, he remembered the exact moment in his youth when he realized the dueling pistols meant his family had the social position to take the life of another with impunity. Now he wondered if the weapons also gave the Carreras the right to take each others� lives.
Gabriel sank into a chair. The burdens of the past twenty hours were taking their toll. Yesterday afternoon the woman he revered had called him a murderer. And in doing so, she had led him to painful insights regarding the real murderer�s identity and motives.
Then this morning his father had challenged him to �a duel to the death.� In Gabriel�s state of desolation, his response had been: �Why a duel? Just shoot me.�
Carlos replaced the phone in the receiver and turned to face his son once more.
Gesturing toward the pistols, Gabriel said in exasperation, �Surely you jest about all this.�
Carlos leaned forward. His words were measured. �You have been given special consideration for my sake. But for two years you have shown only disdain for the warnings.�
�Not so. I have detailed my ten-year plan to your lieutenants.�
Carlos slammed his fist on the desk. His eyes narrowed. His nostrils flared. �It is a mockery of all that is right and good.�
Gabriel answered slowly through clenched teeth. �It is just common sense to convert assets from our most powerful resource into legitimate businesses. Then, in ten years, our country will no longer need to produce cocaine.�
Carlos stood up from his desk chair and jabbed his finger in the air to emphasize his words. �What the rest of the world calls money laundering, you refer to as asset conversion? It grieves me that I have sent you to the finest schools in the U.S., and what have you learned? You have become expert at putting spin on your words as well as your actions.�
Gabriel picked up one of the dueling pistols and waved it in the air. �I did not have to leave your house to learn about Machiavellianism. When I was quite young, you exposed me to your �Knights� and their trials in absentia and their imagined mandate to murder.�
He aimed the pistol at Carlos. �You call the use of this barbaric anachronism honorable? Does its expensive ornamentation and ritualized violence exalt it above the level of the street gun?
Carlos collapsed back into his chair. His voice was barely above a whisper now. �In some situations, the courts are impractical tools.�
Gabriel smirked, still brandishing the pistol. �Judicium Dei�the last man standing assumes his victory represents divine favor. Is that it? You want vindication before God? If it were otherwise, you would have hired an assassin.�
Carlos closed his eyes. �I gave you life. Only I have the right to take it away.�
Gabriel smirked. �How noble.�
Carlos placed his elbows on the desktop and pressed his forehead against his folded hands. The two men sat in silence for several seconds. Then Gabriel spoke.
�Father.�
Carlos flinched. He had not heard that word from Gabriel�s lips in decades. Gabriel saw the effect it had. He continued.
�Your Carabina days were over years ago. I have inherited your accuracy and your speed with the pistol, you know that.�
Carlos raised tormented eyes to his son. �It is too late. It has been done. If I do not honor the pledge I have made, they will kill us both. Another, then another will take up the sword until it is accomplished. If you are the victor, your only recourse will be to leave the country, find a place where you can hide from them�if such a place exists.�
Gabriel shook his head slowly. �There will be no winner here.� He stood up to leave. �I need two days to put some matters in order.�

