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Аннотация
Set in 1980 with flashbacks to the Vietnam War, this is a military espionage story. George Kelshaw is murdered, but what is in the mysterious package he carries and why does someone want to kill him for it? Seattle Times reporter Andrew Kincaid unravels the mystery and discovers the surprising truth about POWs and the MIA.
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Operation Redwing

Moscow, Union of Soviet Socialist Republics
November 15, 1968
Soviet Air Force Lieutenant General Pyotr Chernakov was very familiar with the war in Indochina. He should be. As an advisor to North Vietnam, he had spent time there as well as Laos, Thailand and Cambodia. He also had an intimate knowledge of the secret prison system maintained by North Vietnam as well as NVA Prisoner of War camps in Laos and China close to the North Vietnam border.
He had been called upon to oversee the transfer of some of the U.S. prisoners to an interrogation center in Vinh Phu Province in North Vietnam, run by Vietnamese, Soviet and Chinese officials and to two other camps in China; one in Kwangsi Province, the other in Yunnan Province.
Now he would be given a new assignment. One he was told, that could be politically delicate. Regardless, he would welcome the change.
* * *
This night General Pyotr Chernakov stood before the mirror in his bedroom. His blue Soviet Air Force uniform was immaculate and fit him perfectly. As usual Chernakov strived to look his best. He carried himself well at 6ft and 180 pounds. He smoothed his sandy hair, noticing some silver strands beginning to show. �I�m not yet 40,� he told himself, �not old enough for this stuff in my hair.� He smiled as he thought of what Valeri would say had she heard her husband make such a vain remark. How he missed her. His clear gray eyes looked back at him, revealing none of his thoughts.
Tonight he would meet with Colonel Yuri Karpov, head of the Soviet Military Intelligence (GRU). Over dinner they would discuss Chernakov�s next assignment.
Satisfied with his appearance, he placed his hat on his head and turned away from the mirror, with his coat over his arm he left the apartment, carefully closing and locking the door.
He arrived at Moscow�s best restaurant about the same time as Karpov. He watched as the short rotund KGB Colonel exited a black Mercedes and nodded to the driver.
Yuri Karpov was 45 and built like a Soviet tank. His appearance belied a physical strength that easily eliminated unsuspecting opponents when the need required him to do so.
A shock of white hair was what people first noticed about him. Watery brown eyes behind black rimmed glasses did not reveal the volatile personality waiting just below the surface. Highly intelligent, Karpov also had an almost psychic intuition; a trait that coupled with his intellect made him an excellent head of the GRU and an extremely dangerous adversary.
�Promptness is a virtue,� the KGB Colonel told Chernakov as the two men greeted each other.
Karpov ordered wine and while waiting for their food, Yuri leaned back and smiled showing a few stainless steel caps as he swirled the red liquid in the glass before sipping it. �I do enjoy my trips to Paris. The French comrades make a splendid beverage among other things� don�t you agree, Chernakov?�
�I�m afraid my trips to Paris have been of a more urgent nature, Comrade. There was no time or opportunity to indulge in social pleasures.� Realizing this might seem like a criticism, Chernakov quickly added, �However, I do enjoy the French Champagne very much.�
Karpov seemed not to notice as he savored the wine and then looking at Chernakov, his smile was replaced by a more serious countenance, �I will get right to the point, Comrade General, this meeting is to discuss an important assignment that will take you again to Hanoi. You will be making an official visit to take charge of equipment that is now in the hands of our North Vietnamese comrades. This material was taken from a Tactical Air Navigation Station on Phou Pha Thi, the former American CIA Site 85 in Laos.�
Karpov went on, �There is much sensitive equipment from that site that our Vietnamese comrades have captured or I should say, rescued, from the mountain. Some of it has been damaged, but not so severely that it will be of no use.
�Also Chernakov, we have access to two cockpit sections of an F-111 American combat plane. One of our aircraft engineering experts will meet you in Hanoi to assist in evaluating and securing all of this equipment. It is imperative, Comrade, that it is placed in the hands of the Soviet Socialist Republic.� Yuri leaned forward across the table looking intently into Pyotr�s eyes. �You understand, Chernakov?�
�Yes, Karpov, I do understand and I look forward to obtaining the equipment for our government. It should tell us much,� Chernakov responded.
The KGB Colonel continued, �Keep in mind that you have been especially chosen for this assignment by the Defense Ministry. It is vital to us that you do not fail.�
Chernakov was surprised. �I assure you I will do my best, but may I ask,� he went on, �why they chose me for this task?�
Karpov smiled, �I personally recommended you; I know your background quite thoroughly. Nothing in your life is hidden from us, you know. Your qualifications are perfect for this assignment. �Yes,� he reiterated with a self satisfied smile, �I personally recommended you.�
�Indeed,� Chernakov commented. �What qualifications do you and the Party believe will enable me to negotiate for, and collect this equipment out of the hands of the comrades in Hanoi? After all, Karpov, I am not trained as a diplomat. And I do not believe that our North Vietnamese comrades or the comrades in Bejing will easily surrender such valuable materials to us.�
�Come now, General, you are far too modest. Your capabilities are well known. Brezhnev himself recommended you after reviewing your action in Nanning earlier this year. Your background and training serve you well,� Yuri answered. �You graduated from Voroshilov Academy with an excellent record. In past assignments you have shown yourself to be a quick thinker and you have masterfully handled several tense situations as in Nanning.
�Your education in aerospace and engineering further enables you; and we know you speak Chinese, Vietnamese, English, Spanish and French fluently� a vital asset for dealing with our comrades in other cultures.�
�I am flattered you think so highly of my capabilities,� Pyotr said simply.
�I also know your personal history,� Yuri went on. �You have excelled in the Party and proven yourself in spite of the mistakes of your father. You have been a widower for nearly a year. You were married for 10 years; your charming wife, Valeri, died last year of complications from pneumonia.�
A sense of deep sadness came over Chernakov. �Yes,� he said quietly, �I do so miss Valeri. She was a great companion and much help to me. She was also a loyal Party member.�
�Yes,� agreed Yuri, �she was. We also know the background of Comrade Valeri.
�But now, let us get back to your mission; it may be difficult, but the interests of the Soviet Republic must always come ahead of the wishes of our comrades in Hanoi and Bejing. The American technology must be finally placed in our hands.�
�Yes, I agree Colonel, and I will learn all that I can about the technology at the CIA Site before I leave,� Chernakov stated.
Nodding in appreciation, Karpov added, �You will be briefed and given documents detailing what is expected of you and of our comrades in Vietnam. You will go again to Kwangsi Province first, to interview some American prisoners. We are told there are the several technicians that were captured from Phou Pha Thi and have been transferred to Nanning. Whatever information you can gather there will be helpful before you meet with our Vietnamese comrades in Hanoi.�
Karpov paused, rubbing his hands together and reiterated, �This assignment is crucial, it needs special diplomacy.�
Chernakov bent toward Karpov and spoke quietly, �Comrade, as you say, I have visited the Prison camp at Nanning on two occasions prior to the event of last January. And I fully understand the urgency of this assignment, but you and the Party must know that if General Yang is still the Commandant at Nanning it will take more than diplomacy to gain access to the prisoners and to acquire the information we seek.�
Chernakov continued, �You may recall, Colonel Karpov, it was Yang who incarcerated our two technicians. And while I did not openly threaten him, I was forced to insinuate ultimate diplomatic pressure to accomplish their release. I do not expect a congenial welcome from Yang. �In light of our present problems with Bejing perhaps you and the Central Committee should consider someone else for such an important undertaking.�
Karpov leaned across the table and said, �We do not consider Yang to be a significant problem, General. He is Mongolian and is naturally hostile to us. He is in no position to get in the way of our objective in this. We are well aware of Yang�s political aspirations, however he over-stepped his authority and caused Bejing much embarrassment when he arrested our two Technical Advisors.
�We were in delicate discussions with the Chinese government when word came to Moscow of the details of their arrest. I believe Yang will cooperate fully.
�Know this, Chernakov; you are to use whatever Soviet diplomatic strength necessary to accomplish this mission.�
Chernakov nodded, �Very well, Comrade, I understand.�
�It is getting late,� Yuri said, �And I must be going.�
�Yes, I too,� Chernakov agreed. �You have given me much to think about.�
Karpov looked at him. �Good. You will have two weeks to prepare.�
On his way home, Chernakov was lost in his own thoughts. However, as always he observed he was being followed. �Ah,� he remarked quietly to himself, �always the watchful KGB.�
* * *
At home as he sat in his favorite chair pondering the evening, Chernakov had mixed feelings. This assignment could further delay what had been his and Valeri�s dream of freedom, but this was a mission to his liking; one that his knowledge and training had prepared him for.
There had been no contact with the Americans since the note of condolences had arrived regarding Valeri�s death, from Ambassador Harding. Chernakov had waited realizing that every precaution would be taken not to endanger him. Yet waiting was unnerving, and now this assignment would take him away from Moscow again and for how long he didn�t know.
* * *
The governmental regime that spied on its people and harshly punished dissidents was at odds with everything that Chernakov stood for as a soldier. The country that he loved and served so passionately no longer existed; perhaps it had existed only in his mind.
With sadness he remembered his parents. They had a deep faith though they did not openly speak of it. His father was a writer and University teacher who had periodically been critical of the ruthless inflexibility of the Communist State.
As a student who believed in the infallibility of Communism, Pyotr had often argued with his father about the importance of supporting the goals of the Soviet Union. His father attempted to persuade Pyotr that although he deeply loved his country, he believed that it was morally wrong for any government to control all expression of speech and thought, and that one day his son would come to realize it as well.
Not long after their last disagreement, the KGB arrested his father. Returning home from school, his frightened mother told him what had transpired. He never saw his father again. His mother died a year later.
Young Pyotr Chernakov was determined to prove his loyalty to the State and excel at every level for his country; and so he did, graduating with honors from Soviet Air Force Academy and becoming a military fighter pilot.
Chernakov volunteered and was selected for the Soviet Cosmonaut program. A dream that was short-lived; a year into the program, he was afflicted by a strange illness that affected his ears and equilibrium. By the time he had recovered, Yuri Gagarin had moved into his slot and would eventually become the first man to orbit the earth in 1961.
Chernakov�s Air Force as well as his political career continued to rise as he openly promoted the Soviet Space Program. He viewed the �first man in space� position as a golden opportunity to compete with the West for the hearts and minds of aspiring young people throughout the USSR and Europe.
His marriage to lovely Valeri Reshenko, daughter of aircraft designer Ilyich Reshenko was noted with approval by the Party.
It was no surprise that his entry and excellent performance at Command and Staff, Voroshilov Academy, was also favorably noted by forward thinking government and military leaders who watched Pyotr Chernakov�s rise in the military and the Party with interest; he would go far.
* * *
The mid nineteen sixties found the Soviet Union reluctantly escalating its involvement in the war in Indochina, supplying more materiel, and adding aircraft and personnel.
As an Advisor to North Vietnam, Chernakov learned that much of his classic military education had not prepared him for the type of warfare being waged in the jungles of North and South Vietnam. He had learned a great deal in a short time, flying fighter aircraft over North Vietnam, and he now directed Soviet technical advisors and air crews to Laos at Sam Neua and at Phong Savan Airfield near Khang Khay.
The handling of the captured American and South Vietnamese prisoners by the North Vietnamese troubled the Soviet officer. It was evident that many of the prisoners were being handled differently. Some were jointly processed for political �reeducating�; others were dealt with more severely by the NVA, often for propaganda purposes. After American bombings, many were marched through villages that had experienced the horrific attacks and later through the streets of Hanoi for the people to abuse or intimidate. Still others were considered valuable for information purposes. These were often tortured, isolated and segregated for dispersion to other locations.
He himself had participated in arranging for some of the American prisoners to be transported to holding camps in China prior to being sent to the Soviet Union and Eastern Europe. There they would be dispersed to forced labor camps in Siberia along with philosophical dissidents of the Soviet Union. Others were sent to mental hospitals where the mind would be destroyed by chemicals in seeking information.
He knew this was a use of enemy prisoners that disallowed the possibility of exchange at a future time when hostilities would end.
Now promoted to Major General, Chernakov had finally had enough and when he returned to Moscow he and Valeri began to make plans.
Tonight Karpov had thought he was so clever congratulating himself on his knowledge of Chernakov�s life. Pyotr mused, what he had not discovered was a most important secret, that he and Valeri had found a faith in God and that they had planned for some time to defect. He had also found out that defecting is not so easy. One must have a fail-proof plan or they could end up in Siberia or be executed.
Not only must there be a plan, but they must be ready to act on whatever opportunities may appear suddenly. He remembered the occasion, when the first step had been taken a little more than a year before�.

September 6, 1967
The theatre party following the season opening of the Bolshoi Ballet was very glitzy for Moscow. Chernakov and Valeri had been officially invited to attend by KGB Colonel Yuri Karpov. By this time Chernakov was an internationally well known military figure. Well regarded even by enemies of the Soviet, his courage and skill was touted among military leaders in Europe and the United States.
Karpov was fond of his own powerful role in the Party and when it became known that the American Ambassador, Joseph Harding would be attending the ballet as well, he perceived it as good public relations to be in the company of the noted Soviet general.
Chernakov was also aware that the American Ambassador would be attending. He had prepared a message and carefully folded it into his handkerchief. It might be the chance that he and Valeri had prayed for. He had to be ready.
Almost immediately upon their arrival at the party following the performance, he and Valeri were guided by Colonel Karpov who remained very close to them introducing them, making certain they were seen as his willing companions.
Karpov liked women. His eyes made no secret of his admiration of the young attractive dancers. His overly solicitous attentiveness to her made Valeri feel uncomfortable and she tried not to be alone with him for more than a few minutes.
After what seemed like an eternity to Valeri, Karpov�s thirst got the better of him and he left their side momentarily to get a glass of champagne. As Pyotr looked around at the expensive jewelry and furs worn by the wives and �friends� of the Party bosses he said quietly to Valeri, �Communism has its rewards, does it not?�
She looked at him, smiled knowingly and responded, �I would say so, yes.�
�Comrade Valeri, you do look lovely tonight.� Karpov had returned and tried to insert himself between Pyotr and Valeri, but Pyotr quickly extended his arm around Valeri, forcing Karpov to her other side. �Thank you, Colonel,� he said, �I think my wife looks lovely, also.�
Valeri nodded appreciatively to her husband for reading her thoughts. She then thanked Karpov, sensing that Pyotr might have overreacted to the Party leader�s attention to her.
�You are a lucky man, Comrade,� Yuri said to Chernakov, again visibly appraising Valeri. �Come and let me introduce you to the American Ambassador and his associate.�
Karpov guided them toward a man with iron gray hair in evening attire chatting with one of the young women from the ballet. His mannerisms were clearly American or so Chernakov thought. He smiled easily as did the other man with him, a tall man about 35 with a carrot-colored hair and freckles; Karpov identified him as William Jacobson, the Embassy Public Affairs officer.
Seeing Karpov, the young woman they had been talking with quickly moved away as Karpov approached with General and Mrs. Chernakov. It was not wise to be seen enjoying the company of the Americans too much, especially in the sight of the KGB Colonel.
�Ambassador Joseph Harding and Mr. William Jacobsen, I would introduce you to General Pyotr Chernakov and the General�s wife, Valeri Chernakov,� Karpov offered officiously.
As Chernakov was shaking Ambassador Harding�s outstretched hand, he leaned close to Valeri and whispered attentively in her ear, �Darling, follow my lead,� as he next shook Jacobsen�s hand.
Ambassador Harding said pleasantly, �Did you enjoy the performance, Mrs. Chernakov.� He was impressed by Valeri�s beauty. The lines of her blue gown were simple and tasteful and she wore very little jewelry, only a small necklace with matching earrings and a wedding ring. Her shining black hair was pulled into a smooth chignon and her wide blue eyes under dark brows and lashes, lit up when she answered him.
�Oh, yes, it was thrilling, Mr. Ambassador,� she said in almost perfect English. �My husband and I are not too often able to attend, so it is a great pleasure when we can come. And you, Ambassador Harding, do you enjoy the ballet, too?�
�Americans always enjoy your Bolshoi and I cannot attend as often as I would like either, Mrs. Chernakov.�
Valeri turned toward Pyotr just as his arm bumped William Jacobsen�s hand holding a full glass of champagne, spilling it on Jacobsen�s jacket sleeve.
Taking out his handkerchief before Jacobsen could reach for his own, he offered apologetically, �Oh forgive me, Mr. Jacobsen, how unforgivably clumsy of me,� he said as he was attempting to wipe Jacobsen�s sleeve.
Jacobsen said, �Here, let me do that, General.�
Pyotr nodded and looking directly into Jacobsen eyes carefully pressed the handkerchief into Jacobsen�s hand. Jacobsen felt more than the handkerchief, but continued to dab his sleeve. His eyes acknowledged that he understood and said casually as he placed the handkerchief in his own pocket, �Everything is fine, don�t worry about the coat, it will dry.�
After further polite conversation, Chernakov and Valeri thanked him and then moved away to enjoy some of the food, trying to appear at ease. Karpov had observed the accidental spill and he moved close to Valeri and commented, �I saw the little accident, Comrade Valeri, it�s too bad.�
Her heart froze with fear at the possibility of discovery, but she responded cautiously, �Yes, Colonel, it is so embarrassing.�
�No, no, Comrade, I mean it is too bad to waste such good champagne� on an American,� he laughed.
�Oh,� she said smiling, �how clever of you, Colonel Karpov. Perhaps you are right.� She sighed with relief as she watched him move away to talk with one of the young ballerina�s.
While Pyotr was speaking with another officer across the room, Jacobsen sought out Valeri. Handing her the handkerchief, he said, �Thank your husband for me, Mrs. Chernakov. I don�t see the General, right now, but as you can see,� offering his sleeve, �it hardly shows,� and under his breath he said, �we understand and we will be in contact.�
Pyotr appeared at her elbow. Jacobsen reiterated, �It�s quite all right, General, and I just returned your handkerchief to Mrs. Chernakov.� To Valeri, �I understand that you work at the Lenin Museum, Mrs. Chernakov.�
�Yes, I am there three days a week.�
�Perhaps I will see you there one day. We often have visitors at the embassy, and occasionally we have an opportunity to show them some of the points of interest of your city.�
Colonel Karpov had once again joined the General, Valeri and Jacobsen and overhearing part of Jacobsen�s remarks commented, �We are always pleased to show Americans true Soviet history and culture.�
Pyotr touching Valeri�s shoulder spoke quietly, �We must say goodnight, Mr. Ambassador, and Mr. Jacobsen, and I apologize again.�
�It�s quite all right, no harm done as you can see, General Chernakov. It was a pleasure meeting you both and I hope we meet again.�
* * *
At the embassy in Ambassador Harding�s office, he and Jacobsen read the message so carefully inserted in Chernakov�s handkerchief. The words were few.
We wish to defect. Please help us
Harding sat behind his desk shaking his head and stroking his chin while pondering the startling message. �Chernakov of all people! Do you believe him?� he asked Jacobsen incredulously.
Jacobsen was pacing and paused; after a minute he nodded and said thoughtfully, �Yes� yes I do. He took an incredible risk tonight. It could be very risky for us, but on the other hand Chernakov and his wife could lose much more, they could lose everything.�
�We must make our next move very carefully,� Harding said ponderously, �if true, it is a very sticky situation and it�s going to take some very careful planning, otherwise, it could trigger a major international incident.
We need more than a one time contact with the General.�
�That�s right, we do,� Jacobsen agreed, �and that won�t be easy. Karpov hardly let them out of his sight tonight, the slimy toad,� he said derisively. �My guess is that the KGB is never far away from Chernakov.�
�Bill, you�re scheduled to go back to the U.S. next week,� Harding spoke thoughtfully. �When you get there, call Langley and get with Fred Wellman. Also find out who Wellman would tap at State to help. We don�t want any one in the White House or the Pentagon getting wind of this. Leaks in the White House are too common. You don�t know who to trust over there anymore and there are people in the Pentagon that are just as bad. Some of them would sell their own grandmothers to tip an advantage in their direction. We dare not in any way jeopardize the Chernakovs.�
Jacobsen responded, �How about Neil Klein from State�s Office of Intelligence and Research? He has worked with Fred Wellman; and he�s certainly not a fan of the administration and I trust him.�
Harding agreed emphatically, �Yes, I think Klein could be one to head this up if he would. You try to set it up and work with Klein and Wellman. Let�s call it Operation Redwing. I want you back here by October 30th.�
* * *
Ten days following the ballet, Chernakov was sent to Havana, Cuba to evaluate the Soviet military presence there and observe the technical (intelligence) personnel.
Moscow wanted to make certain that Chairman Castro knew of Chernakov�s presence and the importance of his visit to the newly acquired Soviet island satellite under America�s nose. The propaganda value would not go unnoticed.
Valeri had not been well and Chernakov was concerned. He did not relish leaving her even for a short duration under such conditions, but she insisted that she would be fine until he returned.
Over the next few weeks she developed a persistent cough that would seemingly get better and then worsen again. She had lost weight and each day at the museum her duties seemed more difficult as she led tours through.
When Chernakov returned to Moscow on October 12th, he found Valeri in bed, with a severe cough and a high fever. Valeri was hospitalized under the care of Doctor Vassily Nakhimov a friend and schoolmate of Pyotr�s. It comforted Chernakov to know Vassily was treating Valeri. He was well regarded as a physician and he was someone Pyotr knew and trusted.
Dr. Nakhimov told Pyotr that Valeri was fighting a particularly difficult strain of viral pneumonia that antibiotics would not help.
He prayed as he sat by his wife�s bedside and reflected on his time in Havana. The climate there was mild and pleasant in contrast to the cold damp weather of Moscow. Perhaps Cuba would be a place better suited to Valeri�s recovery. Havana was not perfect, but if it meant his wife would get well� Perhaps he should speak to Karpov about a longer assignment to Cuba.
Over the next few days Chernakov thought of little else other than Valeri�s well being as he considered the harsh winter facing them.
His thoughts were interrupted by Vassily who motioned to him from the doorway of her room. He followed the doctor to a small alcove. Turning to Chernakov, Nakhimov said wearily, �Your wife�s condition is worsening, Pyotr; I have done every thing I can do. I am sorry, old friend; all we can do now is wait.�
Pyotr nodded numbly. �I know, I know,� he said slowly and to himself, �It�s in God�s hands.�
It was the night of the seventh day Valeri had been in hospital. As he sat by her bed holding her hand silently praying, he could feel her life ebbing away. She opened her eyes and trying to smile spoke weakly, �Pyotr, take the next step. I love you. Our Father,� she began, but her words were fading and Pyotr leaned forward to kiss her and whispered, �Which art in heaven, hallowed be thy name��
He had finished the Lord�s Prayer with �Amen� she sighed softly and was gone. Like a little bird her spirit had flown, he thought. His Valeri was now with God but his heart was broken at the loss, huge sobs wracked his body. Together they had prayed for a peaceful passing and it was so-but his beloved wife�what would he do without her?

October 25, 1967
At the American Embassy the activity level mirrored an anthill or so William Jacobsen thought as he made his appearance outside Joe Harding�s office on this morning. The Ambassador had finished dictating a memo and summoned Jacobsen in. �Good to have you back,� he said eagerly. �How was your trip?� Harding�s question waited for more than a traditional �Fine,� as he rose to close his office door.
Jacobsen smiled nodding an affirmation. Harding pressed the button on an intercom, �Hold all calls; now, Bill, tell me where we are.�
�We have a deal, Sir. As it turned out, Klein had just returned to Washington a day or two before I arrived. We met with Fred Wellman, who was cautiously excited at the possibility and both men were uniform in their estimation that this would be an incredible coup.
Klein agreed to handle the project; his and Wellman�s initial reaction was that it will be very risky and difficult to accomplish since we need to have access to both parties at the same time and place and Chernakov�s high visibility by itself is a major obstacle. We must make another contact. What�s been happening here?� Jacobsen asked.
�I�m told Chernakov left for Cuba a few days after the ballet. He got back a couple of weeks ago, but nobody has seen anything of him or his wife,� Harding said thoughtfully. �Perhaps it�s time for a trip to the Lenin Museum to soak up a little of Karpov�s Soviet culture; what do you think, Jacobsen?�
The next afternoon a small group of the embassy staff accompanied William Jacobsen on a cultural visit to the Lenin Museum with a Russian speaking tour guide.
Upon making inquiries about Madame Chernakov, Jacobsen was stunned when told that Valeri Chernakov had become very ill and had died in hospital one week ago. The group continued the tour and returned to the embassy with a shocked William Jacobsen in tow.
Ambassador Harding knew immediately something was very wrong as a shaken Jacobsen entered his office. After absorbing the bad news, Harding walked to the window and looked out and then sadly exclaimed, �That lovely lady; what a shame! What a damned shame!� he repeated. �How could we have missed this? What about the General? Where is he? We must send condolences, but carefully. Since we don�t know officially, we�ll have to do it through the museum.�
While Harding was talking Jacobsen had been thinking; �Well Sir, this changes the scenario; now we only have to plan for one,� he said soberly.

January 15, 1968
Chernakov�s loneliness and grief was magnified; there was no one with whom he could share his feeling of loss or his faith. He had received a note of condolences from the American Ambassador Harding, hand carried and previously read by Karpov. It said little, but was rich in evidence of the underlying care of the American and the note had been hand written.
He knew that there had been no formal notification of Valeri�s death, but it meant much that the Ambassador had somehow learned of it and had taken the time to contact him. What was it Valeri had said? �Take the next step.� Chernakov�s heart was torn. Yes, he wanted to be in the company of people who were not afraid to move and speak without fear of reprisal. Now it seemed not as important without Valeri.
And yet she would want me to continue with our plans, he thought. But how? He would have to wait in uncertainty.
* * *
January 20, 1968
Chernakov had been informed that he was being sent to Nanning, China to negotiate for the release of two Soviet technical advisors who had been arrested and were being held on charges of spying. The assignment had come from the Defense Ministry at the request of the Central Committee through Karpov. He knew it was made on the basis of his prior working relations in this particular district. He knew also that his government and China continued to be mutually suspicious of each other�s military intentions.
The border clashes with China were occurring more frequently in the Far East and the Transbaykal Military Districts. The numbers of Soviet ground troops had been increased in those areas. Tensions were high since the evacuation of all nonessential Soviet personnel from Bejing following the riots of the Chinese Red Guards in early 1967.
China was demanding the withdrawal of Soviet troops from Mongolia. Chernakov was prepared for a cool if not hostile encounter in Nanning.

January 22, 1968
It was cold and snowing slightly when General Chernakov and his aide Major Alexei Sukhanov dressed in the regulation service uniforms under winter hats and overcoats boarded the four-engine turboprop plane in Moscow. Their destination was Nanning in Kwangsi Province, China. They moved to the rear of the plane where the vibration was less and Pyotr opened his briefcase prepared to work while in flight, as always.
He had prepared himself for the long flight, but the drone of the engines and the constant vibration seemed to penetrate every fiber of his being. He tried to concentrate on the task ahead, but Valeri�s face seemed to force everything else out of his mind.
Finally, he closed his briefcase and looked at his aide, Sukhanov, seated across from him. Alexei�s eyes were closed and he appeared to be asleep, but as Chernakov set his briefcase aside Sukhanov�s eyes opened.
Chernakov felt an almost fraternal regard toward the young Soviet major who had been selected as his aide on his last assignment to Cuba. Since Valeri�s death he had come to rely on Sukhanov�s intellect and attention to detail at a time when Pyotr felt almost incapable of action. Sukhanov also possessed a rare gift among Soviet military� a sense of humor. It might have been that trait alone that helped Chernakov work through his acute time of grief.
�Aah, you�re awake, Alexei. It is good that you could get some sleep. We will be arriving in another few hours or so, I should think. Then we shall see what must be done to go about unraveling the difficulty with our Chinese comrades,� Chernakov stated wearily.
�Yes, General, and perhaps you should try to rest before we land.�
�Thank you, Major, I think I will wait and see what accommodations will be given to us tonight. By the way, we will probably not need these overcoats; the weather in Nanning will be much milder, about 35 degrees Celsius. It is almost subtropical; like Vietnam, but not as wet.�
Sukhanov commented pleasantly, �It seems strange leaving the cold and snow and in but a few hours to have it warm like Cuba. About the accommodations, it is possible, Sir, that the plane may be more comfortable,� alluding to the possible tension at the camp.
Chernakov nodded, half smiling agreeably, �Let us hope not.�
A car was waiting as they deplaned. They were driven directly to the building that housed the headquarters and the office of the Base Commander. Their papers were checked and finding everything in order they were escorted to the office of General Yang.
�General Chernakov,� Yang�s greeting was followed by an exchange of salutes. �Come in and please be seated.� Yang was a tall heavy set man with an erect bearing and neat black hair, wearing the drab Chinese army uniform. Chernakov instinctively knew that Yang was Mongolian. Yang smiled, but the suspicion in the sharp black eyes gave evidence that this man didn�t miss anything.
�This is my aide, Major Alexei Sukhanov, General Yang.�
Barely acknowledging the introduction, Yang directed them to be seated, but Sukhanov remained standing behind Chernakov�s chair. Yang moved to sit at his desk across from the two visitors, two guards flanking him.
He looked at Pyotr. �So, General Chernakov, I know you are here on an assignment for your country, how may I help you?� He lightly drummed his fingers on his desk.
�An impatient man,� Chernakov thought as he got directly to the point. �As you are probably aware, General Yang, I�m here to secure the release of two Soviet citizens, Vadim Andropov and Viktor Orloff. They are technicians who were arrested and are being held as prisoners here at this camp.�
Yang frowned and studied his hands now folded on the desk in front of him. �They have been detained for spying,� he said in a serious tone.
�That, of course, is ridiculous. They are technicians, nothing more,� Chernakov stated flatly.
Yang was thinking, �Why are these two so important that Moscow would send Chernakov?� And then said, �Everyone knows who you are, General Chernakov; I ask myself, if these technicians are not spies, why would your government send someone so important to seek their release?�
Chernakov leaned back in his chair appraising his somewhat antagonistic host. �Don�t make too much of my presence here, General Yang,� he spoke softly, but authoritatively. �There are a number of reasons why I was asked to meet with you.�
�Number one, I understand and speak your language without an interpreter, thus there will be no room for misunderstanding,� he paused, �by either of us.
�Number two, I am very familiar with this district and North Vietnam and the work of these technicians who have been in Hanoi until their arrest, under joint authority of China, USSR and North Vietnam.
�Number three, I am personally willing to accept, and to give Moscow my assurance, that an innocent mistake was made during the transfer of prisoners from Hanoi to Nanning and that our two technicians were simply misidentified. And of course my government knows that the government of the great Peoples Republic of China would not wish a break-down in our governments� mutual attempts to resolve and diffuse certain of our differences by continuing to incarcerate two innocent Soviet citizens.�
Yang�s eyes glittered as he studied the Soviet General for a brief moment. He knew that Chernakov was not someone who would play diplomatic games. Yang also knew that the technicians had been arrested and held by his own orders. He had not expected the Supreme Soviet to send a man like Chernakov for two puny technicians of little importance. His plan of harassment of Soviet personnel was backfiring.
Chernakov spoke, �Well, General Yang, what are your thoughts on this situation?�
Yang responded, �I will need to speak with my Intelligence Officer, Captain Lu Chan and look into the details of their arrest,� he said thoughtfully.
Both men were standing now, �Thank you General Yang.� Pyotr looked squarely at Yang, �I have approximately twenty-four hours and then I must prepare to return to Moscow�with our two Soviet technicians. If they are not released and I must go to a higher level of authority, I am prepared to do that. Now General, can quarters be provided for our air crew and Major Sukhanov and me for the night?�
�Of course,� Yang said as he gave orders to one of his aides to arrange food and lodging for the Soviet air crew and their commanders and added, �Please ask Captain Lu Chan to come in.�
Turning to Chernakov he said firmly, �I will look into the matter of our discussion immediately, General Chernakov, and I will have an answer for you in the morning. Forgive me for not joining you for dinner this evening, but, as you can see my duties will keep me here. I will arrange for Captain Lu Chan to act in my absence as your host and to provide you with all amenities.�
In a few moments Lu Chan arrived. �It is good to see you again, Captain Lu Chan,� Chernakov told him. He recognized Lu Chan having met him previously in Hanoi.
The short stocky Lu Chan stood about 5�6�. His dark eyes smiled out of a round congenial face that lit up at seeing the Soviet General. It is a pleasure for me as well, General Chernakov,� Lu Chan responded. Then to Yang he said, �Sir, I had the pleasure of assisting General Chernakov on two occasions in Hanoi.�
Yang nodded irritably, �Yes, yes, Captain,� he said impatiently. �General Chernakov is here about the two Soviet technicians that have been charged with spying. Please arrange for the General and his aide to be taken to guest quarters. When you have done that, return to my office to discuss our findings on this matter. If you have no questions you may go,� he said dismissing Lu Chan. Turning to the two Soviet officers, �I trust you will rest well, General Chernakov,� he said coldly.
�I�m certain I will, General Yang. Thank you.�
As they left the Command office, a car was waiting. Lu Chan said, �General, I�m sure you and Major Sukhanov would like to freshen up and perhaps rest for awhile.�
�Yes,� agreed Pyotr. �It has been a long day.�
He went on, �At dinner this evening I�ll be happy to answer any questions you might have. Will 1900 be agreeable? If so I will send the car for you.�
�1900 is fine; we�ll see you then.�
* * *
There was no discussion at dinner of Chernakov�s mission and Lu Chan proved to be a most agreeable host. He and Sukhanov provided excellent conversation allowing Chernakov the luxury of relaxation in what otherwise might have been a tense evening.
They talked of life in the USSR and China. The men had studied and each spoke several languages fluently. They also had similar interests in art and history.
�Tell me, Comrades, something about your lives in Russia,� Lu Chan looked intently first at Pyotr then Alexei.
Chernakov began, �My father was a teacher at the University in Moscow. My mother took care of our home and me. They are now dead. I was an only child,� the General smiled.
�Do you have a family, Comrade?� Lu Chan asked.
Chernakov replied, �I was married for 10 years, but my wife, Valeri became very ill and died a little more than three months ago. We had no children.�
�I am very sorry,� Lu Chan offered sympathetically.
Sukhanov intervened turning the conversation from the painful topic by sharing a little of his own history. He spoke with pride of his father, a World War II Soviet Air Force officer and then said, �He now instructs at one of our Soviet military academies.�
Sukhanov�s desire to emulate Chernakov was evidenced when he confessed that he planned to attend Voroshilov Academy like the General he served.
Lu Chan studied Alexei. With his classic good looks, height and athletic build, he could have easily been a model for the cover of Soviet Life Magazine, one of the many propaganda materials he had seen given to American prisoners for indoctrination. �Are you married, Major?� he asked.
�No, I have been too much occupied with my military career to take time for marriage. I am still young� only 28,� Sukhanov said in mock defense, his blue eyes filled with mirth.
Chernakov chuckled, �Alexei my young friend, the years fly by�don�t wait too long. If I had waited I might have missed my Valeri,� he said wistfully, �and I would not have wished to miss a minute of our time together.�
Sukhanov nodded, �Perhaps I will make more time for such pursuits; at least I will consider it, but you must admit General, serving our great country is almost as demanding as a marriage; nearly as much so as being married to a woman and not entirely without its own rewards.� Sukhanov�s dedication and love of his country was obvious. �Now Captain Lu Chan, tell us some of your history. What I know of China is most interesting. Are you from this province?�
�No, I was born in Yencheng,� Lu Chan began, �It is quite far from here to the North and West in Guizhou Province. My mother still lives in my village; my father is dead,� Lu Chan paused, �I was educated in State Peoples Schools.�
Chernakov looked at Lu Chan, �Obviously you have done well, Comrade; in what fields of study were you trained?� he asked.
Lu Chan answered quickly. �I had a talent for mathematics as well as learning languages. I also studied engineering. It is my hope to work in another field someday.�
�What made you choose the military for a career?� Pyotr asked.
Lu Chan�s eyes darkened, �The war had started in Vietnam, and I was conscripted into the Chinese Peoples� Army. Very simply, my leaders observed my math and language abilities. They assigned me to the Intelligence Unit where I was trained to break coded messages. Eventually they placed me in charge of interrogation and the movement of prisoners. That was when I met you, General, if you recall.�
�Yes, that is so,� Chernakov responded thoughtfully.
Finishing dinner the two Soviet officers stood, �Thank you, Captain, we enjoyed your hospitality very much,� Chernakov told Lu Chan. �I will personally thank General Yang when I see him in the morning.�
�I too, enjoyed the evening, General,� Lu Chan replied bowing slightly. �I will see you in the morning.�
* * *
In their quarters, both Chernakov and Sukhanov reflected on their conversation over dinner. Sukhanov spoke, �It was an interesting time, General, however I believe the Captain knows a great deal more about us than we do about him.�
�Perhaps that�s why he serves in Intelligence, Alexei; he gets people to talk about themselves, but doesn�t reciprocate,� he said lightly. �Ah well, good thing he didn�t try to extract any secrets from us, eh, Major?� Pyotr was smiling. �I am tired enough I might have let down my guard.�
�I don�t think so, Sir, but I do think a night�s sleep will do us both good. And the accommodations are indeed better than the plane. It is no doubt somewhat cooler.� Sukhanov appraised the Spartan, but comfortable quarters. The sleeping areas were divided by a half wall open at the top. A ceiling fan stirred the air above beds under the protection of mosquito netting.
�I�m not certain, Alexei; the atmosphere was quite cool in General Yang�s office. Was it not?� Chernakov chuckled.
* * *
Lu Chan also reflected on the evening spent with the Soviet general and his aide.
What little he had told Chernakov and Sukhanov about himself was true. He was sure they knew there was much of his story that was missing.
* * *
The next morning two cars were waiting to take General Chernakov and Major Sukhanov to their plane. In the back seat of the second car sat two tired looking Soviet technicians. They still wore the drab POW jumpsuits. Their faces reflected disbelief upon seeing their Soviet deliverer.
Lu Chan emerged from the car smiling and greeted Pyotr and Alexei with a proper salute. �Good morning, General, I hope you slept well. General Yang sends his humble apologies for not greeting you personally this morning; however, he spent a great deal of the night arranging for the release of these Soviet citizens.
�He did ask me to convey his thanks for clarifying the obvious mistake,� Lu Chan�s face registered a subtle mix of humor and satisfaction. Looking into the Soviet General�s eyes he was thinking how much he admired this man who would walk into the dragon�s mouth and face General Yang so calmly. It was not often that Yang was forced to back down. Though he had won, General Chernakov had understood that he must allow Yang to save face, but Lu Chan knew that Yang would never forget his defeat at Chernakov�s firm but gentle hand.
�Thank you, Captain,� Chernakov said sincerely. �Tell General Yang that we appreciated his intervention in this delicate matter. I look forward to seeing you again.�
They saluted and Chernakov, the technicians and Sukhanov boarded the turboprop for Moscow.

October 1968
The summer had passed quickly for Chernakov. Promoted to Lieutenant General, he spent a great deal of time on Party matters, meeting with the Ministry of Defense on several occasions and had been sent to Havana to hand carry a presidential communication to Prime Minister Castro. Returning home he received word that Sukhanov had received a promotion and that he would be sent to a command in Czechoslovakia.
He knew that Alexei�s loyalty was making it difficult to discuss the news. Finally, Chernakov called him into his office and said, �Congratulations on your promotion, Alexei, I know you will go far.�
�Yes, Sir, but��
�No regrets, Alexei� you have been my good and trusted right arm and I shall miss you. But I take great delight in seeing you go ahead in your career; it is what you have worked so hard for. When do you leave?�
�As soon as possible, General; Major Sergei Trushenko will be your new aide and will be here day after tomorrow.� Clearing his throat he looked at Chernakov. �General, it has been a privilege to serve with you. I shall always remember.�
�Thank you, Major or I should say, Lieutenant Colonel; it has been a privilege for me as well. We must celebrate before you leave.� Chernakov said in a lighter vein. �Tonight we will drink to your future, yes?�
* * *
Trushenko had none of Sukhanov�s characteristics that the Chernakov had come to appreciate. The new aide was dour and recited Marxist-Leninist doctrines endlessly. Whenever Chernakov attempted to converse on a lighter note, Trushenko would turn every conversation to the Party line.
Even Karpov would have offered more intellectual relief, Chernakov thought; and then chided himself, �Am I really that desperate?�
Karpov, however, was spending much of his time in Paris ostensibly developing Communist cell groups. He had returned to Moscow in late August. After a meeting of the Politburo, Chernakov was amused when Karpov drew him aside to tell him about a new member of an artist cell group from South Vietnam. His eyes fairly danced in describing her intellect and devotion to the Party, but it was clear to Chernakov that something more had made a major impression on the KGB boss.
Chernakov deliberately baited Karpov suggesting in a serious tone, �It is clever of you, Comrade, to take an interest in gaining this Vietnamese peasant woman�s loyalty. They can be rather tiresome and I find most are generally unattractive, as I suppose this one likely is, but how very wise of you to capture her intellect,� he said seriously.
�Oh no, no, no, Comrade Chernakov,� Karpov protested, �she is not a peasant; her mother is Vietnamese, but her father is French; that is why she spends so much time in Paris; she was educated there and she has such contempt for the Capitalistic Americans. She is also not without beauty,� he mused in satisfaction.
�She has much to learn and is such a willing student,� he smirked. �And I will be her teacher,� he added with enthusiasm.
�I am certain she is in very capable hands, Comrade.� It was obvious that Karpov�s new �student� had amply engaged his libidinous nature. Chernakov wondered how this student viewed Karpov as her mentor.