� CHAPTER FORTY TWO �

It rained off and on the next morning; the darkened sky shrouded the earth in a perpetual dusk. Between downpours, Diane donned her wind-breaker and walked Huck. She greeted the neighbors and inhaled the mingled scents of wet gumbo soil, brackish lake water and pine, triggering an unexpected feeling of impending loss.
To Huck�s delight, she walked the entire lake road, avoiding the house and her �To Do� list for as long as possible. But no matter how far she roamed, she couldn�t dodge the awareness of Gabriel�s message locked in her computer�s memory. The unopened email pulsed unrelentingly in the back of her brain.
Returning to the house, she picked up a phone message from Olimpia who was ecstatic that she was okay. She said all was well with her, and she�d call back later that day.
Even with her profound relief that Olimpia was safe, Diane�s mood matched the gloom outside. It was hard to concentrate on the matters at hand�like arranging for the packers and the sale of the house and her car.
But once the phone calls were made, she felt the weight of her possessions falling away, allowing her to focus forward. Tomorrow, she�d clean out her office at BRI. Then there would be only Huck and the Suburban, and the trip back to the Northeast.
David showed up in late morning with a bag of warm kolaches, one of Diane�s addictions since moving south. She made coffee.
They sat at the kitchen counter with the rain drumming on the back deck. Diane told David about an email she had opened from Tung Chen the night before. In doing a new search for Peruvase using the name TekTranz in the parameters, Tung�s people had found Vincent�s drug. It was bought by a Taiwanese pharmaceutical company with a large U.S. affiliate. The drug had been shelved. Tung was going to do a closer investigation.
Diane moved on, telling him about her trip to the Caribbean.
David listened with furrowed brow. Then she told him she was leaving Texas. He began to object. But then he thought better of it. �I�d just be whistlin� past the graveyard if I said things would turn out alright here,� he said. Somberly, he offered to help expedite her departure.
On his way out, David suggested that she call Sara Solomon. �There have been some developments,� he said.
Diane saw David off, agreeing to meet him at BRI the next day, Sunday.
She returned to the kitchen, unplugged her cell phone from its charger and tapped in Sara Solomon�s number.
Sara answered on the first ring. �Hey, Diane. Good to have you back. How was your trip?
Diane gave her the condensed version she had given David, again leaving out any mention of the Knights of New Granada, the Kogi and her dalliance in the storm with Gabriel.
Sara was amazed by Diane�s assertion that Gabriel Carrera had been responsible for Vincent�s death. She said that she was at a loss to pinpoint a motive. She offered her condolences to Diane then moved on to the business at hand.
�A lot�s been happening here. The authorities are holding Leonard Everly for questioning in connection with the murder of Dr. Harry Lee. We�ve been unable to find Everly�s passport, but we�ve checked with the immigration authorities and they confirmed that he entered Hong Kong the day that Harry Lee was killed and left the next morning.�
Sara went on to report that the dog hairs found on Harry Lee�s jacket matched the ones from Diane�s lint brush.
In the phone call Diane had made to Sara from Olimpia�s house in Aruba, she recounted her conversation with Maxine about Everly�s presence in Asia at the time Dr. Lee was killed. Also, she had told her about the lint brush in a plastic bag hidden inside the piano. The brush contained the hairs from Everly�s dog, Hunter. Remembering the newspaper report of dog hairs on Harry Lee�s body, she had carefully brushed them from her slacks after returning from his ranch.
Now, she listened in numbed silence while the CIA agent went on.
Sara related that she had come to the treehouse and taken the brush as per Diane�s suggestion, but also she had snapped some photos of the writing on the cupola wallpaper. �The code-breakers wanted to know the exact placement of the numbers in relationship to each other,� she said.
It turned out that some of the numbers were GPS coordinates for offshore banks in Bermuda and Singapore. And two groupings were numbers for bank accounts belonging to Raymond Bellfort and Leonard Everly.
The rest of them were telescope settings, mostly for star gazing. But some were compass headings; one of them pointed from the treehouse to Raymond Bellfort�s lakeside home. Harry Lee was spying on Raymond Bellfort.
Sara said, �He had apparently hacked into BRI�s computers and/or Bellfort�s home computer to get the banking information.�
She added, �He was one smart fella, and clever too. He knew the next occupant in the treehouse would be a scientist�someone who wouldn�t rest until he or she solved the puzzle of the handwriting on the wall.�
Sara theorized that Harry Lee�s project at BRI was not quite finished when, through his spying, he discovered Bellfort was going to sell it out from under him. So he planned to move on and take his technology with him. But he wanted the next treehouse resident to find his evidence, build on it, then expose whatever Bellfort and Everly were up to.
Sara went on: �We did a retrograde search to find out who had been wire transferring large amounts of cash into those accounts. Bellfort and Everly frequently received identical deposits on the same dates.�
Diane knew she shouldn�t have been surprised when Sara informed her that the depositor was TekTranz out of Germany. But somehow that bit of information sent her into emotional overload. She sank onto a kitchen stool, leaned on the bar and propped her head in her hand.
She was now certain that Vincent�s death was linked to all of it, even though there was still a disconnect between Harry Lee�s death, Everly and Bellfort embezzling from BRI and Gabriel murdering Vincent. She wouldn�t rest until the motives were clear and everyone responsible had been exposed.
Diane forced her focus back to the telephone and Sara�s voice.
�Leonard Everly denied ever meeting Dr. Harry Lee when he was in Asia. But then we hit him with proof of the matching dog hairs�we neglected to tell him that the hairs were tangled in the Velcro in Dr. Lee�s jacket, along with some sweater fibers.
�In light of the evidence, of course Everly changed his story. He said that Harry Lee was peddling his technology in Hong Kong and had contacted him. He said that he and Dr. Harry Lee had never met before, but Harry had heard some good things about his marketing abilities at BRI. He told us that Dr. Lee was adamant that Raymond Bellfort was not to know of their meeting. Everly agreed to keep it confidential and flew over to Hong Kong to see him after completing his BRI business in Taipei.
�Everly said he met Dr. Lee at a wine bar in the SOHO district of Hong Kong. He insisted that shaking Dr. Lee�s hand and sliding onto a barstool beside him explains the dog hairs on Harry Lee�s jacket.
�He said that over a couple glasses of wine they discussed the possibility of finding a buyer for Harry�s technology and what his commission would be. But no deal had been struck yet.
�According to Leonard Everly, at 7 p.m. Harry Lee said he had to leave for a dinner engagement. He gave Everly his business card and they parted amicably outside the bar. That was the night Dr. Lee was killed.�
�By the way,� Sara added, �Leonard Everly�s arrest has been kept under wraps while the various authorities investigate further. They�re trying to connect the dots between Everly�s probable embezzlement from BRI and Harry Lee�s murder.
Sara added, �Considering the technology involved, we suspect this goes way beyond one man�s greed. So keep it to yourself. David Crowley�s group knows, of course. But the authorities want to question Bellfort before Everly�s arrest becomes common knowledge.
�Speaking of your illustrious boss, he�s been gone quite awhile. It makes me wonder whether he�s vacationing or hiding out.�

Outside the treehouse, the rain came down in torrents. A rental SUV cruised by, barely making a splash. The driver stopped near the boat ramp, backed into a parking space and cut the engine. Then he lit up a cigarette and watched.