November 25, 1968
The unexpected summons from Karpov on November 15th to discuss his new assignment had puzzled Chernakov, especially since it was to take place over dinner. One really did not know what to expect from the GRU chief, �But at least I will have a good dinner,� Pyotr had thought.
It was now only five days before leaving on the assignment given by Karpov and the Central Committee to wrest the American equipment captured at the Laotian site from the hands of the Comrades in Hanoi.
Chernakov had spent hours in preparation. He pored over maps and examined the North Vietnamese and Soviet intelligence reports of the equipment being used at Site 85 learning all he could of the American TSQ radar technology.
As a former fighter pilot and knowing the weather conditions in Laos and Vietnam, Chernakov understood the intrinsic value of an all weather navigation system for bombing missions.
He studied the statistics of the bombing runs made by the Americans and then carefully noted that even in the most adverse weather conditions the bombs reached their targets. The information on the TSQ was known in various degrees, but the Americans had developed something new and better.
Chernakov was excited to have an assignment that offered a challenge; one that would allow him to take charge of and learn about the technology used so effectively by the American bombers.
The day before he was to depart, he met briefly with Karpov and members of the Defense Ministry receiving final instructions. Then he and Trushenko spent the afternoon clearing his desk and instructing his staff. He thought about the Americans in the embassy and wished he could somehow contact Harding or Jacobsen, but he knew it was impossible. Now there was just one more task to complete; tomorrow there would be a visit to the cemetery.
* * *
A cold wind whistled through alleys of the cemetery grave stones that stood in various shapes and sizes. As he trudged along the hard ground to Valeri�s grave, he noticed a workman dressed in heavy rough clothing and a coarse wool cap nearby watching him. He sighed in mild exasperation; even here in the cemetery he was watched. It was unusual; the workman seemed to be alone�the ever present dark sedan that followed him everywhere was not in sight.
He was startled when the man moved closer and addressed him in English, �Good morning, General.�
Chernakov stopped.
�It is very cold is it not?� The workman spoke again in English. �The weather was much warmer in September of 1967; perhaps you remember?�
Hesitating, Chernakov responded. �Yes, I recall that.�
Nodding the worker continued, �I am told that Southeast Asia has the warmest climate this time of year. In some cases it is almost perfect if you can make the right connections.�
�I have not seen you here before. Do you work here?� Chernakov asked cautiously.
�Not often,� the worker replied, �only when necessary.� Then taking his tools he disappeared behind a large stone and was gone.
Pytor spoke to Valeri�s grave, �It�s strange, my darling, but it seems I must be ready for the next step.�
* * *
The next morning Chernakov and Trushenko boarded the airplane bound for Nanning and the first stop on the mission to secure the much desired equipment.
The level of conversation with his aide was stiff and superficial, pertaining only to military matters. There was little discussion of Nanning or expectations at the camp.
Chernakov worked uninterrupted and made many notes of his assignment. He glanced at Trushenko now and then noting that his aide sat rigidly in his seat reading some policy document. The contrast between Sukhanov and Trushenko was remarkable. Alexei always appeared to be relaxed, generating Chernakov�s confidence. Sergei, on the other hand, was as taut as a tightly strung bow, ready to fire at any deviation from the Party line, no matter how small.
Chernakov thought of the visit to the cemetery and of the strange conversation with the workman. It carried an excitement for him and a sense of expectation. He now had a reason to believe the Americans were working to accomplish his escape and it was as if a prayer had been answered after all these months.
* * *
Landing in Nanning he thought of Sukhanov, but realized that the Major�s presence as his aide now would be a hindrance in his plans.
A car was waiting to take them to the prison camp, but this time Major Lu Chan stepped out to greet them. Lu Chan noticed immediately the unbending sternness of Chernakov�s new aide, Major Sergei Trushenko and the more formal demeanor of the General.
Lu Chan commented pleasantly, �I was looking forward to seeing Major Sukhanov again, General, how is he?�
Chernakov smiled and nodded, �I am certain that he would want me to give you his greetings, �Major,�� emphasizing the new rank, he paused, �I see you have been promoted, congratulations. Sukhanov has received a promotion also and at this time he is in Czechoslovakia and doing well; and General Yang?�
Lu Chan nodded also smiling. �I am most sorry to tell you that General Yang was called to Bejing two days ago. He was to be back tomorrow, however, we have been notified that he will remain there for another four days. It is possible that he will miss your time here, altogether. General, I have been instructed to act as your escort and allow you to have access to any and all of the prisoners you wish to interview.�
Lu Chan noting the change in Chernakov�s demeanor, suggested an early dinner. Chernakov agreed and asked that they be taken to their quarters immediately after.
Before retiring in the same quarters as he and Sukhanov had shared, Chernakov reviewed the orders given him by Karpov. He looked at his aide and said, �Do you know our purpose here, Trushenko?�
�We are to interrogate some American prisoners before they are transferred.�
�The orders, Major, are that I am to interview these prisoners. Therefore, our purpose would be best served if you would take charge of securing the plane and the air crew. I am not unaware of the danger that exists here. It was general Yang who incarcerated two of our technicians at this same location and I would not like to be forced to negotiate for the release of any of our air crew.�
�This is a very wise plan, General, and I will be pleased to take this responsibility,� Trushenko assured him.
* * *
Lu Chan arrived early to accompany the Soviet General to the prison that held the POW�s. Chernakov was quiet and seemed even more preoccupied than the day before. Lu Chan reasoned that the General did not look forward to the interrogations and asked, �Is there anything you would like to do before we begin the interrogations, General?�
�Yes, Comrade Lu Chan, I would like a brief tour of the cells.�
�Certainly, General, I will be happy to escort you,� Lu Chan responded. They rode in silence for a few more minutes then Lu Chan asked casually, �Was it very cold in Moscow when you left, General?�
�Yes, it was very cold, but it is the time of year,� Chernakov replied absent-mindedly, continuing to look out the window of the car at the bleak surroundings as they approached the camp.
Lu Chan spoke again, �I understand that September of 1967 was unseasonably warm in Moscow.�
Chernakov�s reaction was immediate, but he continued to stare out the window commenting slowly, �Yes, I do recall now that it was unusually warm and pleasant,� he replied. His pulse had quickened, but he must be careful. It could be a trap, the whole cemetery episode and now Lu Chan. �Better to wait,� he told himself.
The Chinese Major continued, seemingly unaware of his companion�s caution, nodding he commented, �It is warmest here this time of year. It is fortunate that you could make the right connections that would allow you to interrogate the particular prisoners the Party has asked for.�
The same excitement that he had experienced in the cemetery filled him. And now, hearing the same strange words from Lu Chan; he could only half believe that this could be some way of communication from the Americans. His response was measured. �I find it most interesting to meet someone who is so knowledgeable about climactic contrasts. As a pilot I am required to know these weather patterns, but you Major, are a surprise. We must discuss the subject again sometime,� he said as he looked out the car window as they passed through the gate of the prison compound.
Lu Chan knew that Chernakov had understood.
* * *
A guard opened the car door for Chernakov and Lu Chan. Lu Chan spoke to the guard in Chinese telling him that they would be touring the cells where five American prisoners were being held.
The first was the cell of an American major; a Chaplain who had been captured in Laos. As they approached they saw he was being beaten by a guard; the prisoner was in bad shape.
Lu Chan intervened, �What are you doing?� he shouted at the guard. �Get away from him. I will see to it that you are dealt with severely for this. This man is in no condition to be beaten any more.�
Bending over the Chaplain, Lu Chan spoke softly to him, �Would you like some water?�
The Chaplain, his face badly bruised, nodded and murmured through swollen lips, �Thanks. Bless you.�
Lu Chan nodded his head making sure the Chaplain was as comfortable as possible and then motioned Chernakov on to the next cells.
They left the cell block after seeing three or four more of the American POWs; one of whom had obviously been wounded. Possibly his wounds had been treated at some time, but he was very thin and was now quite ill; Chernakov was troubled at the seemingly poor treatment of the prisoner. He looked at Lu Chan, �What kind of treatment has this man had?� Chernakov spoke sharply.
Lu Chan looked at Chernakov, �I apologize, General, this man arrived only two days ago. He was given medicine immediately. He was one who came to us from Laos. As you are no doubt aware, the Pathet Lao prisoners are treated even more harshly than our North Vietnamese comrades. You must understand we must be cautious in our treatment; General Yang does not wish us to squander our resources.�
On the way to the interrogation rooms after a review of the prisoners, Chernakov spoke cautiously to Lu Chan, �I now understand your concern over the well being of a prisoner, Major, but perhaps you endangered yourself by being too severe with the guard.� Chernakov watched Lu Chan�s face harden as he spoke.
�The Chaplain poses no threat to anyone; perhaps he will be exchanged one day. It is not our business to prove our superiority by brutality,� he said decisively.
* * *
They stepped through a door in the prison into a long gray corridor. Lu Chan opened an inner door off the hallway. The room, like the hallway was drab gray. Everything was painted gray; the interrogation room was stark with a single light fixture dangling on a chain from the ceiling.
The room contained a desk with a chair behind it and one in front of the desk. There were two straight backed chairs near one wall and a three drawer filing cabinet in a corner.
�I thought you would like to use the desk for your papers, General.� Lu Chan went on, �The men you choose to interview will sit in front of you; I will sit on one side, if you wish for me to stay. There will be two guards near the door or just outside, whichever you prefer.�
Chernakov looked around at the room. �This is quite acceptable Major; the guards will remain outside in the hallway. You will remain with me.� Chernakov took papers from his briefcase and arranged them on the desk.
He looked at Lu Chan, �Before we begin the interrogations we will discuss some things and I have some questions for you. Please sit down, Major.�
His eyes still on at Lu Chan, �How secure are these rooms; by that I mean, will our interrogations be monitored?� His eyes searched the room, floor to ceiling and came to rest on Lu Chan looking squarely into his eyes.
Lu Chan responded quickly, �There are two other rooms set aside for monitoring conversations, General. This room is secure; you may feel free to ask what you wish and the responses will be heard in this room only.�
�That�s good; now tell me Major, how is it that you know of the weather in Moscow in September of 1967?�
Lu Chan smiled slightly saying, �I have a contact in an international weather reporting agency.�
�I see; then you will provide me with weather updates as necessary to my journey. Am I correct?� Pyotr asked thoughtfully.
�Yes, General, as I am given instructions to pass on,� Lu Chan answered.
�Now to the task before us, General, do you have some prisoners specifically in mind that you wish to interview?� Lu Chan inquired simply.
Chernakov took a file holding several sheets of paper from his briefcase. �Yes I do� he answered. �I am specifically interested in the Americans that were captured in Laos; I am now working with an incomplete list. I would like names, rank and service branch and the dates of capture. Perhaps you can provide additional information regarding some of them; information that I do not have that could be important,� Chernakov directed.
�You and I both have worked with prisoners of war, Major Lu Chan, but you in a different capacity. Since you have worked with the POWs for such a long period of time, have you tabulated the exact numbers of the number of prisoners the North Vietnamese have captured?� Chernakov asked.
�You mean the total in all camps,� Lu Chan asked.
�Yes,� Pyotr replied.
�I will give you what information I have,� Lu Chan said seriously. According to our recent count reports there are over one thousand, possibly more�� Lu Chan answered.
�Do you have a record of where they were captured, and are they broken down by rank, Major?�
Lu Chan opened a file and quickly paged through the papers it contained, saying, �I have some of what you ask here. Shall I read it, Comrade?�
�No,� Chernakov answered, �just give me an overview and I will take a report with me.�
Lu Chan began, �There were more than five hundred American aviators captured in North Vietnam; they were comprised of senior officers of the U.S. Air Force and the U. S. Navy. The aviators include three astronauts trained for space flight and ten of the aviators have more than 4000 flight hours each. There were thirty other POWs captured in North Vietnam who were diversionists and what they called Advisors.�
�That�s an impressive number. Do we know how many survived?� Chernakov queried.
�It changes from day to day, General,� Lu Chan went on, �in South Vietnam we are told the Viet Cong and the North Vietnamese Army have captured over one hundred US air crew members, mainly helicopter aviators and some jet aviators as well as eighty five servicemen of other categories. There were sixty five captured in Cambodia and forty three in Laos.� Lu Chan handed the papers to Chernakov. �I have another copy, General.�
Chernakov took it from his hand saying, �Thank you, Major. It has been reported to me that the American government has no knowledge of the exact number of POWs in the Democratic Republic of Vietnam because the North Vietnamese Army Command retains those numbers in strict secrecy. According to the report, the Americans� official list published by the NVA contains the names of only three hundred sixty eight prisoners.�
�I believe that is correct, General,� Lu Chan replied.
�Hmmm, an interesting discrepancy,� Chernakov murmured studying, �How accurate is this list, Comrade?� he said tapping the papers in his hand.
�I am not absolutely certain, General,� Lu Chan answered �you must think we are careless record keepers, but these prisoners are moved and evaluated often, based on their usefulness. I am only one of those who order them to be moved.�
�No, I do not believe you are careless at all, I understand the problem very well.
�Major, how long will China continue holding the American POWs of North Vietnam?�
Lu Chan responded, �I do not know, General, but I do know that there is an agreement that Hanoi made with Bejing to keep some of the American prisoners.�
Shaking his head in disapproval, Chernakov commented, �A chess game with prisoners as pawns.�
�Forgive me, General, but your government has also made the same agreements considering some of the prisoners have been moved to the USSR, am I not correct?�
Chernakov nodded his head. He said slowly, �Touch�, Major, and there will be others as a result of my visit today.�
Lu Chan nodded understanding and continued, �China will not release any of them back to the American government without approval from the North Vietnamese; the North Vietnamese believe that the United States will eventually tire of a war it can�t win, much the same as the French, and when that happens, Hanoi will have the prisoners as a bargaining tool for reparations.
�They know the U.S. will not risk global war by sending their troops into China nor would they risk sending aerial reconnaissance to locate and rescue any prisoners. They believe the American government will pay to get their prisoners back.
�It is different with your government, General; the prisoners who are sent to the Soviet Bloc will not be traded or bargained for; they will be used for information purposes, and then disappear. Is this not so?�
Chernakov nodded gravely, �It is a shameful and a dangerous game we play with the Americans, my friend; I believe they will risk much to regain their prisoners.
�I will need access to all the information you have on the American prisoners, Major.� Chernakov went on, �Now to the business at hand; I am here to specifically interview three prisoners from Laos who may be technicians captured at a Tactical Air Navigation site, on Phou Pha Thi Mountain. Do you know what I am referring to?�
�Yes, General, these are our three most recent prisoners captured in Laos. They came to Hanoi two months ago and I arranged for their transfer here. They had no military identification or any papers; we have no doubt they work for the CIA. We do not believe the names they have given are genuine.�
�We will see. Please, Major, let�s begin with the one in the same cell block as the American Chaplain.�
�Very well, I will have the guards bring in the prisoner.
* * *
The man that entered the room moved slowly, he stumbled slightly as a guard pushed him to move more quickly. He stopped; surprise flickered across his face as he saw the Soviet General seated at the desk. The look of surprise was immediately replaced by a look of hostility.
�Come in and be seated, there,� Chernakov gestured toward the chair facing him in front of the desk.
Pyotr appraised the American; he was thin, but this man appeared to be in better condition than others he had seen. There was a look of determination in his blue eyes. He had seen it in other prisoners. This fellow would resist his questions he knew.
�I am Lieutenant General Pyotr Chernakov. I am an Air Force officer of the Union of the Soviet Socialist Republics. You know Major Lu Chan?� Chernakov asked, speaking English.
The prisoner nodded.
�Good! We all know each other, except, I don�t know your name. What is your name?� Pyotr asked respectfully.
�John Smith,� the answer was strong and obstinate.
�Really?� Chernakov smiled, �That�s a very American name. There are so many of you� are you sure that is your name?� he asked politely.
�The American looked at him directly, �My name is John Smith,� he asserted stubbornly, �and I am a civilian.�
�I see, well Mr. Smith, what is your �civilian� occupation?� Pyotr remained calm, friendly.
�I work in construction.�
�What kind of construction?�
�I do road construction work.�
�You were a long way from your home to do road construction� all the way to Laos?�
�That�s what I do,� he said defiantly.
�Where is your home, Mr. Smith?�
�The United States of America.�
�Do you have a family there� one that you would like to see again someday?�
�Go to Hell!!�
�Look at me, Mr. Smith, what do you see?� Chernakov spoke softly, but there was an edge to his question.
The prisoner raised his eyes and looked squarely at Chernakov, but didn�t answer.
Chernakov pressed, �I will tell you what you do not see, Mr. Smith, you do not see a fool. You will answer my questions, one way or the other.�
Lu Chan watched with deep interest. He had admired the Soviet General from the first time he had met him in Hanoi. He wondered if the American would underestimate the skill of his interrogator.
�Now shall we try again? Let me help you. We already know that you were captured at a secret CIA radar complex in Laos. Because of the nature of that complex, the people who were there were highly trained technically; therefore, since you were one of those people, we believe that you are knowledgeable about the Tactical Air Navigation system and the TSQ.�
�I work in road construction,� the prisoner asserted dogmatically. He seemed to be bracing himself as if he was expecting a blow or some physical attack.
Chernakov sighed, �Very well, Mr. Smith, I know that you would probably withstand a beating, but I think that would be a waste of time. I saw one of your American Chaplains today when I toured the cells. Do you know the one I mean?�
Smith nodded his head, slightly bewildered by the question.
Chernakov continued, �He was in quite bad condition and probably is in need of medical attention. I doubt that he could withstand another beating. What do you think, Mr. Smith?�
Pyotr saw the look of understanding, then the rage and defeat in the man�s eyes as he shook his head, no.
�Now Mr. Smith, there will be no more games, Major Lu Chan, have the guards bring the Chaplain in.�
Lu Chan was surprised, but started for the door when Smith spoke, �No wait� what do you want?� he asked; his voice was hoarse as he looked at Chernakov.
Chernakov held up his hand gesturing Lu Chan to stop and return to his seat. �I want you to tell us what is your name and tell us everything you know about the TSQ radar technology operating at CIA Site 85.�
�Bill� Perry and I can only tell you about my job which was to take care of the power generators. I don�t know anything about the technical part of the operations.�
�Really? Why should we believe that, Mr. Bill Perry?� Chernakov asked impatiently.
�Because it was top secret and none of us knew more than the specific area of operations where we were trained and assigned. Most of the people who understood the TSQ were killed or got away.�
�Then how did you survive, Mr. Perry, why were you left behind?�
�I was supposed to blow up the generators.�
�Were there other areas you were to destroy? Did you succeed?�
�No� I don�t know; during the attack there was a lot of shooting and explosions and confusion and then I was captured.�
�What about the other two who were captured with you� what were their jobs?�
�I don�t know, I think they were replacements at the site, but I don�t know. I�ve told you everything I know.�
Chernakov stood up and looked steadily at the American and said quietly, �I don�t believe you, Mr. Perry, but you will have time to reconsider�you will be leaving here shortly on a long trip. You will get to see some of my country.� He looked at Lu Chan, �Have the guards take this man back to his cell.�
He stared at Chernakov, �Wha� what do you mean? Where are you sending me? Where are you sending me?� Perry repeated, yelling, �You bastard, you bastard,� he railed at Chernakov.
Lu Chan looked at the implacable countenance of Chernakov, �Shall I have another prisoner brought in?�
�No, Major, it would be a waste of time. Make the arrangements for Mr. Smith or Perry, if that is his name, and the two who were with him to be transported to the Soviet Union. They will have time to remember their names and their technical skills while they are waiting for the equipment from the radar site to arrive. At least it will be better for them if they do.�
Chernakov stood quietly shaking his head at the irony.
Lu Chan read his thoughts, �You had no choice, General.�
�Really? I don�t know; perhaps God will forgive me. We now know that our North Vietnamese Comrades plan to use the American POWs as part of any peace negotiation. American President Nixon has promised the American people a conclusion to the war in Vietnam. He will do whatever he has to do to settle it.�
* * *
Chernakov was bone weary as he and Lu Chan left the prison and walked toward the vehicle that would take him to the waiting Soviet aircraft.
Turning to Lu Chan, he said, �There will be a Soviet aviation expert who will meet me in Hanoi to evaluate some captured American aircraft sections as well as the material from Site 85. I expect that it will take some time to secure all of the equipment and arrange for its transport by ship back to USSR; I may be required to remain in Hanoi for several months until this is accomplished.�
�As you know, General, I am frequently in Hanoi. You may contact me at our headquarters there; I may have updated weather information for you. I wish you the best for the rest of your assignment.�
�Thank you for all of your help, Major,� Chernakov said returning Lu Chan�s salute, �I will see you in Hanoi.�

Chapter 1

Seattle, Washington
Wednesday, September 10, 1980
The plush carpeted hallways of Ramsey, Wilson & Carr were hushed and for the most part, empty. Only the occasional swish of the opening and closing of the polished sunburst elevator doors allowing access to the mahogany paneled reception area gave evidence of coming and goings in the busy law firm.
A meeting had been called to order by the firm�s senior partner, Lyle Ramsey, Jr. Twenty five of the partners were gathered at the marble topped walnut table in the main conference room. An agenda addressing a number of the firm�s corporate mergers, tax filings, and limited liability companies rested in front of Lyle Ramsey at the head of the table. William Stafford the firm�s Chief Financial Officer and managing partner Frank Wilson, sat opposite each other on either side of Ramsey.
Harrison Carr sat quietly at the far end of the table, note pad in front of him; his eagle eyes studying the faces and body language of each of the younger partners.
Seventy-six year old Carr the most elderly of the partners had been with the firm from the beginning. He had been Ramsey, Sr.�s partner and continued, becoming the younger Ramsey�s mentor. While the craggy faced old man had easily relinquished the firm�s control to Lyle Jr., his power and management instincts held sway over the firm through long time connections in the international business and political world. As it had with Lyle Sr., the chemistry between Ramsey Jr. and Carr flourished.
Coffee had been served all around as Lyle moved into the agenda. He was in the middle of a sentence when the door opened and his executive secretary, Connie Porter, discreetly motioned to him from the doorway. Lyle responded immediately knowing only an urgent matter would cause Connie to interrupt a partners� meeting. �Excuse me, Mr. Ramsey; there is a call for you on your private line.�
Everyone�s attention was on Ramsey as he stood. Tall and straight as an arrow, he was an imposing figure, with thick wavy silver hair and glacial blue piercing eyes. He dressed with careful intention; his perfectly tailored charcoal gray suit, pale blue shirt with gold monogrammed cufflinks and diagonally striped dark gray and blue necktie conveyed the mark of leadership he wished to make.
He adjured to Frank Wilson, �I don�t know how long this will take, go ahead with the meeting and we will confer later.� Most of those at the table continued to watch him as he exited; a few others looked in Wilson�s direction as he quickly took charge of the meeting. As the firm�s managing partner Wilson generated a monthly six figure income in business to the firm. Rearranging the papers in front of him, he stood and proceeded to call for discussion of client lists.
Lyle hurried to his private office, closed and locked the door before picking up the phone. �This is Ramsey.�
�Lyle,� the voice on the other end was crisp and businesslike, �my jet will be landing at Boeing field in about fifty minutes; meet me there. There is a delicate situation affecting GCI that has come up that I want you to handle. For the time being no one else in the firm is to know about it, but be certain Ramsey and Carr will benefit greatly. Oh, yes, by the way don�t have lunch; we will eat in Jackson Hole.�

Thursday September 11, 1980
Lyle Ramsey was in his office by six-thirty on Thursday morning. He had slept badly the night before and told himself that the whirlwind flight to Wyoming, a late lunch and two martinis with dinner contributed. But, the conversation with the client and his own response was the real reason for Ramsey�s sleeplessness.
Fifty year old Lyle Ramsey was born to wealth. His father, a lawyer, had been a financial wizard; building a monetary empire in the late thirties that included California oil leases, real estate holdings and later, investment in industry. When Lyle was twelve his father moved the family to Seattle from Southern California. He saw the Pacific Northwest as his next economic conquest.
It was 1942 and America had entered World War II; demands for war materiel, tanks, ships and planes opened wide the doors of opportunity. The Boeing Airplane Company in Seattle and Northwest ship building companies, Todd and Kaiser, were experiencing unprecedented growth. And Lyle Ramsey, Sr. was ready to establish a new legal empire. His interest in industry was now directed toward government defense contracts and negotiations. This would be his legacy to his son.
Young Lyle�s interest in law came at an early age. Like his father he realized that much control of corporations lay in the hands of legal departments and prestigious law firms negotiating those contracts.
Handsome and brilliant, he was blessed with a photographic memory and sailed through his undergraduate studies at the University of Washington. He then turned his eyes toward Harvard Law School specializing in corporate law and made his mark graduating Summa Cum Laude; he joined his father�s firm, Ramsey, Wilson & Carr and within a year was made partner.
Following his father�s death Lyle, now in charge, and senior partner, Harrison Carr, steered the blue chip firm into a solid gold future. By 1980 the firm had offices in New York, San Francisco and Washington, D.C. with representatives in Tokyo; corporate headquarters would remain in Seattle. The firm now occupied four floors of the SeaFirst Bank Building in the heart of downtown.
Lyle had never married. There had been one woman Lyle loved and who loved him, but she did not share his drive for power and eventually the relationship ended. Loyalty to his father was the only sentimental quality that remained. A life size painting of Lyle, Sr. occupied a wall in Lyle�s office. The intensity of the painting�s ice blue eyes under bushy white brows seemed to follow Lyle to every corner of the room. Each Friday afternoon he and Harrison Carr would meet in his office that had once belonged to his father, pour an expensive scotch in two Waterford crystal bar glasses and raise a toast to Lyle Ramsey, Sr.
This morning he stood at the window of his office looking to the West at the ships anchored in Elliot Bay thinking over the meeting of the previous day. Over lunch, in the shadow of the Grand Tetons, a place of grandeur and beauty, he had accepted a deal that would net the firm an immediate two million dollars with the promise of additional millions in future contracts. His client could guarantee ongoing business; long standing close connections with past and current government administrations had been well cemented by such clients.
He and the client had made an agreement that he now had to carry out, carefully. Precautions must be taken to ensure that he and the firm would remain completely in the clear.
Deep in thought, Lyle didn�t hear Harrison Carr enter the office. Carr�s voice startled him. �Here a little early aren�t you, Lyle?� Not waiting for a reply the elderly Harrison went on, �I can see something is weighing on your mind and I strongly suspect that it has to do with your abrupt departure from the meeting yesterday.�
Ramsey nodded moving to his desk and looking directly at the elder partner, �You�re right as usual, Harrison;� he paused, his manicured hands folded on the desk; �yesterday we were offered an opportunity that could potentially guarantee continued millions of dollars to the firm in future GCI contracts but there could also be a substantial risk.�
�What�s the problem, Lyle? Everything has some risk, everything that has value that is,� Carr�s deep monotone voice intoned solemnly. �I�ll not comment one way or the other since I�m not privy to all the information, but I will say that I have always trusted your instincts. It�s your call; if you want to talk further I�ll be in my office.�
�Thank you, Harrison. Thanks for your vote of confidence.�
Harrison nodded and arose from the side chair in which he had been seated and walked slowly out the door. Ramsey noted Carr moved slower than usual this morning and was using the cane he occasionally relied on. �He�s slowing up a bit, Dad,� he commented to the portrait.
Ramsey reached for his private phone and dialed a number in the Seattle Police Department. �Hello, Detective Maxwell, this is Lyle Ramsey. Listen carefully, you have my private number�I want you to call me from another location in no less than fifteen minutes.� Ramsey knew exactly who to press for favors within the police department and he knew homicide Detective Monte Maxwell would agree to most requests if the carrot was sweet enough.
Monte mumbled lamely, �Yeah, sure always good to hear from you.� He put the phone down thoughtfully. Monte hated to hear from Ramsey but the jobs he had done for him in the past had netted a few hundred dollars here and there; enough reward to take the pain out of the risk. Monte got out of his chair saying to his partner. �I�m goin� down to the newsstand and get a candy bar. I�ll be back in a couple minutes.� Bending over his ample belly to close a desk drawer he grunted.
Detective Ed Peterson raised his eyes from a report he was working on; hearing Monte grunt while reaching for the lower drawer of the desk he commented, �You�re always hungry! But you�d better lay off those candy bars or you won�t be able to get your butt outta� your chair.�
Ignoring Peterson�s verbal jab at his girth, Monte muttered under his breath that Peterson should �Get lost� as he walked to the corridor. He rode the elevator down from the fifth floor of the Public Safety Building wondering what Lyle Ramsey wanted this time. In the lobby he headed for a pay phone and quickly dialed a number. �This is Monte, what can I do for you Mr. Ramsey?�
Ramsey could hear the reluctance in Monte�s voice. �I have a job for you, Monte; it�s worth two hundred and sixty thousand dollars if it�s done well.� Ramsey now had Monte�s full attention.
�Wow� Monte gasped. �Sure, Mr. Ramsey, I�ll be glad to help you any way I can. Just give me the details and��
�Shut up and listen, Monte, this is not nickel and dime stuff, this is big money for a big job,� he paused, �Someone has to be eliminated.�
Monte sucked in his breath and looked around furtively. This request was over the top. �Okay, go on,� he said hesitantly, �you want me to��
�No� Ramsey said vehemently. �I want you to find someone who cannot be traced back to you. There will need to be two applicants for the job; two individuals who are not afraid to get their hands dirty. You need to find the applicants and handle this personally, Monte. Our client is very particular and has zero tolerance for mistakes. Do you understand?�
�How much am I authorized to offer?� Monte queried.
�They each get thirty thousand; half up front and the other half when the job is finished. That leaves two hundred thousand for you. You will get half up front as well. There is a piece of merchandise involved that must be delivered to me for the client; that�s part of the deal.
�If everything goes smoothly the two candidates could get a bonus of another thousand apiece. You will be responsible for the successful completion of the job. I want to keep this local and very low key.�
�Who is the target?� Monte asked.
�There will be a man coming off a cargo ship, the Tsein-Maru, out of Bangkok. The ship is due to arrive early on Tuesday the sixteenth, so you understand that you don�t have much time to find the right candidates. You must be very careful in your selection even with the time constraint.
�The target will probably be with the crew most of whom will be Asian, he is not. He is Caucasian, late forties about 5� 10� or so and has a long scar on the left side of his face. It is my understanding he will make contact at the Seattle Seamen�s Center at the Port.
�He will be carrying something, some kind of merchandise like a package or packet on him that must be delivered to me unopened; this is part of the deal and it is as importantas the �hit�. In fact I wanteverythinghe has on him delivered to me to make certain I get the right merchandise; by that I mean wallet, papers, everything. Monte, this has to appear to be a mugging and robbery. The guy will no doubt look like a transient sailor and it should go down as I described. There can be no slip-ups; no trail to you and no trail to me. Is that clear? Can you give me your guarantee that you can handle it?�
The gravity with which Ramsey was speaking caused Monte to perspire. This could be a fairly easy two hundred thousand or the beginning of a nightmare. He pushed his oily black hair out of his eyes and sighed. He didn�t like the idea of the �leg work� that would be necessary for this mission. He preferred taking jobs sitting at his desk and using the phone, telling others what to do, but the color of two hundred and sixty thousand dollars had captured Monte. �I think I can guarantee success Mr. Ramsey,� his thoughts were racing. �But uh, Mr. Ramsey, how and when do we get paid?�
�Don�t just think you can, Monte�I want your certain guarantee. As for pay, it depends on how efficient you are. Do it well and don�t screw this up or else��
Monte didn�t want to know the rest of �or else�. �No, no, Mr. Ramsey I just wondered how to make the offer,� Monte said nervously. �I am guaranteeing and I�ll get started finding applicants right away.�
�Fine, just remember time is short; so I repeat, be very careful in your selections. When you get the right people, call me,� Ramsey told him. �You have my number.
�Once again, I want to make it perfectly clear to you Monte, that if anything goes wrong and you involve me in any way, you will live, briefly, to regret it.�
Monte hung the phone up and assured himself that nothing would go wrong.
* * *
Sitting back at his desk Monte mentally went over a list of names that might be suitable for this job. One came to mind, Jake Schultz. Jake had done some hard time for assault with a deadly weapon and was now on parole.
Monte remembered Jake. His weapon of choice was a knife that he had used expertly on an ex-con in a bar fight that Jake had started. Although the man didn�t die, the attack was enough to put Jake away for a twenty year sentence of which he served eight years and was now on parole. It surprised Monte that he had been paroled; Jake was a mean guy. �I�ll just give his parole officer, Hal Baker, a call and see what�s cookin� with Jake,� Monte said to himself as he picked up the phone.
�Hello, Hal, Monte Maxwell.�
�Hello, yourself,� Hal said. �Haven�t heard from you for quite awhile, what can I do for you?�
�Oh, just inquiring about one of your cons, Jake Schultz. Does he have a job yet?�
�Yeah, he�s doing okay,� Hal responded. �He hooked up with a pal of his, a guy named Leo Tanner. They both work at Atlas Window Cleaners. You know that company that cleans those high-rise windows downtown. Jake is keeping his nose clean, ha, ha, get it?�
�You�re kidding, right? You mean Jake is going up and down buildings like the Rainier Tower and like that? Is this Leo on parole too?� asked Monte. He found it hard to imagine Jake as a window washer.
�No,� Hal told him. �Not Leo, he�s a small time crook, car theft, petty crimes, and breaking and entering burglaries from time to time. He�s done some jail time but he�s clean at the moment. He and Jake bunk together at a flea trap down around Pioneer Square, the St. Croix Hotel. What�s the matter, no homicides to investigate? Why are you asking about Jake, anything I should know about?�
�Oh no,� Monte said quickly. �I was just going through some files and checking them off so the Captain knows I�m on top of things. Things are pretty quiet for the moment. I helped put Jake away, so when I saw he was on parole I thought I�d check up on him. He�s not exactly Mr. �Nice Guy�.�
�Well,� Hal told him, Jake reports in as required, and I haven�t heard anything going on with him. Maybe the thrill of all that height satisfies his needs for adventure or something, anyway� like I said��
�Yeah, yeah, I know, he�s keeping his nose clean. I got it, Hal, and thanks. See you around,� Monte told Hal as he hung up.
* * *
Monte looked at Jake�s and Leo�s rap sheets. Both men were in their early forties. Leo was a little younger than Jake. Monte�s interest was confirmed when he noted that the weapon Jake used in two other assaults had been a knife.
Neither man had ever been caught with a gun. Leo had been fairly successful at burglarizing but he had been caught attempting to steal a car that had been set up as part of a sting.
�These two might be just what I need.� Monte thought, but he knew he had to be careful.
At 4:30 that afternoon, Detective Maxwell left the Public Safety Building and drove to Bell Town. He parked on Fifth Avenue across the street from Atlas and waited for the 5:00 quitting time and for Jake and Leo to exit. He watched them as they left Atlas and headed for the Bull Dog Tavern down the hill on Third Avenue. Monte followed.
Entering the tavern Monte spotted them at the bar and sidled up next to Jake. �Hi there, Jake. How�s it going?�
Leo peered around Jake, looking at Monte. Monte quickly flashed his badge at Leo.
Jake was immediately on guard. Then, looking closely at Monte, he spat in recognition, �You�re the stinking cop who busted me!� He angrily stepped away and swore at Monte. �Why are you bugging me, I ain�t done nuthin!��
Monte said smoothly. �Easy Jake, I might have a business deal for you and your friend here,� nodding toward Leo.
�We�ve got a job. What are you tryin� to do, set us up?� Leo asked contentiously
Monte smiled. �How is the pay washing windows?�
�We get paid enough,� Leo assured sullenly.
�I just thought you might be interested in a big one-time job that could net you boys a few �thou�, but I can see that I�m wasting my time� yep, you guys seem really happy washing windows,� Monte remarked sarcastically. �See you around.� He pretended a loss of interest as he moved toward the door.
�How many �thou� are we talking about?� Leo pressed Monte. �What kind of a job?�
�Thirty thousand each with a bonus, if it goes like clockwork,� Monte replied. �But once you�re in, you�re in; understand? And you do it exactly as you are told.� He watched their faces and knew he had them hooked.
�Whew� Jake whistled. �Not bad! Who are we workin� for?� he asked.
Monte responded, �No information unless you agree and as long as you get paid what do you care?�
�Just a minute,� Leo told Monte. �We gotta� talk about this.�
They moved away from Monte. After an animated discussion a couple of minutes later, Leo nodded.
Monte walked up to them. �Agreed? Good! Let�s go over to that table and we�ll talk,� he said nodding to a dark corner booth away from the bar. After revealing the nature of the job and what was expected of them, Monte said, �We�re done now; I�ll be in touch in a day or so.�
Looking around at the half empty, murky bar room, �This is as good a place as any to meet. See you here on Monday after work.
�Oh, I forgot to tell you boys, you keep your jobs at Atlas, in fact I insist. Take sick leave or vacation for this job if you have to. You catch my meaning?�
They both nodded as Monte turned and headed for the door leaving Jake and Leo looking after him.
* * *
Later Monte placed a call from a pay phone. �Mr. Ramsey, this is Monte, I just want you to know I have located two good applicants and have interviewed them. They are eager to get the job, and I�ve set up another meeting on Monday, as soon as I get the information for them.�
�Excellent, Monte; the information and partial payment will be delivered at the usual drop. An envelope will be left for you at the desk at the Washington Athletic Club,� he went on. It will contain all the information you will need to pass along to the two applicants, plus the down payment money, which is to be paid half now, the other half when the job is done. That will be confirmed when the merchandise is delivered into my hands by messenger service. Call me if anything comes up.�
Ramsey sat back in his chair and drew a deep breath. The ball was rolling.

Chapter 2

Tuesday, September 16, 1980
1:30 PM
�Is this Charlene Thayer?� The voice on the phone was hoarse and raspy, almost a whisper.
Charlene hesitated, �Yes, who�s calling?�
�Are you Paul Thayer�s widow?�
Charlene froze, and answered tentatively, �Yes, who is this?�
The voice continued, �Mrs. Thayer I have information about your husband, Colonel Thayer.�
�Who are you and what do you want?� she demanded. �If this is some sort of sick joke it isn�t funny!�
�There are things you should know about your husband�s death, Mrs. Thayer, things are not what they seem��
She cut him off by abruptly hanging up. She leaned against the wall; her breath coming in sharp gasps. Hearing Paul�s name brought pain, even after nearly ten years. But the voice had opened the door to a nagging question Charlene Thayer had turned her back on. It had been lying dormant and held in suspension until now by �busyness�. Suddenly no amount of busyness could close the door on the words, �Things are not what they seem�� echoing in her ears.
* * *
3:30 PM
Seattle had lapsed into its typical fall weather pattern, torrential rain interspersed with wind and drizzle. This September day had some of all three. The raindrops were large and splashed against the windshield as journalist Andrew Kincaid maneuvered his 1972 Toyota Land Cruiser into his assigned parking place in the rain soaked lot across from the Seattle Times building. He had just finished what he considered to be a thoroughly frustrating and unsatisfactory on-the-air interview with King County Council member Robert �Bob� Mitchell.
The topic, a political �hot potato�, was the need for a new disaster and transportation plan for the Puget Sound region largely dictated by the Mount St. Helens� eruption that occurred last May. Mitchell had run for the Council and won based on his unique approach to disaster planning and his proposal for the area�s transportation needs.
Previously made contingency plans were proving to be impractical for the movement of people out of dangerous areas in question. The impact of population growth projections on transportation needs, modernizing and improving freeways and possibly adding light rail were on the table as agenda items as well.
Months before the actual volcanic eruption Governor Dixy Lee Ray had established a task force to examine those topics and address other natural disaster issues. She had asked Andrew Kincaid to serve on the task force as the media liaison and Andrew had declined. However he continued to monitor the activities of the task force and following the eruption, Andrew along with several of the state�s top investigative reporters were probing the state�s response.
Andrew knew that the State of Washington and the most populous King County had serious differences on several components of such a plan.
With his knowledge of the subject and his interview skills in play, Andrew attempted to have Councilman Mitchell explain his and the King County Council�s position on disaster planning; asking Mitchell specifically where and how the County significantly disagreed with the State.
He found it nearly impossible to keep the councilman on point. Mitchell changed his position several times on how a disaster plan should be adopted and implemented. To Andrew�s surprise Mitchell was even less definite on transportation needs and growth projections.
At the end of the interview all Andrew wanted to do was go home, have a strong drink and go to bed, thinking it had been such a long day already, he couldn�t believe it wasn�t over. Instead he found himself back at the Times finalizing Wednesday�s column.
As he drove into the Times parking lot and into his assigned space he noted the vehicle on the right was parked slightly across the line into his space, which would not allow a comfort zone for opening doors and exiting. �That does it!� he declared.
Wiggling to exit the car Andrew swore under his breath and commented to himself that he should have ridden the Harley. A motorcycle was far easier to park albeit a less desirable vehicle in Seattle�s rainy weather.
�Maybe I will ride the bike tomorrow, even if it�s still pouring buckets,� he grumbled as he splashed across the street and through the doors of the Seattle Times. �It can�t be harder than this!�
As he passed the reception desk he groused, �Doesn�t anybody in this town know how to park? This has been some day!!�
Wendy Hilyard, the dark haired receptionist raised her eyes from a page she was reading, adjusted her thick glasses and managed a weak smile. �Oh, hi, Andy, here are your messages,� she held out her hand containing a sheaf of 3 x 4 pink message slips and let her eyes drop back to the paper; he grabbed them as he hurried by hardly looking at her. Brushing wet hair out of his eyes, he mumbled �Thanks� while a disgruntled frown clouded his ordinarily congenial face.
There wasn�t time to comment although Wendy wished she could think of some soothing remark. �This must have been a really bad day,� she thought. �Bye Andy� she called after the lanky man in the dripping raincoat dashing through the door to the stair well. �Have a nice�� she paused, weighing the obvious circumstance, �oh well.�
He took the stairs two at a time to get to his second floor �office� that consisted of a desk with a telephone, gooseneck lamp and a typewriter in the Northwest corner of the newsroom. The location offered him a small semblance of privacy.
As Andrew threaded his way through the crowded city room, past reporters� desks, water dripped from his clothes onto the asphalt tile floor; a few of those who sat in proximity enroute to his desk caught some of the moisture, causing mild consternation.
�Hey, Kincaid, why don�t you furnish towels? For cryin� out loud, I got wetter from you than from my shower this morning!� one disgruntled recipient of unwelcome drops complained as Andrew worked his way through the noisy, smoked filled room.
�You could always use another shower, Ted.� Andy shot back. �I�ll order towels next week.�
�Oh yeah, well next time it rains and you�re out in it, do us all a favor�don�t come in,� another voice complained. �You got water spots on my copy.�
�That�s probably the most punctuation anyone has seen on your stuff. It gives it a little something extra. You should thank me,� Andrew retorted.
�Ha, ha and ha; that�s very funny, Oh mighty king of drips! Remind me to recommend you for comedian of the month award!�
The verbal sparring ended as Andrew reached his desk and flipped through his messages. One was an urgent request from Father Ben Lee to call him at the Seattle Seamen�s Center as soon as possible. He noted that the message came at 3:00 PM. Andrew ordinarily didn�t respond to his messages until after 5:00 PM, but he was expecting information for the next day�s program at radio station KGM so he carefully went through them and came back to Ben�s request. Usually unflappable Father Ben would not request an immediate response unless it was important.
Shedding his wet coat and dropping it on a nearby chair, Andrew perched on the corner of his desk and dialed the Center. Ben answered on the second ring. �Father Ben, what�s going on? I got your message. Sounded serious; are you okay?�
�Yes, yes,� responded Ben, �but a man came here today who I think may be in trouble.�
"What kind of trouble, Father?�
�I do not know, but I do know he is not a merchant seaman. Although he came in on a ship called the Tsien-Maru, he is not part of the crew. I have talked with some of the men from the ship and they do not know him. He is Caucasian and I think he is an American. He seems somewhat anxious. I have tried talking with him�but it seems as though�� his voice trailed off in search of the right words. �He asked for paper to write some letters; in fact, he has spent several hours writing letters. Then he asked me to look up a telephone number for Mrs. Paul Thayer, Charlene Thayer. I think��
Andrew broke in, �Hold on, Ben, was he asking about the woman you talk about that helps raise money for the Center? That one?�
Ben responded, �Yes, Andrew, that is the only Charlene Thayer or Mrs. Paul Thayer listed. He knew both names, Andrew, and he did call her.� Father Ben paused, waiting for a response, �and�he asked about you.�
Andrew mumbled, �About me? What about me? That�s strange,� and then added �okay, look, I have to go back to the station to make a couple of calls about tomorrow�s show. I will be taking live calls about today�s interview so I need to get some things in place. Then I�ll drop down to the Center and the two of us can talk with this guy when I get there. Okay? I�m sorry, Ben, I do need to get on this. Can you hold on to him for a little while?�
Ben nodded to the phone as he peered out his office door at the stranger still at the table, bent over busily writing, �I will try, Andrew� he said wearily. �I will feel much better if you can come and talk with him.�
Ben sighed as he hung up. �What a day, Lord, I need help!� Ben�s attention was drawn to two sailors arguing over a board game. One had thrown tiles on the floor and it appeared the other man was about to physically attack the thrower as Ben intervened.
He reflected that his right arm Sister Ruth Myers had the day off as he shuffled through the papers on her otherwise neat desk looking for a list of repair people. He had to find someone to fix the restroom sink. Right now, this moment, he felt abandoned even by his friend Andrew. Dejectedly he mused, �Even Andrew is putting me off in helping that poor soul over there,� looking at the man hurriedly writing at a corner table.
Ben tried to rid himself of the feeling of foreboding. He trusted Andrew to get there as soon as he could, but he wasn�t sure that Andrew had really heard; Ben knew he was preoccupied. �Ah well,� he thought, �there is nothing to do but wait and see.�
* * *
Andrew had heard and was annoyed not being able to respond to Ben immediately. This was important to Ben and his own curiosity had been piqued.
Being an outspoken columnist and investigative reporter and radio talk show host was only a portion of Andrew Kincaid�s interests. His political views and intention to influence public policy were well known and generally respected in Seattle and Western Washington. He was seen as a �bulldog� crusader; when Andrew Kincaid believed in a cause he didn�t let go until the matter was resolved.
Andrew was more than a glib �hired gun� for radio station KGM. Talk radio was a new forum for political ideologues; he firmly believed it was a concept that could only grow and influence listeners. He had argued long and hard with his editors at the Seattle Times to agree to let him broadcast on KGM. Finally, he successfully negotiated an agreement that was mutually beneficial to both the newspaper and the radio station.
His hour long programs were incisive, thought provoking and challenging; and the issues he raised for his daily audiences were generally explored in depth in his bi-weekly column in the Times.
With all that said, Andrew was restless; he tried to dismiss the creeping dissatisfaction that troubled his quiet moments. He had made a personal commitment to himself to not ever becoming stale Now at thirty two he was a man on his way up and careful in his steps always looking over the horizon for a new challenge. He had caught the eye of some of the more seasoned politicians in Seattle and Olympia on both sides of the aisle. Political power brokers acknowledged that charismatic Andrew Kincaid would bear watching.
* * *
His support for Father Ben Lee and the Center began through Father Ben�s efforts to help a Chinese merchant sailor who had lost his papers and been arrested. He was subsequently ensnared in bureaucracies designed not to help the individual, only to thwart each other.
The Seattle Seamen�s Center was a maritime outreach ministry sponsored by the local Episcopal Diocese. Located in an industrial area close to the container Port of Seattle, it offered shelter and hospitality for merchant sailors from ships from around the world predominately from Southeast Asia.
The Center was a place where they could write letters, play pool or board games, have tea or coffee and conversation. If the need should arise, there was a good friend in Father Ben Lee who, as well as directing the Center, served as counselor, confessor and helper.
Andrew had received a call from one of his sources in the Port of Seattle office suggesting he look into the matter, he checked out Father Ben Lee and the work he was doing at the Seamen�s Center. While the maritime mission itself interested Andrew, he was more intrigued by the humble Chinese Anglican/Episcopal priest behind the ministry. A man who had emigrated from Hong Kong, spoke five languages fluently as well as various dialects and yet had the heart of a servant to everyone he met.
Andrew readily asked Father Lee to be his radio program guest and explain the merchant sailor�s plight to thousands of listeners. On the air Andrew found Father Ben to be both articulate and bright. He exuded uncommon compassion and dedication to his work helping merchant seamen far from their homes and loved ones.
As it turned out, the solution to the problem was relatively simple; and the flaws of inept bureaucrats, would be pointed out throughout Western Washington in embarrassingly succinct terms by Andrew Kincaid.
Three days following the broadcast, the sailor was dispatched to his ship and things were back to normal at the Seamen�s Center with the exception that now Father Ben had a new friend who would take each need the Center might have as a personal challenge.
* * *
The Seamen�s Center became a haven for Andrew when he wanted to ditch the rest of the world for a cup of not very good coffee, but excellent conversation and a chess game with Father Ben. The out of the way Center provided respite from his often punishing schedule. Over a period of more than two years and many cups of bad coffee, the journalist and the priest, became friends and confidants. Occasionally Andrew accompanied Father Ben on his visits to some of the ships when at times Ben conducted services for the crews.
* * *
Three volunteers regularly helped out at the Center each week. Sister Ruth Myers, a fiftyish member of the Episcopal Order of Saint Helena, kept the books for the center. Sister Ruth was five foot three inches tall and round. She dressed in a blue and white habit with a modified wimple that mostly covered her curly, iron gray hair. Her blue eyes were full of mischief and twinkled at a good joke, but those same sparkling eyes would snap and turn dark if anything jeopardized her work for she was deadly serious about her devotion to Father Ben and the Seamen�s Center.
Sixty five year old Byron Curtis, a retired banker, worked closely with Ruth on planning and managing the funding. A few inches taller than Father Lee, Byron was thin and round shouldered; he slightly resembled an ancient monk with a fringe of white hair circling a shiny pate. Nearly any day he could be found at the Center bent over his yellow pad of figures with arrows going this way and that on the page. Byron too, was fiercely dedicated to the Center and Father Ben Lee whom he had come to love and respect during his time there.
Davey Collins was the third and much appreciated member of the Seamen�s Center volunteer team. Davey was twenty three, had a slight developmental disability, but was able to assist in answering the telephones, stocking supplies and generally keeping the Center tidied up. He had a ready smile for all the visitors who came in and his sparkling brown eyes warmly greeted everyone making them feel welcome. He was Father Lee�s number one fan and would do anything he was asked if it was within his ability to do.
* * *
Father Ben noticed that the newcomer had finished writing letters and was no where in sight. Hoping to talk with him again before Andrew arrived, Ben looked around the nearly empty room �What happened to the man who was writing the letters over there?� he asked nodding toward the table where the man had been sitting. Davey was at the desk; he shrugged and said. �I don�t know, Father Ben, he left. Maybe to mail his letters,� he offered.
�Did he say anything?� Father Ben queried. �Wait!� Suddenly his attention was drawn to a commotion and shouts from outside the Center. Running out he and Davey saw the stranger struggling with two unknown men. The men had pinned the stranger in a recess in the wall of the building. One was attempting to immobilize him while the other wielded a knife striking the man again and again.
Ben shouted at them, �Let him go!� as he rushed to interdict the assault.
When the attackers saw Father Ben and Davey behind him, the man with the knife made one final slash before releasing the stranger. Escaping before Ben or Davey could see their faces they ran across the street into the shadows of the Alaskan Way Viaduct and were gone.
The stranger was hunched in a half sitting position on the sidewalk. It was clear he had been badly injured and as Father Ben knelt beside him he could see dark stains oozing their way to the surface of the man�s shirt. He had been stabbed several times. He was bleeding from a deep cut on his face and one hand had been slashed as he had tried to defend himself against the onslaught.
Davey ran back into the building and dialed 9-1-1. Ben tried to comfort the stranger who was attempting to speak. Davey grabbed a pillow from an old chair and hurried out, offering it to Father Ben who placed it behind the man�s head. �The ambulance is on the way,� Davey told him.
The wind and rain had stopped briefly for which Ben gave a silent thanksgiving. He laid a gentle hand on the man�s shoulder saying, �Save your strength�help is coming. Do you know who did this?�
The man shook his head adamantly, grabbing Ben�s hand. �Never mind� he choked, �It doesn�t matter.� He pushed a rumpled letter and a small oilskin packet into Ben�s hand saying, �Please get this letter to Mrs. Thayer� package to Kincaid,� he gasped. �I� I must talk to Andrew Kincaid. Please,� his voice trailing off.
Ben patted his shoulder and nodded saying,� Don�t excite yourself, please try to stay calm� I will go with you to the hospital. Don�t worry I will take care of everything.�
The police had arrived and an officer was standing by as the medics worked to stabilize the victim, Ben looked at the now blood smeared package and the letter in his hand and realized that he must let Andrew know what had occurred. One of the officers had drawn Davey aside and was questioning him. Ben pocketed the items and moved to intervene for Davey.
�Excuse me officer, I am Father Ben Lee from the Center. I promised that I would accompany the man to the hospital and I will need Davey inside the Center while I am away. Could I answer your questions at the hospital?� Turning toward his young volunteer he said, �Davey, come with me.� Leading a slightly crestfallen Davey, he quickly stepped back into the Center where he telephoned leaving a message for Andrew to meet him in Emergency at Harborview Hospital as soon as possible.
Addressing Davey in a gentle tone he said, �Davey, I know that you were giving the officer important information and I apologize for taking you away like that, but you see I need to have you close the Center and lock it for me tonight; Sister Ruth and Byron will not be back from their meeting. Can you do that?�
Davey couldn�t believe his ears. Father Ben was asking him to be responsible to lock up the Center. Davey nodded �yes� and threw his arms around Father Ben in an appreciative hug.
* * *
8:30 PM
Sitting alone in a corner of the waiting area at the hospital, Father Ben quietly prayed and mulled over the events of the day. His thoughts were scattered. What connection could this man possibly have with Charlene Thayer? Is it the same person he knew through the Church and Center? Of course it is�it has to be, but how? What and how does this man know about Andrew?
Ben�s thoughts were sharply interrupted by Andrew.
�Ben, you scared the hell out of me! I thought something had happened to you. Who�s here?�
�Andrew,� Ben announced calmly, �The man I talked to you about was set upon and stabbed this evening right outside the Center. Davey and I frightened the attackers off, but not before they had hurt him badly.�
Before Andrew could respond, a young man in a green hospital scrub suit motioned for Ben to follow him. �The patient wants to see you, Father. You may be inclined to give last rites; I don�t think he�s going to make it. By the way, did they get the guys that did it?�
Ben shook his head. �No,� he said slowly, �but downtown it happens, and many are not caught.� He stood up and moved to follow the doctor paused and turning to Andrew, standing with his hands in his pockets, �You come too. He was asking to see you.�
Andrew�s eyebrows went up. �Me? Why, Ben? How did he get my name?�
Ben shrugged while wondering the same thing and waved Andrew to silence. As they approached the bedside they could hear irregular, strained breathing. Ben bent over and gently touched the man�s arm saying, �This is Father Lee from the Seamen�s Center, and I have Andrew Kincaid here with me. Can you hear me?�
The man looked into Andrew�s face, �Kincaid?� he rasped.
�Yes,� responded Andrew, �why did you want to see me?�
�They tried to kill me��
Andrew interrupted, attempting to reassure him saying, �No one is going to kill you, we�ll see that you�re protected.�
The man�s anxiety level was rising, �Kincaid� the packet, don�t open it�don�t open!�
Andrew looked confused, the man continued, �I�ve got to tell you,� he coughed and struggled to speak, �listen to me, I�ve got to tell you� letters, I sent letters to keep you safe. Kincaid, don�t give packet to police. Don�t�� then, �Father,� the man spoke weakly while trying to raise his bandaged hand toward Father Ben.
�Shh,� Ben tried to calm him, �Friend, what is your name? Is there someone I can call? Do you have family I should notify?� The man reached into his depths for strength to reply, �Letters will tell. Kelshaw, George Kelshaw is my name,� he gasped, �CIA, work for� no one left to tell� no one left to te�� his voice faded and it was over.
Andrew bowed his head as Father Ben prayed and anointed the body of George Kelshaw. Andrew�s mind was racing with questions not the least of which was why Kelshaw had asked for him. What was this packet he was so worried about? And the CIA? �Do I even want to know?� he wondered. Time had run out for George Kelshaw before he could explain.
A Seattle police officer stood by the desk waiting as Ben concluded business with the hospital then stepped forward asking Father Ben about the stabbing and what connection he had with the dead man. What was his name? Did he come in on a merchant ship?
Ben reported on his and Davey�s rescue of the man from his assailants and gave the man�s name and yes, he had come with a group of seamen from a ship that had docked a day or two ago. Andrew was amazed at how little information Ben had regarding the man but how much less he shared with the police.
Claiming weariness, Ben said, �Officer, please forgive me, it has been a very long day and I still must return to the Center. I will be there tomorrow if you should have more questions. Right now I seem to be out of answers. �Come, Andrew, give me a ride back to the Center, please. I realize I came with the ambulance.� Out of earshot of the policeman Ben continued, �Besides, I am sure you would like to know what else I know�not much. Oh, I almost forgot, here,� Ben laid the oilskin packet and letter in Andrew�s hand, �Mr. Kelshaw wanted me to give this to you, and Andrew will you see that this letter gets to Mrs. Thayer?� Father Ben was glad he could say George Kelshaw�s name.
As Andrew and Ben walked out of the hospital into the dark night air, Andrew looked at Ben with dismay. �Why don�t you give her the letter, Ben? I don�t know her!�
�Because,� Ben ventured, �you are better at explaining things� all that has happened� and��
�What are you talking about, Father Lee?� Andrew used Ben�s surname when he wanted to make a strong point. �You�re the only one who really knows what happened,� Andrew exclaimed. He was tired and slightly irked. Finally, yielding slightly he said softly, �Okay, Ben, what�s going on?� he tried to say it calmly.
�Well, Andrew,� Ben paused, sighing heavily, �I would just rather you gave Mrs. Thayer the letter,� adding, �I do not really have a good reason.�
Andrew was silent for a moment; �All right, I�ll do it, I don�t know how, but I�ll do it,� Andrew agreed surrendering to Ben�s plea, adding, �now I know why they call you Chinese inscrutable.�
�Hmmn,� Ben said. Andrew smiled slightly to himself.
It was after midnight, the end of a very long day. As they left the hospital, the men were so deep in conversation they did not notice two men watching them from the shadows.
* * *
12:15 AM
The drive to the Center was brief. Neither man spoke until Andrew broke the silence. �Ben, do you mind if I ask a question?�
�Of course not, what do you want to know?� Ben replied.
Andrew was cautious. �You know I�m Catholic so my question comes from that perspective, and I didn�t think, well, what I mean to say is� doesn�t it bother you to anoint and give last rites�to a guy who might not even believe in God?�
Ben studied a moment before answering, �Andrew, years ago when I became a minister for the Lord, I promised God I would do everything I could do for His Kingdom on this side of life. Loving, consoling and caring for His people is all that I know how to do. A little comfort, a kind word and a touch is sometimes all it takes to draw a person into the Kingdom. It didn�t cost me anything to anoint that poor soul, Andrew. The rest is up to God.�
�Thanks, Ben,� Andrew said softly, �I appreciate your answer.� He was thinking how glad he was to have Ben as a friend.
* * *
He left Father Ben at the Center, but instead of going home Andrew went back to the Times. Sleep was out of the question. The ordinarily noisy city room was devoid of clacking typewriters and the hustle of midday. Here and there two or three desk lamps glowed in the semidarkness giving evidence of reporters working late on some special story.
Wide awake, sitting at his desk he looked at the stained envelope and studied the oilskin packet. �Why me?� he said to himself. �What did Kelshaw say?� �Don�t open it and don�t give it to the police. What could be in it?� he mused. Touching it and turning it over he toyed with the idea of finding out what it contained.
Questions flew through Andrew�s mind. This guy was CIA, an agent, a �spook�. Was he knifed on purpose or was it just a random robbery.
Andrew knew the answer. Of course it was on purpose, someone was trying to kill him; but who, and why at the Center? Was Ben safe? Suddenly very weary, Andrew locked the letter and the packet in his desk drawer, turned off his desk lamp and decided the questions could wait for the next day�s mail.
* * *
Alone at the Center, Ben was also wide awake. He went through the motions of straightening his desk and checking the lock on the rear door all the while thinking of George Kelshaw. As he prepared to leave, he stopped by the table where the man had been writing letters earlier. Wondering half out loud, �Why did he come to the Center? What was his connection with Mrs. Thayer?�
Father Ben was aware that many people knew that he ran the Center on a shoestring. Charlene Thayer, as a key member of the Episcopal Diocese Budget Committee, was one of those people. It was said throughout the Diocese that Father Ben could stretch money farther than many of the other more handsomely endowed ministries. Mrs. Thayer and others who staunchly supported the Center also knew that much of Ben�s own resources were spent helping the sailors with their needs often providing basic items such as a pair of socks or a toothbrush.
Much of her work was raising support through the churches in the diocese speaking about Father Lee�s work and gathering some of those basic items to be given out at the Center. An avid spokesperson on behalf of the Seamen�s Center, she worked long and hard to keep funds coming in; �But surely,� he thought, �her work for the Center could have nothing to do with George Kelshaw.�
Thinking of the events leading to his death, Ben realized that George Kelshaw was a man on the run. Who knew how far he had come or from who and what he was running.
As he stood in the semi darkness of the Center, Ben was transported back to the small Chinese village of Yencheng and the night he and his mother were caught in a raid on a prayer meeting in a House Church.
A small Christian enclave composed of a few families would gather in a different house each week to pray and study Scripture. There were only three Bibles among the thirty or so members and these were kept hidden until the day or night of a meeting. The books had been acquired through missionaries who had either fled or had been arrested and imprisoned.
Joseph Lee, his wife Soo Ling and their son Kim, had befriended Ben�s mother, Luci Han and her two children, Ben and his younger brother Chan. Kim Lee and Ben were nearly the same age and had become close friends immediately.
The Lee and Han families lived in an old protestant mission compound that held several houses, a one-time school and a building that had once been a hospital and infirmary. A common area courtyard graced in the center by a gnarled and twisted elm tree provided a playground for Kim and Ben. They spent many hours climbing and swinging on its limbs trying to out-climb each other.
Joseph Lee well trained in Chinese herbal medicines, had been an assistant to missionary doctor Charles Graves. Joseph had learned much of western medicine working almost daily in the infirmary. Dr. Graves had stayed in Yencheng until the Communist threat became so great that the mission board ordered him out of China.
Joseph remained and continued to treat illnesses and injuries of the villagers under the scrutiny of the provincial Communist government. It was represented in Yencheng by a small military contingent of the new Peoples Liberation Army (PLA) in which Ben�s father, Jiang Han served.
Unbeknownst to Jiang Han, his wife and oldest son, Ben, were among those in and around Yencheng that continued to meet and pray in the forbidden House Churches.
From the shadows Ben heard the echo of the fury of his father�s voice, �I will never use my military rank to save you from prison again! If you do this another time,� he shouted as he struck Ben�s mother again and again, �the children will be taken away and you will go to prison or be killed. Do you understand me?� he screamed striking one more emphatic blow.
His father, a major in the new Chinese army had been in charge of the raid. Seeing his wife and Ben among the twenty five Christian miscreants, both embarrassed and infuriated Major Han; he quickly ordered a guard to remove them from the main room holding the other prisoners, on the pretext that they had been arrested by mistake.
As the senior officer he had assured the guards under his command that his wife and son�s presence at the house had been coincidental. No one would question the reliability of Jiang Han�s word. They knew him to be a tough and dedicated soldier; one that would never be swayed by sentimentality especially toward enemies of the state. Besides it was unlikely that the wife of Major Han would be so stupid.
Ben recalled how his mother had tried not to cry out but it was too much and Luci Han, with a muffled scream, fell weeping to her knees. Ben�s father, his rage nearly spent, stormed out of the house.
Ben ran to his mother and she held him in her arms rocking back and forth. After a few minutes, Luci looked at her son and through her tears whispered quietly, �Ben, you must go away, now, tonight.�
�No, no, mother, I won�t leave you.� Ben�s eight year old heart was pounding with grief and fear. What did she mean �go away?� Where would he go without his mother?
As Christians participating in a forbidden House Church, Luci and the Lees had talked of this very scenario. Mr. Lee had promised Luci that if his family should be required to flee he would gladly take Ben with them. Luci was prepared for this night.
Luci continued, �Ben, you must listen carefully. Do you remember seeing Mr. Lee at the meeting tonight?� Ben nodded. He knew the Lee family. His best friend was Kim Lee. Luci was holding his face between her hands now forcing him to look straight into her eyes; �Mr. Lee left before the raid tonight, but now the Lees will have to go away or they will be caught and sent to prison. It will soon become known that they are Christians. You must go away with them. We will be all right,� she assured him. Luci had regained her composure and was now standing in front of him.�Why can�t you come too?� Ben pleaded.
�Because I can�t leave your father; he needs me. I believe our God has His hand on you, Ben. That He has special work for you to do away from China. The Lees will be good to you and perhaps some day we can all be together again. Right now my work for the Lord is here. Do you understand?�
Ben nodded, but he wasn�t really sure. �What if they don�t want me, Mother?� his eyes filling with tears. Luci dropped to her knees again and held him close. �It has been arranged, Ben dear, the Lees will be expecting you.� His mother had put together a small bundle and she gave him some money to give to Mr. Lee.
Just after midnight young Ben crept out of the house and made his way to the Lees and a new life. A life that would entail hiding and running many times before the Lee family and their new son Ben would arrive safely in Hong Kong.
Ben�s reverie was broken and he was brought back to the present by a sharp rapping on the door of the Center. Through the glass he could see a Seattle police officer and opening the door he recognized Officer Pete Reilly. �Burning the midnight oil well past midnight aren�t you, Father?�
�Yes, but I�m leaving right now. Thanks for checking on me, Pete.�
�Okay, Father, drive carefully.�
* * *
12:45 AM
From their hiding place, Leo and Jake had watched as Father Ben and Andrew left the hospital
�We really messed up.� Leo was disgusted.
�Well Kelshaw died,� the other said. Jake went on, �Too bad I didn�t finish him off at the priest�s hangout.� Jake spit.
�Maxwell ain�t gonna like this,� Leo muttered.
�Yeah,� Jake agreed. �The guy lived to talk to the priest and maybe to that other guy and we didn�t get the stuff we were after besides.�
�We better call the boss.� Leo sighed. �Come on, we can use the pay phone in the hospital lobby.�
�Yeah, right! Are you crazy?� Jake snapped. �The place is crawling with cops.� He looked around nervously.
Leo pushed Jake through the door of the lobby toward the phones. They won�t even notice us; they�ll just think we�re part of some emergency goin� on.� He dropped money in the coin slot and punched in a number.
A bedroom phone rang in another part of the city and a man answered, �Maxwell.�
�Hello, Detective, this is Leo.�
Monte responded, �Just a minute, give me your number and let me call you back.� Monte got out of bed and went to a phone in the den and dialed the hospital pay phone.
�You�re done? Did you get the stuff?� Monte was impatient to hear.
Leo began explaining the situation while Jake stood by, shifting from one foot to the other and looking around nervously.
�Never mind all the crap� Maxwell broke in, �Were you successful?�
�Yeah, sort of,� Leo replied. �The guy died� but at the hospital.�
�At the hospital!� he exclaimed, �why was that?� Monte asked, his voice betraying his anger
�We were interrupted,� Leo told him, �by the priest and this other guy who come out of this Seamen�s Center place where Kelshaw was hangin�.� He paused.Jake could see sweat breaking out on Leo�s face.
�Get on with it,� Monte commanded.
�Well�� Leo stammered, �we never got to finish him off. The ambulance came, loaded the Kelshaw guy and the priest. We did follow them to Harborview.� He paused and was met by silence at the other end of the line.
�Ask him about the rest of our pay for Kelshaw,� Jake told Leo. Leo gave Jake a disgusted look and waved him to silence.
Leo went on. �We did try to get to Kelshaw in the hospital, but the priest and another guy was with him.�
Monte broke his silence. �Who was the other guy, was it the same guy from the Center?�
�No, not him, a different guy; one we don�t know,� Leo answered, �but a doctor was there too, I think he was a doctor anyway. And anyway Kelshaw died.�
�Good. Where�s the merchandise, you know the stuff the guy carried that you were supposed to get?� Monte wanted to know.
Leo winced as he answered. �N�no, we didn�t see any merchandise or anything and we didn�t get any of his stuff. And the cops were still around,� Leo added, �we had to beat it fast.� Leo could almost hear Monte grinding his teeth; even over the phone� this was not a good sign.
�You were hired to do a job and paid well to do it and now you�re telling me you screwed up on every thing!� Monte was furious. Then he continued threatening, �You are going to find that merchandise and deliver it to me! It was part of the contract and you had damned well better get it�do you understand me??�
�Oh yes sir,� Leo answered respectfully, his legs were shaking by this time. �We will get the merchandise, Detective Maxwell, yes indeed!�
�Make sure that you do.� Monte hung up.
After finishing the call, Leo filled Jake in on the details of Monte�s conversation and his orders to them.
�Whew,� Jake breathed. �What about the rest of our money?�
�We�d better find Kelshaw�s stuff. Uh oh,� Leo muttered, �Stay calm,� he told Jake. �Here comes a nurse.�
�Can I help you fellows with something?� she asked looking at them closely.
�Oh, no,� Leo told her, �We were just leaving.�
�Why� she exclaimed, �You both have blood all over your clothes! Let me call someone to have a look at you.�
�No, don�t do that.� Jake told her quickly. �We really have to go, now.�
�Well, maybe you guys should wait a minute,� she suggested, moving toward one of the police officers.
She was nodding toward Jake and Leo. �They say they aren�t hurt but they�re covered with blood and they didn�t want me to call anyone to treat them.�
The officer eyed them and said to the nurse, �I�ll saunter over and see what�s up. That guy who came in a while ago died. He had been knifed� they didn�t catch the guys who did it.�
Leo and Jake saw the nurse talking with the police officer and saw him start toward them.
�Let�s get out of here. That cop is coming this way!� Jake was frightened.
�Yeah, but we walk out nice and easy and don�t call any more attention to ourselves. Pretend you don�t notice him,� Leo told him.
They went out the door and broke into a run and disappeared into the darkness.
The officer did not give chase and returned to where the nurse was waiting by the desk, �They�re gone. If you see them hanging around again we�ll pick them up, but I doubt they would be dumb enough to follow a victim to the hospital. They are probably just a couple drifters with a nose bleed.�
The nurse shrugged, nodded in agreement and returned to her charting.