� CHAPTER FORTY THREE �

�It all began along the Silk Road, which I�m sure you know was the ancient trade route between China and the Mediterranean. Travelers and merchants needed rest stops, so tea houses began springing up. Over several centuries, various snacks were added to teahouse fare, giving birth to the tradition of dim sum.�
At that moment a waiter wheeled a cart of bamboo steamers up to the table, interrupting Mr. Lee�s discourse.
While Hu Lee discussed the selections with the waiter, Diane sipped her green tea and scrutinized the man who had taken a one-hour flight from Dallas to see her. He had phoned last evening and they agreed to have brunch. Dim sum had been his preference.
He landed at Hobby Airport at 10:30 in the rain. She picked him up and drove to the restaurant on Houston�s Southwest side.
Hu Lee was a handsome man, probably in his middle fifties. He had grown up in Hong Kong, but was schooled in the U.K. His accent was a cultured blend of Chinese and British.
His khaki slacks, boating shoes and rolled shirtsleeves signaled he was not always the buttoned down banker his voice suggested over the telephone. Also, there was that lock of black hair that dangled rakishly over his forehead; he obviously didn�t feel compelled to smooth it back.
Finally, the waiter and his cart rattled toward the next table. Hu Lee picked up his chopsticks. �Allow me,� he said.
He served an assortment of dumplings, steamed buns and deep-fried spring rolls from the lazy susan in the center of the table onto Diane�s plate.
The restaurant was packed with parties of six or eight people around each table. The atmosphere was a potpourri of smells and sounds. Patrons shouted orders, trays clattered and dishes clinked in celebration of Sunday brunch.
Diane and Mr. Lee had a round table for six to themselves. They sat in chairs next to each other in order to carry on a conversation. So far they had only discussed the weather, Tung Chen and his father and dim sum.
Each time Diane turned his way to make a comment, she saw Hu Lee�s eyes assessing her. It was not the look of a man who was checking out a woman, appreciating her assets, noting her flaws. It was more of an intense animal watchfulness�almost as if he was gauging whether or not he could trust her with his life.
Originally, she had asked Tung Chen and his father to intercede with Mr. Lee on her behalf, hoping that Harry Lee had given his uncle information about BRI that might inform her Peruvase search. But now it was obvious Hu Lee had his own agenda.
She wanted to shout out: �What�s this about? Surely they have dim sum restaurants in Dallas�or for that matter, in Hong Kong. What are you doing here?� But she continued quietly wrestling with her chop sticks, biding her time.
Finally he said: �Do you know anyone named Leo?�
�No� Why?�
Mr. Lee laid his chop sticks across his plate, placed his napkin on the table and turned to her. And under cover of the dim sum commotion, he told her the story he had been too frightened to tell the Hong Kong authorities or the CIA.
Hu Lee�s nephew Harry, upon hearing rumors in the science community about technologies that came out of BRI and disappeared, began spying on Raymond Bellfort. He hacked into Bellfort�s computers and even watched his house through his telescope.
Harry Lee was deaf as a child, but had corrective surgery in his teens. In the intervening years, he had developed an exceptional ability to read lips.
While working at Bayside Research, he would spend entire evenings watching through his telescope when Bellfort entertained people on his patio. That�s where he saw the man that Bellfort called �Leo.�
Leo and Bellfort were planning to sell off Harry�s technology before it was completed, then fire him. They talked about it sparking a lot of interest in the Middle East�the potential buyers did not want to see such a powerful biometric device used internationally.
At that point in Hu Lee�s story, Diane interrupted. �I�m so sorry, but drinking all this tea� I have to run to the lady�s room.�
Hu Lee was a gentleman. He jumped up and helped pull back her chair. �Of course, of course,� he said.
After locking herself in a bathroom stall, Diane took deep breaths and ran her fingers through her hair. Why was Hu Lee sharing this information with her? She pondered what to do.
Mr. Lee�s second mention of �Leo� had conjured up the image of wooden cross boards identifying Dr. Leo�s Serengeti Ranch. Leonard Everly was Leo.
Everly, most likely under an assumed name, had connected with Harry Lee online, found a Middle Eastern buyer for his technology, then traveled to Hong Kong. He intended to bilk Raymond Bellfort and BRI out of their share in the technology that Bayside Research had funded�once a cheat, always a cheat.
But Harry Lee had recognized Everly, and Everly knew it. Poor Harry. His lip-reading ability had cost him his life.
However, Diane was not free to discuss Everly with Hu Lee. For the time being, she was sworn to secrecy with both the �Lab Rats� and the CIA.
Back at the table, with a fresh pot of green tea and mango tarts in front of them, Hu Lee continued his narrative:
Unbeknownst to Raymond Bellfort, Harry Lee, on his own time, had been developing an improved, slightly different biometric device, more compact, more user-friendly. But when he left BRI, he also took the old technology with him. He wanted to deny Bellfort the ability to profit from his life�s work by peddling it to terrorists who would destroy it.
Harry looked for funding online. He drew some interest, and chose to work with a company out of California named �Ridge Laboratory.� Ridge differed from the rest in that they expressed an interest in Harry�s abilities, as well as his technology.
Most of the preliminaries were done over the telephone or online. Then they sent a representative to Hong Kong to meet with Harry.
After Harry�s murder, Hu Lee�s investigation uncovered the fact that the research company, �Ridge Laboratory,� was nonexistent.
Hu Lee looked down at the table; his voice became husky. �Harry spent his last day with my wife and me. We drank tea and watched the sunset from the living room. Then, at eight o�clock, I drove him to The Peak to meet his killer.�
He turned back to Diane and watched her closely as he spoke. �The technology that Harry took with him that day was the old device�the one he knew could not be completed without his input. He was giving it to them as a trial to test their trustworthiness.
�I have the new technology in a safe place, waiting for the proper venue to build it. But there are evil people out there who won�t want to see it come to fruition. Its development will be a very dangerous undertaking.�

� CHAPTER FORTY FOUR �

Diane sat in her BRI office downloading files onto her computer from the server. She�d finish this last task, then end her relationship with Bayside Research Inc.
Huck, acting as a foot warmer, lay curled under her desk. It seemed he needed physical contact with her almost constantly since her return from South America.
She glanced at her watch; it was 7 p.m. Her monitor told her she had fourteen minutes until the download was complete. David should be there in another half hour to help carry her things to the car. Then he was taking her out to dinner.
She tapped her pen impatiently on her desktop. Huck raised his head and growled. She reassured him: �It�s only me. See.� She tapped her pen again as proof. But Huck crawled out from under the desk and went on point, his nose aimed toward the door.
She reached over and patted him. �That�s why the office door is closed. You�d be chasing every creak and groan this old building makes.� Huck sat down beside her, but kept a wary eye on the exit.
Diane turned and looked out the window at the darkened bay. She watched the blinking light on the channel�s farewell buoy and felt saddened.
Huck growled again. She felt for a velvety ear and scratched behind it. �We�ll be finished here soon.�
Just then her computer beeped. She looked up and saw Access to Source Document Terminated written across the screen.
�Rats!� It appeared the server was down�again. It was too late in the evening to call the IT service. Maybe it was something she could handle on her own. Once before, she had watched the IT technician simply press a reset button.
She stood up to go to the electronics room. But Huck jumped ahead of her. Growling, he lunged at her office door. �What�s wrong with you, boy?�
Reaching for the doorknob, Diane said firmly, �Stay.� She had to go through the lab to get to the electronics room, and neither area needed a sprinkling of dog hairs.
Backing up, Huck whined his displeasure as Diane closed him in her office.
Walking through the reception area and across the hall, she wondered why she should give a damn if Huck shed hairs all over BRI�s labs and their electronics; after tonight, she�d be outta there.
Diane entered the main door of the lab into the bench area and found all the lights ablaze. She had been in the lab two hours earlier and distinctly remembered turning off the lights when she left. The cleaning people must have been there in the meantime; she had seen their van when she arrived.
She crossed the room toward the data area, but stopped dead in the doorway. On a counter near the far wall sat two large red plastic packing crates that had not been there earlier.
Ignoring the hair standing up on the back of her neck, she stepped through the wide doorway into the data area. Now she could see down the length of the first counter. On the floor beside the crates stood a dolly that held a desktop computer. With a quick scan of the room, she located the computer�s former home, now a gaping hole sprouting wires and connectors beside one of the desks. Her eyes returned to the open crates. Her brain registered �robbery in progress.�
At that moment, the door to the electronics room banged open, and Raymond Bellfort stepped out carrying a server under each arm. He had a wild intensity about him. His face was purple, his hair and clothing disheveled. He slid one server onto the counter top. Then he placed the other into a crate. He reached for the first server.
Diane�s decision to turn and run came a split second too late; Bellfort sensed her presence and looked up. They made eye contact and held it.
Bellfort spoke first: �I didn�t know you were here.� His voice was half an octave too high.
Diane�s glance dropped involuntarily to the crates, then back up to his face. His eyes narrowed. She was in trouble. Raymond was stealing a computer and two servers from BRI, and it was her misfortune to catch him in the act.
Her knees went weak.
Bellfort was obviously a common thief as well as an embezzler. And, if he was murderer too, this encounter with him could prove fatal.
Raymond inched his way in her direction. He began talking�probably to distract her from the fact that he was closing the distance between them.
�Your boyfriend copied me in on that email he sent you,� he said in a tremulous voice. He stopped, pulled a crumpled handkerchief from his pocket and swabbed his forehead. Then he chuckled and said. �Gabriel�s not a very good judge of human nature, is he?�
He shot Diane an icy smile. �You�re intuitive about people though, aren�t you Darlin�? You�d know what to expect from a man if he was placed in a situation where he had nothing left to lose. Wouldn�t you?�
Diane didn�t trust her voice. And she sensed that any display of fear would inflame his madness. She stood as silent and still as if she had encountered a cobra.
But her brain shifted into overdrive: Boyfriend? God, how she wished she�d read Gabriel�s email. Whatever he said, he had made Bellfort crazy; she needed to get out of there. But how? If she could get her shaking legs under control, she could turn and retrace her steps�through the doorway behind her, then a straight shot through the bench area, then only several yards across the hall and through the reception room to her office. She�d be safe there until help came. Even if Bellfort broke down her office door, he�d be no match for a pissed-off eighty pound dog.
She turned one foot tentatively to the right. But Bellfort detected the motion. In three strides he covered the distance to the far edge of the doorway, where he took up position. He smirked and said �Check.� He was toying with her and wanted to make sure she knew it.
Her move.
Bellfort watched her with the cunning of a leopard stalking a deer.