Chapter 3

Wednesday, September 17, 1980
Andrew arrived at the Times at 7:30 AM, ostensibly to work on his next column and make a few calls later regarding his afternoon radio broadcast. Adrenaline and several cups of very strong coffee were not enough to entirely overcome the effects of yesterdays �Bob� Mitchell interview, the Kelshaw stabbing, the short night and the early morning wake up, but Andrew wanted to be at his desk when the first mail was delivered. He was uncertain if Kelshaw�s letter would be in today�s mail but waiting was out of the question.
* * *
It was just an unassuming, generic white envelope. Andrew recognized it as the kind given out at the center and his pulse quickened as his letter opener sliced through the flap. He looked at the hurried but neat handwriting as he read the strange message.
�Andrew Kincaid; your name was given to me by a mutual friend as a person I might have to trust with some very sensitive material. Jack Hubbard, with the United Press, whom I met in Vientiane, suggested that should I find myself in need of help, you were in a position to render such. A packet will be given either to you or to Father Ben Lee at the Seamen�s Center for you. Its contents could affect our national security. Someone is following me and will probably attempt to rob and/or kill me. Should that happen these instructions must be adhered to without question.
The packet needs to reach a man in the U.S. State Department in D.C. whose name is Neil Klein. His secure telephone number is 202 274-9035. Speak only to him and follow his instructions to the letter. Give him this message. �Your Aunt Martha has arrived in Seattle. She may be delayed due to a medical condition. Her luggage is with me and she has asked that it be sent home to you, however, I need the correct shipping address.�
The letter continued, �Don�t open the packet and don�t give it to the police, the FBI or anyone other than Klein. He will be expecting it. I�m counting on you. I hope we both make it. Destroy this letter as soon as you have contacted Klein.�
G.�Kelshaw