She took some quiet breaths and calmed herself. Any move toward the front door could place her within Bellfort�s striking distance. She needed a new strategy. The remaining exit was through the back door. But to get there, she had to negotiate a slalom course through the desk area, then around a counter and through Maggie� Maggie!
As far as Diane knew, Maggie�s operating system was still turned on. If she could make it that far, Maggie, as always, would see her as an intruder and set off the alarm. That would alert Wilbur who would call the police. Hopefully, Bellfort didn�t know how to turn the thing off.
It was now or never. Diane turned and bolted. She pivoted around the first desk, then the second.
Bellfort was caught flat-footed, but quickly did an about face and headed toward the back of the room. Even though Diane had a shorter distance to cover and was lighter on her feet, Raymond�s path to the other side of the lab held fewer obstacles.
Rounding the last desk, Diane looked up and saw Bellfort ahead of her, panting, blocking the way to Maggie. Her gambit had failed.
Again, he inched toward her. She glanced around. Not seeing any means of defending herself, she backed up a few steps.
Raymond�s lips curled into a cruel smile. �You shouldn�t run from me Darlin.��
Diane�s mind reeled; she had heard that before�those exact words. But where? Then came the realization�the night of the break-in�the chimps in the trees�Oh My God!.
Bellfort continued moving her way. She retreated a few more steps.
Bellfort sneered. �Your lily-livered husband ran from me too.�
That got Diane�s attention. She held her position a moment.
Raymond Bellfort continued his taunt, �You didn�t know he was a coward did you? Not only a coward�a squealer too.� Bellfort�s voice had risen to the creepy childish pitch he had used on the chimpanzees that night.
Diane found her voice and spoke for the first time since walking into the lab. �That�s not true.�
�Ha! Too bad you weren�t on the boat to see how he turned off course and ran from me.�
Diane�s heart flipped over. She pictured Vincent on the video, clinging to the binnacle guard in that horrible weather, talking about another boat in the area. On camera, he reported that poor visibility made it necessary to alter course to avoid a collision.
Her mind screamed with the realization that it was Raymond Bellfort on the Maria V. He had stalked Vincent out at sea aboard the Carrera�s steel-hulled yacht and rammed him. And the sadistic sonofabitch had enjoyed every moment of it�just as he had reveled in clubbing the chimps at the so-called break-in and burning the rabbit at his prep school and torturing the macaque monkeys in the lab. Now she was his quarry, and he was loving every moment of it.
Raymond continued his taunt. �He had a couple opportunities to save himself, you know. He could have stopped squealing to Gabriel when I told him to. Then that day out there in the Gulf, if he hadn�t fallen on his face in the cockpit, he�d have had a chance to turn the boat away.� Bellfort laughed a joyful laugh. �But he never made it to the wheel.�
Diane couldn�t bear to hear any more. And it was probably only a matter of seconds until he�d attack. She had to attempt another escape to the front door. Mentally, she mapped out a shorter route through the desks. But then, stepping back a couple feet to position herself for the lunge, she noticed something in her peripheral vision. And her heart leaped.
Oh sweet irony! On the wall to her left hung the dart pistol and the golden dart. Raymond Bellfort had mounted them there on the display rack the Monday after the awards party aboard the Enterprise.
Initially, Diane had voiced her objection to paying homage to animal darting�while it was sometimes necessary, it didn�t need to be celebrated with a plaque. But then she caved in to Raymond�s insistence. And after a couple weeks, she stopped noticing the pistol on the wall.
She knew the dart was not loaded with a tranquilizer. But it could still be an effective weapon. She�d have to shoot to maim.
She planned her moves carefully�there was only one dart. She glared straight ahead at Bellfort, her eyes challenging him to move into her space.
Her change in demeanor halted Raymond�s approach.
Diane took a half step forward, aligning herself with the pistol rack, being very careful not to let her eyes telegraph her intention.
She�d have to make a quarter turn, grab the pistol and dart off the rack, turn back, load and aim.
She saw Bellfort glance at the wall that held the dart gun, then back at her. He may have been crazed, but he wasn�t stupid. He launched his attack.
In one smooth motion, Diane swiveled, snatched the gun and dart, turned back, loaded and lined up the weapon on Bellfort�s crotch. He stopped dead two body lengths away from her.
She saw the terror in his eyes just before he dove behind a metal desk to her right. He screamed in pain when he hit the floor.
She hadn�t even fired the dart.
Bellfort slithered, scrambled and squeezed through knee holes and under tables, grunting his way through the maze. Then Diane heard a chair crash to the floor and realized he�d made it half way across the room.
She was free.
She could run through Maggie, set off the alarm then head down the backstairs and outside. Even if that monster chased after her, the pistol would keep him at bay.
She took a few steps toward Maggie, then stopped and looked at the dart gun in her hand. Something primitive switched on in her brain.
She stepped out of her shoes and turned into the room.
She crept through the desk rows, thinking about the night the chimps were set loose. Raymond Bellfort had wailed like a baby when Wilbur�s dart stuck him in the thigh. He had screamed for them to remove it, forgetting about the marauding chimps�the greater threat, by far.
She stopped a moment, readjusted the dart in the gun, then headed to the far end of the room.