Andrew hadn�t heard from Jack Hubbard other than a Christmas card in more than seven years as he thought about it; although he had followed his column as often as time would allow.
He remembered the last time he had seen Jack was at SeaTac Airport. Jack had flown in from Guam and was heading back to New York for his next assignment. He had called Andrew to join him for a drink between flights. Andrew had met Jack years earlier at a political rally in Washington, D. C. They hit it off immediately; Jack slightly older was a war correspondent and more than happy to regale Andrew and the younger up and coming reporters with close encounters with death and demolition in some war torn country.
Andrew was more than a little impressed. Working for the United Press International and The New York Times had given Hubbard assignments that showcased his nose for news and allowed his journalistic abilities to present a side of issues sometimes unpopular in political and diplomatic circles. Andrew admired Jack fiercely.
At the time they met, Andrew was considering which direction to take as far as military service. Two more years at the University and he would have his degree in Journalism. However, now he was thinking about the war and all of its ramifications, he knew that he wanted his life�s work to aim at effecting public policy.
His minor in Political Science would help him reach his goal, but he knew he needed to go on for a Master�s Degree. That could be costly; he had always worked to help pay for his education, but getting a Master�s would require much more time and energy. He made up his mind to enlist in the Washington National Guard thereby ending the question of the draft, and the Guard would help pay for the Master�s degree. Jack told him he was crazy and argued hard to dissuade him to no avail.
It was 1968 and the Vietnam War had taken its toll on America; students in schools and universities faced the constant turmoil. The protests and disruption sapped the energy from many dreams. Although Andrew had mixed feelings about Vietnam, his convictions were not in support of the protracted and seemingly meaningless continuation of American involvement there. Nothing that Jack had reported gave him cause to change his opinion.
At their last meeting at the airport in 1972, Andrew could still hear Jack urging him to leave Seattle and get into the more exciting aspect of a journalistic career, attempting to convince him of the possibilities of reaching both of his goals by being on site�telling it as it happened. He remembered his own response, largely shaped by his earlier decision, pointing out to Jack the �real� excitement of bringing change into the market place of ideas and domestic policy on home turf.
Andrew occasionally wondered if he had made the right choices. Now to see Jack�s name in a letter from Kelshaw was unsettling.
The connection between Kelshaw and Hubbard puzzled him unless Hubbard was somehow linked to the intelligence community. Andrew found it hard to believe that Jack Hubbard could be. Jack had always been morally and ethically convinced that journalists had to be neutral; for their own good and for the good of the profession; Andrew concurred. That Hubbard might have crossed the line caused Andrew intense discomfort. He realized that now he too was being drawn into a type of intrigue that could conceivably compromise his own neutrality.
Opening his desk drawer he looked at the packet and the envelope for Charlene Thayer. His curiosity about the contents of the packet had cooled considerably after reading Kelshaw�s missive. It would have to wait until he could talk with Ben. The letter to Mrs. Thayer had to be delivered.
* * *
10:30 AM
Locating her number was easy. Like Ben said there was only one Paul Thayer.
He was tentative on the approach he would use but decided neutral ground would be best. He would invite her to meet him for dinner. Andrew dialed and waited.
The phone was ringing as Charlene Thayer opened the front door. Struggling with coat, keys and groceries, she dashed to the kitchen wall phone in time to hear a click. �Darn,� she muttered to herself as she moved to the living room, tossing her coat on a chair and dropping to the couch.
It was only mid morning but she was already tired. She had chaired a breakfast meeting at Diocesan House to discuss various ministries that were in financial trouble and of methods to help meet the needs of so many. She thought especially about the Seamen�s Center, but she knew the Bishop would stand behind Father Ben Lee at the budget committee meeting later today.
Her head throbbed as she leaned back and closed her eyes, resting her head on the curve of the sofa back.� I might stay here a year�� she mused. The telephone cut short her moment of relaxation.
As she picked up the extension to answer she heard an authoritative �Hello, is this the residence of Charlene Thayer?�
Before Charlene could answer more than �Hello;� a man�s voice insisted, �let me speak with her, please.� The voice was polished and matter of fact.
She responded cautiously, remembering the call of yesterday. �This is Charlene Thayer. Who is calling?�
The caller responded, �Mrs. Thayer my name is Andrew Kincaid. I write a column for the Seattle Times. You may have heard of me,� he continued. �Father Ben Lee at the Seamen�s Center put me in touch with you.� Clearing his throat Andrew continued cautiously, �I have some information about Colonel Thayer that I would like to discuss with you. Can we get together?� Andrew paused, �Perhaps we could meet and,� he paused again, �and have dinner� tonight?�
Charlene inhaled sharply. Again hearing only �information about Colonel Thayer� sent what felt like a small electric shock through her. �Din-wha-uh I,� she stammered. �You�ve really caught me by surprise. Let me understand this, your name is Andrew Kincaid, you write for the Seattle Times and you�re a friend of Father Ben Lee from the Seamen�s Center?�
�Yes, and yes to your questions; I would like to talk with you about an incident that happened last night outside the Seamen�s Center. Will you be able to join me for dinner?� His voice warmed, �I�m sorry to catch you off guard.�
Charlene responded, �No, no it�s all right, I do recognize your name, but I wasn�t at the Center yesterday at all. What does this have to do with me or with my husband?�
�Only time will tell that, Mrs. Thayer. I�ll answer as many of your questions as I can when I see you. Now about getting together, will you be able to join me for dinner?�
�As I said, I do recognize your name; and since you mentioned my husband, and before I agree to meet you, I want you to understand that I will not participate in any sensationalism of the past. My husband was a soldier and a decent and honorable man who did his job and died in the process. I can not, nor will not, discuss anything that would in any way dishonor him or his memory; do I make myself clear?�
Kincaid was surprised by the defensiveness, �Wait a minute, Mrs. Thayer, I said I have information. I don�t plan to make political comment on the virtue or lack thereof of American involvement in Vietnam. Now, about getting together� would you please be my dinner guest on neutral ground? Say at the Sheraton or some other location agreeable to you and I promise you may leave at any time, okay?�
Charlene softened. �I�m sorry to come at you like that, Mr. Kincaid, but� all right the Sheraton is fine. I�ll be there. What time? How will I know you or for that matter how will you know me?�
�Okay then, about 6:30 in the lobby,� Andrew answered reassuringly,� I�ll find you, don�t worry, Mrs. Thayer, I�ll know you.�
* * *
When Ben arrived at the Center at 8:30 on Wednesday morning, he was glad that all three of his volunteers, Sister Ruth, Byron and Davey were there.
�Just the people I need to see.� Father Ben greeted them with a tired smile. Trying to clear his mind of the events of the night before and focus on the needs of the day at hand he said �Ruth, Byron, I know you have been working on this; I need some figures for the budget committee meeting today. We need to concentrate on what we have and what we need.�
�Sure� Byron nodded. �Ruth and I have come up with some figures to go over with you before you go to the meeting.�
�Good! Davey, I need you to run interference for Ruth, Byron and me. Can you answer the phones and greet visitors so that we are not interrupted for a little while? It is an important task, Davey.�
Davey�s face lit up. He was pleased Father Ben was counting on him again today. Father Ben always treated him with respect. That was important to Davey. �Oh yes, I can do that,� he grinned.
As they entered the office, Sister Ruth said in a worried tone, �I have heard rumors that our funding is going to be cut.�
�I�ve heard that too,� Byron added.
�Well, we will do the best we can,� Father Ben reassured them. �I know that we will have the Bishop�s support for the work we do here. Do not worry so much.�
�You do a great job with what we do have,� Byron told him.
�I do hope it�s an empty rumor,� Sister Ruth repeated. She noticed that Ben looked tired and wondered if he really felt as confident as he sounded.
For the next couple of hours the three worked without interruption. Byron had prepared a Plan A and Plan B budget for the Center. Looking at Plan B Byron explained, �If it comes to this, Father, we will have to close the Center several days a week.�
Ben�s usually placid face registered alarm. �No, no, Byron, we must not even contemplate such a thing. Soon there would be little reason to have a maritime ministry at all!� he said emphatically. �We must trust the Lord to provide for our needs. He has not failed in the past, so let us just use Plan A.�
�Okay, Father, I guess my banking background gets in the way of my faith sometimes. Of course, you�re right. If this is a ministry that the Lord wants, He certainly will provide.�
Sister Ruth rubbed her forehead, a nervous habit she did whenever she felt stressed. �Amen, I guess,� she murmured.
Davey had done an effective job telling everyone who called or came in that Father Ben, Sister Ruth and Byron were working on debits and credits. He thought that sounded very official.
As Ben emerged from the office, a file folder of papers in his hand, Byron following close behind tapped him on the shoulder and asked the question he had bottled up all morning.
�By the way, what happened here yesterday?�
�Yes,� echoed Ruth from the doorway. �What did happen here?�
Immediately Davey responded, �I know, I know, I can tell you.�
�Never mind, Davey, not now!� cautioned Father Ben and to Ruth and Byron. �I promise when I get back I will tell you both all about it. And yes, Davey, you can tell too, but not now. It is getting late. I have to get to Diocesan House and we all have work to do. I will pick up the mail on my way back to the Center. If Andrew comes in tell him where I am and that I will see him or call him later.� He paused and looked squarely at Sister Ruth and asked, �Do you think that Chinese are inscrutable?� He didn�t wait for an answer.
Ruth�s mouth fell open and she looked at Byron, �What in the world caused a question like that? Inscrutable indeed!� she snorted. �You think he�s been watching too many old Charlie Chan movies?� Byron just smiled and shrugged.
* * *
As Ben hurried out the door he barely took notice of the two men who stepped out of his way and entered the Center.
Jake and Leo had arrived. �There�s the priest!� Jake whispered watching Father Ben as he left. They paused at the door and looked around, �Detective Maxwell would be real happy with us, huh?� Jake grinned.
�He�ll be happier when we find the stuff,� Leo asserted. He didn�t care much for this assignment. For one thing, they didn�t know what to look for; what the package or merchandise looked like. He wondered; he surely didn�t want to talk to Monte again so he concluded they would take anything, big or small that could be classified a package.
They were wandering around, looking at everything, moving magazines, papers, and trying to keep a low profile, not realizing they stuck out like a pair of sore thumbs. �I don�t see the guy who was with the priest at the hospital, do you?� Jake asked Leo.
�No, but he might be somebody who just visits now and then,� Leo answered. �Kelshaw wasn�t carrying anything when we hit him. He could have left it in here somewhere; depending on how big it is, keep your eyes open.�
�Oh, all we gotta� do is find out all about the guy at the hospital with the priest, and some package that we don�t even know what it looks like!� Jake swore and complained sarcastically. �Leo, this is like lookin� for a needle in a haystack. And we�re not supposed to ask any questions about who we�re workin� for or nothin�. Who does Maxwell think we are anyway, some Houdinis? Maybe we should get a crystal ball?� Jake continued to grumble getting angrier by the minute.
Leo elbowed Jake and said in a low voice. �Quit whining and be quiet! Here comes a Nun.�
�May I help you, gentlemen?� Ruth inquired cautiously.
�N-No,� Leo told her. �We just dropped by to-to get out of the rain for awhile.�
�If you don�t mind,� Jake spoke in his most polite tone of voice and smiling a toothy grin at Sister Ruth.
�Oh,� she exclaimed, �I didn�t realize it had started to rain. Well, that�s Seattle for you. Of course you are welcome here. There is some coffee and cookies on that table if you would like. Just help yourself, or ask Davey over there.� She nodded toward Davey who was straightening up some magazines on a nearby table.
Ruth went back to work in the office and after a few minutes she commented to Byron, �Do you know those two men out there?�
Byron looked up from the yellow pad covered with figures and glanced through the door at Leo and Jake. �I�ve never seen them before,� Byron studied them; �they look a little out of place to me.�
�They look out of place to me, too, and they seem to be prowling, like they�re casing the Center. They don�t look like sailors by any means!�
�Well,� Byron responded, �they�re probably harmless enough and probably homeless too.�
Sister Ruth was not convinced. �They aren�t dressed like homeless guys that you see down around the Union Gospel Mission. They don�t act like homeless guys either,� she muttered. �I think we need to keep an eye on them.�
Just then Andrew came through the door of the Center. �Hi, Davey, is Ben in?�
�He�s not here right now,� Davey told him, �but Sister Ruth and Byron are in the office.�
�Bingo!� Leo exclaimed when he saw Andrew. �There�s the guy!�
�Yeah,� Jake agreed.
�Do I hear Andrew?� Sister Ruth appeared in the doorway of the office. �Well, you are a sight for sore eyes! Where have you been keeping yourself? You shouldn�t stay away so long. You know we need you here to keep Father Ben occupied,� she scolded tongue-in-cheek referring to the ongoing chess games.
�Where is he?� queried Andrew.
�At the Diocese, at a budget committee meeting. Rumors are that they are planning to cut our budget, again,� Ruth said dryly.
�Uh oh, do we need to do some fund-raising?� Andrew asked.
�Probably, and while you�re at it you might throw in a few prayers, too,� she added. �Father Ben will be back later, he said to tell you if you should stop by.�
�Okay, I�ll call or stop in and see him later.� Andrew said casually. He didn�t want Ruth to see the urgency he felt.
As Andrew was walking toward the door he noticed Jake and Leo. �Scruffy looking guys,� he thought. He eyed the pair as they ambled aimlessly around the room. Leo was dressed in faded Levi�s and a stained tee shirt under an unbuttoned blue flannel shirt that had seen better days. Jake�s attire was nondescript dark green industrial looking clothing that might be worn by anyone, a bus driver, janitor or elevator repairman. They both wore thick soled shoes indicating they spent a lot of time on their feet.
�They don�t fit in here. I wonder what they�re doing.� Probably nothing he mused, �but I think I�ll talk to Ben about keeping his eyes open�.
Leo and Jake watched Andrew leave noticing that he had looked at them quite intently. That made Leo a little uncomfortable.
�Let�s find out who he is,� Leo said.
�How do we do that?� asked Jake.
�We talk to that little nerd over there wiping tables, stupid,� Leo inclined his head toward Davey.
�Hi, Davey,� Leo remembered the name the nun had given as they walked over to Davey.
�How�s it goin?� Jake asked, solicitously.
�Okay,� Davey told them. He looked at them and said, �You fellas are different than the other men who come in here. Did you come off a ship?�
�Ship?� Jake broke in. He looked at Davey with a blank look. �What ship? I don�t know what you�re talkin� about.�
�Never mind,� Leo intervened. �Davey, do you know who that guy is that just left here?�
�Sure.� Davey answered.
�Well�does he work here? What�s his name?� Jake asked impatiently.
�Oh, no,� Davey told them. He puffed out his chest as he proudly answered their questions. �That�s Andrew Kincaid; he�s our friend. He works for the Seattle Times and he has his own radio show, too. He�s a good friend of Father Ben,� he bragged.
�Where does he live?� questioned Jake harshly.
Davey looked at Jake and Leo and answered slowly, �I- I don�t know.� Davey was suddenly uncomfortable. No stranger ever asked where some one lived before. It didn�t feel right.
�Sorry, kid,� Leo talked softly to Davey sensing his discomfort. �My friend just got excited when you told him about Mr. Kincaid. You understand?�
�Sure,� Davey smiled at him. �I gotta� go back to work now.�
Leo grabbed Jake�s arm. �Cool it! Play nice with him; we might want some more info and if you scare him we could get tossed out of this joint.�
�I�m hungry,� Jake whined. �I don�t see any real grub around here. Let�s try that bar down the street. There was a sign in the window that they serve food.�
Leo nodded ascent. �Yeah, let�s go get something to eat. We can come back later when the priest is here. Besides we�ve got to call Maxwell.�
That was not exactly what Jake wanted to hear.
* * *
11:00/12:00 Noon
The lobby and reception desk of radio station KGM were deserted when Andrew arrived. Holly Lacey the receptionist had stepped away briefly to make a coffee delivery to one of the program managers.
Andrew checked his message box and finding it empty, proceeded to his desk on the second floor next to the broadcast booth. Everything was on track. The 20 minute canned interview with the Mayor�s assistant on the subject of transit alternatives was cued and ready to roll. The remaining program minutes of telephone comments/controversy would be an easy topic to field. This was not one of the �hot� subjects that Andrew enjoyed, but after the frustration of the interview with County Councilman Bob Mitchell, this was a piece of cake.
He left KGM studio and walked toward his car, totally preoccupied. In less than twenty-four hours his whole focus had changed. He desperately wanted to talk with Ben. Of all days why did the budget committee have to meet today?
He drove up to Capitol Hill and parked in the small lot across the street from Diocesan House. He noticed Ben�s car still there and decided to wait.
The stately old Leary mansion on Capitol Hill housed the headquarters of the Episcopal Diocese of Olympia. The old stone mansion built in 1903 had been designed to be the dream home of John Leary, one time mayor of Seattle, and his second wife, Eliza Ferry, daughter of the first governor of the State of Washington. Not much change had occurred to the gray stone exterior of the house or to the elegant interior which boasted a baronial great hall, Tiffany windows and magnificent woodcarving that included a beautiful wood paneled staircase that soared upward from the entry hall.
Today Andrew�s mood matched the gray stone exterior and his attention was not directed to the beauty of the house but to the comings and goings through its doors.
When Ben finally emerged shortly after noon, he spotted Andrew and trotted across Tenth Avenue ducking traffic.
�I�m surprised to see you here. Has something else happened?�
Andrew asked, �Ben, did you get your letter?�
�No, but I haven�t picked up the mail today. I planned to do that on the way back to the Center.�
�Get in, Ben. I�ll drive you to the Post Office. You need to pick up your mail.�
Obediently Ben got into Andrew�s car and offered, �You know my car is right over there.�
Andrew nodded. �I know. I�ll bring you right back but we have to talk and we can�t do it at the Center. Read this.� He handed George Kelshaw�s letter to Father Ben.
Ben read and reread the letter. Heaving a heavy sigh he looked at Andrew intently and asked �What are you and I going to do? This is most serious�and frightening!� he added.
They had reached the Post Office and Andrew circled the block while Ben retrieved the mail. Andrew saw the same unremarkable envelope and recognized George Kelshaw�s neat handwriting. Ben opened the letter carefully, almost reluctantly.
The letter jarred him and he shook his head in disbelief.
�Father Ben Lee,� the letter began, �You may remember a merchant sailor named Lu Chan. You helped him when he lost his papers several years ago. Lu Chan has helped me� and sent me to you. He has been a good friend. He comes from a small village of Yencheng, China. He may return to the Center one day soon and have some news of your family.
Thank you for your help and kindness today. Please tell Mrs. Thayer I did not mean to frighten her. I wanted to make sure the letter I carried from Paul Thayer reached the right person. Paul Thayer was my friend.
I am being followed and if something happens to me, you must be very, very careful. You and Andrew Kincaid could be in danger as well as Mrs. Thayer.
G. Kelshaw

Again in the parking lot by Diocesan House Ben and Andrew sat in silence in the car; neither man knew what to say. Half formed questions raced through their minds, questions to which there were no ready answers.
Ben spoke first, �Andrew, I must get back to the Center and report on the meeting with the Bishop to Ruth and Byron. They will be waiting. You come back too. Have some coffee� we can talk there, carefully.�
Andrew looked at Ben. He realized how shaken Kelshaw�s letter had left him. He glanced at his watch and nodded and said quietly, �Okay, I�ll see you there.�
If he had been thrown off balance by Kelshaw�s revelation regarding the package, it was nothing compared to the reference to Ben�s family in China. News of a family not heard from in over forty years.
* * *
2:00 PM
�I feel better� said Leo, belching.
�Yeah, that hit the spot!� Jake uttered ruminating praise as they headed back toward the Center. �Glad you waited to call Detective Maxwell,� he continued, spitting.
�No need to bother him now; we need to find out a little more�look some more for that packet or package, or whatever the hell it is, before we call him again.�
�Yeah, and when you talk to him again tell him we need to get paid like he said, you know, when he said we got paid well for what we did, back there at the hospital. We need to get paid!� Jake was wound up now, gesticulating and poking Leo with his finger to bring the point home. �We�ve waited long enough�we need to get paid!�
At this, Leo grabbed Jake�s hand and commanded him, �Pipe down!! We�re almost back at the Center. I�ll take care of it, but you back off and don�t be pokin� me or I�ll lay you out!� Leo had had a couple of beers and was feeling cocky. �Don�t you worry, Jake, I�ll let Maxwell know he can�t screw around with us just because he�s a cop, we�ve got other jobs we can do.� They swaggered into the Center.
�Hi, Davey,� Leo smiled at him.
Davey smiled back. �Hi, fellas, I see you came back.�
�Wow, Sherlock, did you figure that out all by yourself? What was your first clue?� Jake sniggered in a mocking voice.
Leo intercepted Jake�s remark, �Yeah, Davey, we thought we�d hang around awhile and see what you do here. Do some of these guys ever leave their stuff here?� He gestured toward a few of the men in conversation at tables in the room.
�Sometimes,� Davey replied, �And then we take care of it for them until they pick it up when they�re ready to go back to their ship. You fellas� want to help out like volunteers, huh?� Davey asked eagerly. He looked at them and smiled, �Father Ben needs more help here.�
�That�s right,� agreed Leo and Jake nodded ascent as they tagged along behind Davey to the supply room. �Is this where you would put their stuff?� Leo probed
�Uh huh,� Davey responded, �Sometimes.�
Overhearing the conversation, Sister Ruth left the office briefly; she wanted to monitor a little more closely the questioning going on between Davey and the two newcomers whom she didn�t trust. She watched as Davey led them into the supply room. Davey was pointing to two rows of shelves on opposite walls �This is where we keep the supplies for the Center,� he announced proudly. It wasn�t everyday that he was able to show new volunteers around.
Ruth started to speak to Byron regarding the two strangers with Davey, but was interrupted by Ben�s return and Andrew a few seconds behind him.
In the supply room Leo quickly surveyed the shelves. He had an idea. �This looks out of place to me,� he said pulling a carton from slightly above Davey�s head. �Maybe it should be over here, what do you think, Jake?� Leo was looking for any possible spot where something could be stashed.
Jake quickly took up the looking game. �Naw, try the other shelf.� He said as he perused the shelf behind Davey. �That stuff looks like it should be over here.�
Davey was becoming confused; he pushed back his dark curly hair and tried to smile. He stammered, �Gee fellas, thanks, I didn�t see all those things out of place.�
While Sister Ruth, Byron and Andrew were listening to Ben�s report on the budget meeting at the Diocese, Ruth fidgeted in her chair. She was extremely concerned about the Center�s funding for the next year; and still, there was this additional feeling of unrest. She knew Byron wanted to talk about the events of yesterday even though Ben now seemed to be avoiding the subject. Perhaps he was tired; there would be time tomorrow. Ben thanked them for understanding as they got up to leave.
Sister Ruth cleared her throat as if to say something, then shook her head, �It�s nothing,� she caught Andrew�s eye as she rolled her eyes and looked toward the supply room. Seeing Jake and Leo exiting the supply room with Davey set off an alarm.
He understood the look Sister Ruth had sent his way. He asked, �Ben, who are those two guys with Davey? They don�t look like the kind of people you usually have helping down here. I saw them when I was here earlier today.�
�No, Andrew, I have no new volunteers. I have been in and out so much that I haven�t really noticed; Sister Ruth did mention a couple of men that seemed odd to her.�
�What do you make of them, Ben? Could they have had something to do with what happened here last night?� Andrew questioned.
�As you know, Andrew, we didn�t get a good look at Mr. Kelshaw�s attackers, everything happened so fast and we needed to help him; I could see that he was badly hurt. After last night, I too, wonder about these newcomers, but would they be so bold as to come here in the daylight?�
�In answer to your question, I guess it would depend on what they were after and how bad they wanted it, and yes, you need to be suspicious.� Andrew stood up, �In fact I think you and I should have a word with those two now. I don�t like the idea of them hanging so close to Davey,�
�Agreed� said Ben. �Let us speak to them!�
Andrew and Ben confronted Leo and Jake coming back from the storage area with Davey. �Hold on there,� Andrew spoke authoritatively, �I saw you two in here earlier. What brings you to the Center anyway?�
�Nothin� in particular,� Leo answered nervously. �We were just lookin� for a place to go and found this place. We thought we might like to volunteer��
�To do what?� Andrew cut him off sharply.
Ben intervened, �This is a place of hospitality for seamen coming off merchant ships. This is probably not what you are looking for. Perhaps it would be better for you to find another place to spend your time,� he said kindly.
�Absolutely,� insisted Andrew firmly. He was watching Jake from the corner of his eye. He could see the anger rising on Jake�s face, but continued, �You had better leave now and don�t come back here. You are not merchant seamen and you sure don�t look like volunteers to me. Besides you�ve been asking a lot of questions that have nothing to do with being volunteers.�
Jake hung back, glaring at Andrew with a dark, menacing countenance. Andrew turned toward him and pointedly said to Leo, �Take your friend here with you,� nodding toward Jake.
Andrew was thinking, �Okay buddy, you want to get tough, now is the time!�
Leo grabbed Jake�s arm in a casual manner and spoke carelessly, �C�mon Jake let�s get outta� here. Who wants to volunteer here anyhow?�
Jake jerked away from Leo and moved toward the door, then stopped in front of Andrew glowering at him. Andrew stood his ground looking Jake squarely in the eyes. �You have a problem?� Andrew asked sternly.
�No!� Leo answered for Jake as he pushed him toward the door.
They were both angry. Outside Jake told Leo, �I think we oughta go back and take him out now!� referring to Andrew.
�All in good time, Jake; first we have to call our friend Detective Maxwell and give him the news that we know who the guy is that was at the hospital with the priest. I think that�s a pretty good day�s work.� Leo smiled, pleased with himself.
�We didn�t find Kelshaw�s stuff that he�s so hot about,� Jake put in.
�No big deal,� Leo replied. �We�ll get it.�
Jake was still steamed, but the thought of possibly getting some more of their money eased the tension.
Back inside the Center Davey was nervously talking to Andrew and Father Ben. �They asked all kinds of questions about you, Mr. Kincaid.�
�What did they ask, Davey?� Andrew was uneasy.
�What your name was and where you worked and even where you live� stuff like that,� Davey answered and added, �but I didn�t know where you live.�
�Did you answer the rest of their questions, Davey?� Father Ben asked him.
�Yes, I did. Did I do wrong, Father?� Davey sounded worried.
�No, No. It will be fine, Davey, but if they come back, get me, Sister Ruth or Byron. Now finish your work and then I�ll take you home.�
�I don�t like this,� Andrew remarked. �I�m concerned about your safety and the safety of everyone here at the Center. I�m sure it has crossed your mind that they could be the ones involved in Kelshaw�s murder.�
�Do you think they were in here looking for the packet?� Ben asked.
�If they are the ones who attacked Kelshaw, I think it is very likely,� Andrew replied.
�Then we must be on our guard at all times,� Ben responded. �I should let the others know to be alert also.�
�But make sure you don�t mention the packet to anyone. It might be a good idea to have two or more volunteers here at all times. Just be careful,� Andrew admonished.
�And you also, Andrew,� Ben went on, �You must be watchful also. They obviously know quite a bit about you, your name, where you work and so forth.�
�Well, Ben,� Andrew reassured, �anyone who picks up a Seattle Times can find that out. Don�t worry. I have to get to the studio now and then meet Mrs. Thayer. I�ll let you know how that goes. Oh, yes, Ben, it might be advisable to alert the cop that has this beat, as to what�s going on here. Have him keep a little closer watch on the Center.�
�Yes, Andrew, I will do that. And may God bless you and your meeting with Mrs. Thayer.� Ben passed a verbal benediction over Andrew as he left.
* * *
4:00 PM
�Now that we�re booted outta� there, what next?� Jake inquired as he and Leo left the Seamen�s Center.
�We gotta� call Maxwell and tell him.� Leo replied. �He should be interested that we found out who the guy is that was with that priest at the hospital.�
�Oh, yeah, that�s right.� Jake agreed. �Maybe he�ll forget about the damned package.�
Once again they found a pay phone and Leo placed the call. �Hello, Detective Maxwell,� exuded Leo confidently, �we found out a bunch of stuff for ya�.�
Monte had taken the call at his desk. Peterson was away and he was alone. �Cut the bullshit and just tell me,� growled Monte.
�First the real important news, we found out who the guy is that you wanted to know about; you know the one with the priest at the hospital.� Leo grinned at Jake.
�Well?� Monte urged, trying to hold his temper; he found talking with Leo irksome.
�Well, this guy�s name is Andrew Kincaid. He is a big deal newspaper guy and has some kind of radio show too. He works for the Seattle Times.�
�What?� Monte�s manner had changed. He was fully alert now. �Who did you say that guy is?�
Leo repeated the information. All was quiet at Monte�s end for a few minutes. Leo was nodding at Jake and whispered, �We really got him interested now!�
Leo heard Maxwell muttering something inaudible. �What else do you have for me?� he asked impatiently.
�Well,� replied Leo, �it kinda� all turns to crap now. The priest and the Kincaid guy didn�t like us lookin� around�you know for that package thing and they told us not to come back. The priest and Kincaid are real good pals.�
How did they know you were looking for something?� Monte had a terrible thought. �You didn�t tell anybody that you were looking for something did you?�
�Nooo, Detective Maxwell, of course not, we were really careful.�
�Then what gave them the idea that you were looking for something?� Monte asked sarcastically.
�I don�t know,� Leo mumbled. He was growing increasingly uncomfortable. He wanted to mention the money again but thought better of it; �Are we done, Detective Maxwell?� Leo asked in his nicest voice.
�No, you moron!� Monte exploded, �You still have to get whatever Kelshaw had on him and deliver it to me! That is part of the deal, remember? You�ll have to search the Center after it closes.�
�You mean break in? Leo had already come to that conclusion. �We�ll do that, and we�ll have a real good look around, but I gotta� tell ya�, Detective Maxwell, we had a pretty good look today. Also, we really need to get paid the rest of our money; you know, breakin� into a place raises the ante�I mean we can�t keep takin� risks for nothin�, if ya� know what I mean,� Leo babbled on.
Maxwell knew with or without them finding the merchandise, Jake and Leo�s usefulness was nearly at an end.
�Report back to me as soon as you have searched the Center and you will get paid,� assured Monte.
�Thanks Detective Maxwell, you�ll hear from us later.� Leo gave thumbs up to Jake as he hung up the phone.
* * *
Monte dreaded it, but he knew it was time to call Ramsey. Going downstairs to a pay phone, he dialed Ramsey�s private number.
A smooth voice answered. �I�ve been waiting to hear from you, Detective,� Lyle said. �I expect all went well?�
Monte wiped his brow. �Well, not exactly.�
�Why not?� Ramsey snapped.
�Well as a matter of fact there were some rough spots.� Monte filled Ramsey in on the Kelshaw fiasco including Jake and Leo�s encounter with Andrew Kincaid.
As he listened, Lyle�s face reddened visibly. �What about the merchandise,� he paused in exasperation, �do you at least have the merchandise for me?�
Monte mopped his brow again and responded in a reassuring voice. �No, not yet Mr. Ramsey, but I�m working on it�.
Ramsey�s icy voice became low and filled with malice. �What do you mean you�re working on it? Did they get� anything?�
Not waiting for an answer Ramsey went on, �My instructions, and I made them very clear to you, were that I wanted everything that Kelshaw had on him. So far all you have given me are excuses and you have delivered nothing Detective, nothing; it appears you have totally failed your guarantee.
�I warned you what would happen if you failed me and I, unlike you, always keep my promises.�
Monte was worried; he didn�t dare let Ramsey know how worried. He needed to buy some time. �My guys are going to search the Center later tonight, Mr. Ramsey. You can be sure the merchandise will turn up.� He wished he felt as confident as he sounded.
�Once more,� Ramsey spoke calmly with forced patience, �it is essential that I get whatever Kelshaw had on him, Detective Maxwell. Everything!� his voice rising, �get on it! And call me as soon as you have it!� Ramsey shouted and slammed the phone down so hard it hurt Monte�s ear.
* * *
After Monte�s phone call, Ramsey sat thinking. �What a fool I was to engage Maxwell for this job. I should have gotten someone else; this has gotten out of hand. Maxwell and his two incompetents!� he fumed.
�Kelshaw�s personal items have to be around somewhere,� he told himself. He knew that Kelshaw was traveling light, not even a duffel bag; that whatever he carried had to be on his person. If Kelshaw had it with him when he got to the hospital, or if it dropped in the ambulance, it should wind up in the police Property Room. �I wonder if Monte has looked there. I�ll make sure.� Lyle picked up the phone. �Detective Maxwell��
Having just returned to his desk, Monte stiffened in his chair as he answered the phone and heard the humorless and demanding voice again.
�Go to another phone and call me back immediately on my private number.� Lyle emphasized �Now!�
�Now what?� Monte groaned� He got up from his desk and headed downstairs again. He was thankful that Ed Peterson was away from his desk. Ed was getting suspicious of Monte leaving his desk after certain phone calls. �Ramsey and this job are getting to be a royal pain. He always wants something more!� Monte�s heavy side did not like the physical exertion of doing five flights of stairs, but he had been up and down on the elevator to the lobby pay phones so many times he was sure someone would notice.
�I need some information,� Ramsey told him when he came on the line.
�What kind of information?� asked Monte, in a worried voice.
�Detective, have you visited the Property Room in your establishment to see what personal effects might be there that were on Kelshaw?�
Sweating, Monte took out his handkerchief. For a moment Monte�s brown eyes held a surprised look and then with some relief he responded, �Well, no, but I�ll go and find out right now and call you back. You think it might be there?� Monte realized that was not the right question for a detective to ask Ramsey. The phone was silent on the other end then Monte added nervously, �I�ll go look right now and� ah, is that all you want?�
�Yes,� Lyle sighed impatiently, �for now. Call with the information when you get it.�
�Absolutely! Okay!� Monte eager to get off the phone and go back upstairs, agreed readily.
He sat thinking for a few minutes, pushing his oily hair back and rolling his chair away from his desk, �All I have to do is take a walk to Property; that�s probably where it is, just waiting for me to pick it up.� A trip to the Property Room was as easy as it gets. He smiled to himself.
An hour later Monte placed a call to Lyle Ramsey. �I checked our guy, Mr. Ramsey, there�s nothing with Property other than his clothes and a watch.�
�Are you sure? No wallet? No papers? Nothing at all?�
�Nothing, nada,� Monte replied disappointedly.
�You are running out of time and places to look, Detective,� Ramsey warned. �I�ll be calling you again. Count on it!�
Ramsey was definitely frustrated. He frowned as he replaced the telephone. �If it turned out that the merchandise wasn�t left at the Center and it wasn�t in Police Property then where else could it be? Who else could have it? Kincaid?� he exclaimed, �That sonofabitch, but why would he have it? No, he argued, there would be no reason for him to have it, although he might know something.�
Ramsey paced back and forth thinking out loud and becoming more agitated. The client would be waiting for confirmation that the deal they had struck had been consummated. It was only a matter of time before questions would be forthcoming; questions that had to be answered.
Ramsey also knew Andrew Kincaid�s reputation. He suspected that if Kincaid was involved somehow, it would mean trouble.
While Lyle Ramsey didn�t know what the merchandise was that Kelshaw carried, he knew that it was connected to Global Construction International contracts and the amount offered by the client indicated a value important enough that it included not only theft but murder.
The client had been quite specific regarding the death of George Kelshaw. And Ramsey had set it up carefully. Who would notice some transient getting stabbed downtown near the waterfront; an unknown guy that no one would know or care about. But now, possibly, there were those who might question in the persons of Andrew Kincaid and perhaps the priest from the Center, Father Lee. It would depend on how much Kelshaw was able to tell the priest.
�This has turned into a mess!� he said viciously. �It needs to be cleaned up and it will be,� he vowed. �The merchandise had better be at the Center. It could be locked up in a desk or file cabinet,� he told himself. It was possible that Kelshaw had given it to Father Lee, and he could have stashed it somewhere. If that�s the case Monte�s two boys should find it tonight if they do the job right, and they had better!