David Crowley pulled the red jeep into his parking space at BRI. He stepped out, closed the door and almost had a heart attack; a figure was running towards him from the woods. He reached inside his jacket; then he recognized the corkscrew hair.
David eyed the man suspiciously. �Crissake, Michael, you about scared me to death. Slipping up on a person like that in Texas, you could get yourself shot. What�re you doing here? How�d you get in?�
�I came over the wall. My car�s out beside the road. Gabriel sent me to watch over Diane. I�ve been hangin� around the neighborhood since yesterday.�
Michael pulled out a pack of cigarettes and offered David one. He declined. Michael lit up, and they started toward the building.
While they walked, Michael told David about Gabriel�s encounter with Diane at the airport in Santa Marta. From their conversation, Gabriel had deduced that Raymond Bellfort killed Vincent Rose.
�That�s not the way I heard it,� David said.
�I swear Gabriel Carrera had nothing to do with Vincent Rose�s death. I was in New York with Gabriel that whole week.�
David didn�t respond.
�Listen, we have to join forces to keep an eye on Diane. Gabriel�s afraid she might be in jeopardy when Bellfort comes back. Gabriel said Diane would never accept my protection though. So I�ve had to skulk about.�
David wasn�t sure if he should believe Michael�s story. If he convinced Diane she should accept the bodyguard�s protection, it could be akin to letting the fox into the hen house.
The two men walked around to the bay side of the building while Michael finished his cigarette. He was stomping the butt on the ground when he looked out at the harbor. �Where did that come from?�
David looked where Michael was pointing. �What do you see?�
On the other side of the Enterprise�that smaller boat; it wasn�t there a bit ago�
David squinted and peered across the harbor. �Shit! That�s Bellfort�s runabout.�
Both men turned and ran for the building.

Diane rounded the corner of the counter and found Bellfort. He was on all fours, heading toward the electronics room door. It gladdened her heart to see him crawl.
She aimed the dart gun at him and waited.
He arrived at the door, reached up for the knob, then stopped and leaned his forehead against the wood. He knew she was there.
He tilted his head and looked up at her through the corner of his eye. �Don�t. Please don�t,� he said. There was panic in his voice. Hyperventilating, he rolled himself to a half-sitting position and held up one palm in a defensive posture. �I beg you, don�t.�
When Diane responded, her voice was filled with loathing. �Scared of a little dart, are we? I bet you�re afraid of shots too. Did you cry at military school when the nurse gave you your inoculations? I bet the other boys laughed at you, especially that boy with the rabbit. Did he call you a chicken? That�s what you are, aren�t you?�A big, fat chicken. A coward. And a thief and a murderer too��
At that moment, David and Michael charged through the main door into the bench room. Diane�s head jerked toward the commotion.
In that split second, Raymond Bellfort made his move. His flight was fueled by terror. When Diane turned back, he was on his way to the exit. She tore after him.
Just as he made the turn to run through Maggie�s frame, Bellfort looked over his shoulder and smirked. Diane aimed the dart at his neck and fired. He ducked. The dart hit the wall and fell to the floor.
�Dammit!� Diane shouted and tossed the gun onto a desk.
Bellfort ran into the frame unimpeded. But he didn�t exit the door on the other side.
Maggie�s voice blared out, �Good bye Raymond Bellfort, Good bye Raymond Bellfort��
When Diane reached Maggie, Bellfort was on the floor inside the frame. He made a gurgling sound and twitched, then he went still.
David and Michael arrived beside her. Maggie continued shouting her goodbyes to Raymond Bellfort. David stepped over and pressed �off� on the control screen.
Everything went silent except for Huck�s frenzied barking in the distance. David kicked off his shoes, and entered Maggie�s frame. He bent down and felt for Bellfort�s carotid pulse. Then he looked up at Diane. �He�s dead. Maggie must have grabbed his shoes. He hit his head.�
David made no effort at resuscitation.
Diane needed to be alone for awhile. She told the men she had to calm her frantic dog.
Her mind reeling, she found her shoes, then headed toward the main door muttering under her breath, �Checkmate, you bastard.�

� CHAPTER FORTY FIVE �

The island�s northern headland, where years before, Gabriel and his younger brother had lost scores of soccer balls into the sea, was the chosen field of honor.
Gale-sculpted boulders and twisted divi divi trees stood as witnesses. Clamorous trade winds served as the trumpet�s blare and the beat of the drum.
Carlos and Gabriel shouted off twenty paces, stopped, turned and raised their pistols. One of the men aimed wide, fired, then lowered his arm and remained in place.
The other understood. He closed his eyes momentarily to gather his resolve. Then he aimed carefully. And fired.

� CHAPTER FORTY SIX �

It was the third wet morning in a row, but the rain had finally diminished to a drizzle. Diane met Sara at a popular tourist spot on the edge of Galveston Bay. The merry-go-round was silent and the Ferris wheel and red and blue shuttle trains stood still. There was something melancholy about an amusement park in the rain.
The women stepped out of their cars and shook hands, then they hugged. Their destination was a cozy coffee shop at the other end of the boardwalk. But first Sara wanted to walk and talk.
Diane didn�t bother pulling up the hood on her slicker; she found the drizzle somehow cleansing.
�Are you okay?� Sara asked.
�I�m fine,� Diane lied.
Sara said, �Considering his hypertension, they feel that Bellfort had a stroke when he hit his head on the floor. I like to think of it as a death of convenience�the authorities would have had a hard time proving Raymond Belfort killed Vincent. The video was the only proof of foul play. And I�m sure he destroyed it a long time ago.�
Sara went on: �I�ve heard of double jeopardy, but this was double irony. First the dart gun, then Harry Lee reached up from the grave and unleashed the power of Maggie.�
Diane walked along silently, feeling that Sara�s comments didn�t require a response. They had talked about most of it a couple hours ago on the phone.
However, in recounting to Sara her near-death experience in the lab, she had neglected to mention that, when the advantage shifted her way, she had spiraled into a murderous rage and was thrilled by the hunt.
Sara asked, �Do you know the origin of the phrase �the handwriting on the wall��?
�It�s from the Bible, isn�t it?�
�Yes, the Old Testament. By deciphering handwriting on a wall, a man named Daniel was able to prophesize the downfall of Babylon to King Belshazzar.�
The women walked along mulling this over until Sara said: �I guess David told you about the BRI extortion mill.� She looked at Diane who nodded. Sara continued her story anyway.
�The Lab Rats found that BRI would entice scientists to come to Houston and bring their technologies with them. Once they were in their web and they had signed over their inventions, Bellfort and Everly would shop the products in the marketplace. They�d approach companies who stood to lose the most if the BRI products were released. Everly was a pro at shaking down people who were anxious to bury the new technologies.�
Sara went on to tell Diane about Leonard Everly�s indictment for the murder of Dr. Harry Lee. The authorities had plenty of evidence against him.
TekTranz had disclosed that they sometimes made payments to Everly using a second bank account. They apparently turned a blind eye to the fact that he was double dealing.
Sara added: �We checked that account and found he had an infusion of five million dollars two days after Harry Lee�s death. The money came from a bank in Bahrain. That Saudi account�s been closed, but we�re on the trail of its former owners. With that information, and now that we have Bellfort�s and Everly�s computers and Hu Lee�s testimony, a strong case can be made.�
The women stopped at a fish food dispenser and fed it some coins. They leaned on the rail and sprinkled the pellets into the water below.
Diane said, �I�ve decided to cancel my interview in Maine and stay on a little longer to clear things up here. Gabriel�s email placed me in charge of BRI. He asked that I oversee an audit of the books. That�s the least I can do. I was so cruel to him that day on his plane. I really don�t know how I�ll face him again.�
�It was an easy mistake; his yacht was on the video. I�m sure he�ll understand.�
Sara dumped the last of the pellets into the water, now roiling with fish, and turned to Diane.
�I can see all this coming together: Hu Lee has asked you to develop Harry�s new technology. Gabriel has placed you in charge of BRI, albeit temporarily. But I have a feeling he�ll extend your contract. And we would fund the project.
�BRI could be a kind of Janus in the biotech world. The face turned to the public would continue with its present programs. Let�s see.� She counted on her fingers: �There are the Wentzel and Sabbedra�s projects, and I�m sure you�ll want to finish Chimeron and dabble in ethnobotany in your spare time. And who knows, maybe you�ll be able to rescue Peruvase.
�But BRI�s other face, its secret face, would develop Dr. Harry Lee�s new technology�Maggie�s next generation.�
Diane was quick to object. �It doesn�t make sense to use BRI. I�m sure Hu Lee would trust your organization with the technology. Then, wouldn�t you be better off finding a big lab that has experience with this sort of thing?�
Sara shook her head. �No. The Agency and Homeland�s research arm, the Science and Technology Directorate, would like a small off-the-books research facility�a �Boutique Lab� if you will.
�BRI is perfect. And so are you, Diane. We can get you all the help you need.
�This is an important biometric device. Terrorists and drug smugglers can use counterfeit passports, cover their irises, mess with their finger and handprints, but they can�t disguise their cell physiology or the mechanics of their motion.�
Diane lowered her head and fluffed some of the drizzle from her hair. She studied the boards on the walkway, then raised her eyes to Sara.
�I find all this confidence in me very flattering.� Her voice cracked. �But I stand here, still a bit shaky from having a serious threat on my life. I�ve experienced jeopardy before, but this encounter transcended bodily endangerment. And it has forever altered the smug sense I had of myself� So I ask you, why would anyone knowingly set up herself and her staff and families as targets of who-knows-what organization? Why would anyone expose herself and her employees, day in and day out, to something that, in Hu Lee�s words, �will be a very dangerous undertaking?��
Sara cocked her head, studied Diane�s face for a moment and said, �I suppose that�s something we all have to determine for ourselves, Dr. Rose.�

� CHAPTER FORTY SEVEN �

Diane parked under the treehouse and stepped out of the SUV. Opening the front door, she realized it was the first time in weeks that she hadn�t looked over her shoulder.
Huck didn�t show up on the stairs to greet her, but she shrugged it off. He was probably out on the deck chasing a squirrel or chewing on a bone. She tossed her keys into a bowl on the entry table and turned to go into the kitchen. But something made her stop and look back toward the living room.
The sun had finally peeked out from behind the clouds. It slanted through the windows sending orange stripes along the living room wall behind the sofa where Carlos Carrera sat. The lower band of sunlight lit up his mane of white hair; he looked like he was on fire.
He stood and walked toward her. �I was afraid you would not invite me in, so I let myself in.�
Diane was paralyzed. The only thing that kept her from fainting with fright was the memory of Gabriel assuring her that Carlos and his �knights� would never hurt her.
Carlos stopped when he saw her terror. �It kills my soul to have you look at me with such fear. You are the daughter I never had. I would not harm a hair on your head.�
He motioned toward the living room. �Come. Sit with me. We must talk.� He returned to the sofa.
Diane walked haltingly into the living room and sat on the edge of a chair across from him. �Where�s my dog?�
Carlos smiled. �He is on the deck enjoying the soup bone I brought for him.�
His smile faded, and he leaned forward as if to say something important. But he paused, groping for words. He appeared distraught. Several silent seconds passed while he studied the rug, then he looked up at Diane and said, �Gabriel has died of a heart attack. He was cremated and his ashes were spread on the sea near Carrera Island.
Diane stifled a sob. It wasn�t possible that another man she loved had died� Loved?� Yes, she had loved him in a way.
She stared at Carlos in disbelief. The room went out of focus. Outside, a neighbor�s dog barked and Huck answered. Above, a pine branch scraped along the roof. That should be pruned, she thought. On the other side of the room, Carlos was saying something.
�My son was not a perfect man, but he was not a murderer. Gabriel called the shipyard in Corpus Christi where the Maria V has her annual maintenance. They keep records. The boat�s hull sustained damage we were not aware of. The receipts show that Raymond paid for the repairs with his own money��
Diane held up her hand to silence Carlos. �I know Gabriel didn�t kill Vincent�they were friends� she said in a choked voice.
Carlos bent down and fumbled in a briefcase on the floor beside him. He pulled out some papers and sifted through them.
�Gabriel has left a will,� he said. �Eduardo, his son, will be the administrator of his investment fund. BRI is to receive a significant percentage of the fund�s yearly profits for research projects.�
He rifled through the papers again. �Here it says that you are to receive his stock in Bayside Research and his house on Carrera Island.�
He looked up and smiled. �We will be neighbors.�

� CHAPTER FORTY EIGHT �

David stood at the curbside in front of his condominium, punctual as usual. Diane pulled up in the Suburban, and he slid onto the passenger seat.
�I just got a call from Charlotte Bellfort,� he said. She wants to sell Raymond�s stock back to BRI. She said that with her husband gone, she sees no point in keeping a minority position in the company. She wants to spread the proceeds from the shares around to all her charities.� He shook his head. �If Raymond hadn�t been so busy playing the high roller�buying yachts and ranches and making big donations here and there�he could�ve bought back his stock from Gabriel; Charlotte would now own the whole caboodle.�
Diane smiled, but made no comment.
She pulled away from the curb, and said, �Olimpia emailed. She is so excited; her inheritance money enables her to set up an ethnobotany center in Bogota�her lifelong dream. She said Gabriel was very generous.�
David said, �I�m happy for her.� He looked over at Diane. �Are you sure you�re okay about tonight? I could stand in for you.�
�Sara said it might raise some questions if I didn�t show up. She said it needs to be �business as usual, hide in plain sight, fly under the radar,� etcetera, etcetera�now that we�re a secret government facility.� Diane snickered. �Actually, I think we�re so secret, the government doesn�t even know we exist.�
She glanced over at David, then back at the road. �You look good in a tux.�
�You�re looking rather lovely yourself. Nice dress.�
�Thanks. It�s my only designer dress; it�s seen a lot of miles. I wore it to that Christmas�� Her voice cracked and she didn�t complete the sentence.
�I remember,� David said softly, almost in a whisper.
They rode in silence, immersed in their own thoughts. Then Diane realized David was watching her. She gave him a sidelong glance. �What?� she asked.
�You seem rested lately; what�s your secret?�
Diane nodded knowingly. �I�ve had at least eight hours of sleep almost every night for the past couple weeks� And it seems that I dream the entire night.�
�They�re obviously happy dreams.�
�It�s mostly one recurring dream. In it, throngs of whiterobed people stand in line to place garlands of thistles in my hands.�
�Sounds mighty prickly.�
Diane kept her eyes on the road. But in her mind, she saw an ageless face in a village in the mighty Sierra Nevada de Santa Marta. She smiled and said, �Quite the contrary. It�s the finest bouquet a person could ever hold.�

The dinner and the speeches were finally over. The emcee returned to the microphone and announced that this was the moment everyone was waiting for�the naming of Houston Biopreneurs� Person of the Year.
�This year, the award goes posthumously to Raymond Bellfort, former president of Bayside Research, for his philanthropy in the Houston science community. The award will be accepted by BRI�s new president, Dr. Diane Rose.�
Diane stood up amid the applause and stepped toward the stage to say a few kind words about Raymond Bellfort.
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