5:30 PM
Things were reasonably quiet at the Center after Jake and Leo had been summarily expelled by Ben and Andrew. Byron had walked Sister Ruth to her car and had returned to keep an eye on Ben as well as Davey. He found Ben in the office the radio was on.
�I thought Andrew said this was a taped interview,� queried Byron settling in a chair opposite Fr. Ben�s desk. �How long do you plan to hang around here? I heard you ask Andrew to call you later, but I hope you made it clear he should call you at home,� he enjoined.
�Ben, you are in need of rest, and so is Davey,� he nodded toward the main room where Davey sat with his eyes closed patiently waiting with his coat lying across his lap.
�Ah, Byron, of course you are right. Yes, I am tired and poor Davey is too. Yes, of course Andrew can call me at home; he will know that.�
After checking the rear door and turning off lights Father Ben, Davey and Byron exited the Center through the front door. Ben paused and gave the door a thorough test assuring it was locked.
Watching them leave from the shadows of the viaduct were Leo and Jake.
�Let�s get a beer while we�re waiting for it to get dark,� suggested Jake �Maybe some food, too.�
�Jake� crabbed Leo, �you�re always thinkin� of your stomach.�
�Well ain�t you hungry?� complained Jake. �Besides it�ll be awhile before its dark enough to break in.�
�Yeah, I suppose you�re right,� Leo, relented grudgingly. �C�mon.�
The two crossed the tracks and reached the water side of Alaskan Way and headed for the tavern down the street from the Center.
* * *
It was exactly six twenty three, Wednesday evening when Charlene Thayer entered the Sheraton. Her gaze passed quickly around the lobby focusing on a tall bespectacled man glancing at his watch and then turning his attention back to a folded newspaper.
�Mmhm that must be him,� she mused, �his watch must be slow, he isn�t even aware I�m here.�
A voice behind her startled her momentarily. �Hello, Mrs. Thayer.�
She turned and looked into the youthful smiling face of Andrew Kincaid. He was not what she had expected at all. His blue eyes were intense and warm. His sandy brown hair suggested being unruly at any given moment. He was tall, good looking, not handsome, but very appealing. She had always pictured reporters as being casual, maybe even slightly disheveled in their appearance; but he was well dressed, shirt and tie, a navy blazer and gray trousers. There was such openness about him that she was immediately put at ease.
The small trim woman facing Andrew was not quite what he expected either. She wore a dark dress that flattered her figure and creamy complexion. She used very little makeup and what there was, was light and tasteful. Although he had seen photos of her at the Center with Father Ben and the Bishop, the person before him was distinctly different. She was about 5� 5�, and her hazel eyes held little flecks of gold and all of her emotions registered in her eyes and on her face. Her light auburn hair was collar length and held back from her face by a multi colored silk scarf. She was pretty. He guessed that Charlene Thayer could be mid to late thirties, but it was hard to put an age on her. Her figure indicated activity and energy.
Her smile was warm, but there was distance in her handshake. �I�m surprised that you found me so easily,� she said pleasantly.
�I cheated,� he laughed. �I�ve seen your pictures at the Center and I looked you up.�
Charlene nodded approval. �A true newspaper man,� she said smiling again.
�Did you drive in?� he asked steering her toward the dining room.
�No,� she replied. �I allowed myself the luxury of a cab,� adding, �my car is in the shop for a couple of days getting some things fixed that I�ve considered along the lines of elective surgeries.�
Andrew laughed and nodded understanding. Seated, done with menu juggling and having ordered coffee and iced tea, Charlene inhaled deeply as if to gather courage. Looking directly at Andrew she asked nervously, �Mr. Kincaid, what in the world is this all about?�
�Please, Mrs. Thayer, make it Andrew. �Mr. Kincaid� sounds so formal� my father is �Mr. Kincaid�. I�m just Andrew or Andy.
�Mrs. Thayer is pretty formal, too,� she responded. �My name is Charlene. Now to get back to the question�what is this all about?� She had decided not to mention her close friends called her �Charlie�, the name Paul had used.
Andrew reached into an inside coat pocket extracting a stained and yellowed envelope. He passed it across the table and as Charlene took it from his hand she recognized her name in the all too familiar handwriting. She knew it was Paul�s writing and she gasped. Dozens of questions raced through her mind and Andrew aware of the shock spoke gently to her.
�Mrs. Thayer, Charlene, let me explain how this letter came to me. There was a man who came to the Seamen�s Center yesterday who had carried it to be delivered to you. He was attacked and stabbed in front of the Center last night and died at Harborview. Father Ben and I were with him and one of the last things he said was that you were to get this letter.�
Charlene didn�t speak. She sat rigidly staring at the unopened letter. The look on her face told Andrew that she had only half heard him. As if in slow motion she opened the ragged envelope and reading the date once again shook her head in disbelief.
The letter dated January 1971 read
�My Darling Charlie,
When you get this letter you will know that I won�t be coming home. It�s quiet for the moment and so I am writing this in hopes it will reach you somehow. There are so many things that I wish I could tell you, how I wish I could be there to hold you close. I want you to know that in spite of the distance between us I have always felt your love and your prayers. They have sustained me and they do now.
In these last moments I realize that many of the things I�ve given my life to were only shadows and I ask your forgiveness and understanding, but I tried to do what I honestly believed was my duty. More than wanting you to remember that, I want you to know how very, very much I love you.
There is another man here with me, his name is Pyotr Chernakov, he is a Soviet Air Force officer. He risked everything to defect, now we realize that we have been betrayed. I don�t know how or by whom. If you get this letter it will be because my friend George has found a way to get it to you somehow.
I pray that Brad makes it home. He and Olivia can help you through the days ahead. Please know that I have always loved you and I�ll see you on the other side.
Paul

She stood up; the color drained from her face. Steadying herself on the chair, she said quietly, �I have to go� I�ve got to get out of here� please excuse me.�
Andrew was standing also, �Let me take you home.�
No,� she said, �I really want to be alone�I need to be alone. It�s going to take some time to�� she paused, �to what? Understand? That�s not possible.� Charlie argued with herself as she left the restaurant. Outside she dove into a parked taxi and drove off.
Andrew dropped money on the table and hurried after her, but she had already disappeared in the cab. Andrew was left standing looking at the receding tail lights soon absorbed in traffic and feeling as if he had inadvertently perpetrated a dreadful act upon another human being. Swearing to himself under his breath he decided that Charlene Thayer needed help even if he didn�t know how to give it. Besides he felt used in a situation over which he had no control. That was not a comfortable place for Andrew Kincaid, a man very much in control of most situations in which he found himself.
* * *
8:00 PM
It was dark as they left the tavern. �C�mon, let�s get this over with,� urged Jake.
�Yeah, okay, we hafta� be real careful,� Leo agreed.
They crossed the street back to the Viaduct and watched the Center to make sure everything was quiet. Standing there in the semi darkness, both men were uneasy and both agreed it would be their last visit to the Seamen�s Center. They watched as Officer Pete Reilly made his rounds and checked the lock on the Center door. After giving it a thorough try, he seemed satisfied and continued on his beat.
�I don�t like the idea of doing this tonight, they could probably identify us�that�s why we hafta� be real careful!� Leo emphasized again.
�Yeah, they know us pretty well by now,� Jake admitted.
�C�mon, Jake, it�s dark enough and the cop is outta� sight. Let�s go down the alley and check for a window before we try to break a door lock.�
�Maybe a window is unlocked.� Jake remarked. �They�re low enough we can get in.�
�Yeah,� Leo agreed. �We won�t be seen so easy as trying to jimmy the front door.�
They stayed in shadows as much as possible and reached the window that accessed the storeroom, but the window was barred by an ancient grate. Jake swore as he grabbed one of the bars and gave it an angry pull.
It gave, not much but a little and Leo said excitedly, �Wait, Jake, we just might be able to get this loose!� He grabbed the grate encouraged by the movement. Together they pried and tugged. The rusted screws gave way and the window was exposed�and unlocked.
Jake tumbled in over the sill, offering Leo a hand in, they found themselves in the Center storeroom. Leo pulled his flashlight from his pocket and keeping the light low so as not to be seen, gave an examination of the shelves they might have missed earlier.
�We�ve been through here,� Jake muttered in a stage whisper. �Let�s get to the office before that cop comes back.�
�Yeah, we need to spend time in the priest�s office,� Leo agreed. �Maybe the good Father left the package in plain sight.�
Jake was thinking that he really didn�t care if they found the package or not. He just wanted to get out of there and get their money as soon as possible.
They did a cursory search again of the main room of the Center, throwing magazines and other articles on the floor and not bothering to pick up anything behind them, then moved on to Father Ben�s office.
Starting with Father Ben�s desk they rifled through drawers, tossing articles from the top of the desk leaving everything in disarray. Then they attacked the file cabinet forcing the lock and dumping the contents on the floor.
Next they searched the bookshelves throwing books here and there; looking behind pictures, under furniture, so engrossed in their search that they failed to hear Officer Reilly try the front door.
Reilly had noticed what looked like a flash of light through the glass. Cupping his hand over his eyes he peered through the glass door. By the light from the street he could make out objects on the floor that appeared suspicious. Cautiously he moved through the alley toward the back of the Center; he spotted the grating lying below the open window to the storeroom. �Strange,� he muttered, �Father Ben wouldn�t leave a window raised like that. I�d better check this out.� At that moment he heard a thump and another thump from somewhere inside the Center.
�Better call for backup,� as he reached for his radio. After quietly placing the call he climbed through the window and made his way out of the storeroom toward the sounds of the chaos.
�Who�s here?� he called out shining his light around the main room.
The movement in the office stopped and Leo and Jake stood frozen.
�Police! Come out with your hands up,� he shouted.
�Dammit!� yelped Jake
�Make a run for it,� Leo impelled. Leo threw a book across the room distracting Reilly as Leo and Jake hurled themselves past the officer knocking the flashlight from his hand. They went through the door of the storeroom flinging themselves out the window with Reilly right behind them.
The darkness hindered Pete and after a fruitless chase without his flashlight he realized they were gone. The back up team arrived, �I lost them,� Officer Reilly said, wiping his brow.
* * *
�That was too close, Jake,� Leo panted.
�You got that right,� said Jake, �Now what?�
�We call Maxwell and tell him our breaking-in trip was a bust� and we almost got nailed by the cops.� Leo replied grimly. �And we want our money!� he added.
�Then what?� Jake was fearful that Monte would send them back. �Leo, you gotta tell him we�re done�tell him the package wasn�t there and we ain�t lookin� no more!�
�We gotta lay low,� Leo retorted. �We go back to work and act natural.�
It was midnight and once more Leo and Jake were at a pay phone with Monte. As usual Leo was doing the talking.
�We had a close squeak,� Leo explained. �We broke in the Center just like you said and had a real good look around. We took the office apart and looked every place it could be. It ain�t there and what�s worse a cop almost got us.�
�Well,� Maxwell responded grimly, �be very glad he didn�t. I would not be very happy to see you downtown. You might even have a serious accident. Jail is not a healthy place for you two; obviously you got away. The important thing is did you find the merchandise?�
�Dammit, Detective, didn�t you hear me? It AIN�T there!� Leo yelled emphatically.
�Look, Detective Maxwell,� Leo went on in a calmer voice, �we just want the rest of our money. We figure wasting the guy was worth more than the thirty grand we got up front and besides, we�ve taken all the big risks so�� Jake broke in; �Tell him he promised we would be taken care of.� Jake spoke loudly so Monte could hear him.
�Be quiet; no, no, no not you, Detective�I�m talkin� to Jake. He wants the rest of his money too.� Leo rubbed his forehead. �We want the money now, Detective Maxwell,� Leo stated again.
�Just be patient boys,� Monte interjected. �I told you boys you�d be taken care of and you will be�very soon in fact.�
�We�re done, Detective,� Leo interrupted. �We did what you wanted and snuffed the Kelshaw guy on the first job and we�ve been chasin� our tails on this second bit of crap and almost got busted. Like I said, we took all the risks and no more!! We want the rest of our money by Monday, or else! We�re serious; you can find us at Atlas Window Cleaners and bring the money!� Leo shouted as he hung up the phone.
�That�s tellin� him,� Jake grinned. �The big man better pay up or else!�
�Yeah,� Leo retorted as the two walked off.

Chapter 4

Thursday, September 18, 1980
12:10 AM
Monte was angry, �How dare those two low-lifes talk to me like I was a nothing� a nobody,� he fumed. �I�ll fix them,� he muttered. �Imbeciles, who do they think they are� calling me to tell me they screwed up another simple job? They just didn�t look hard enough for the stuff,� he told himself.
Monte sat thinking. His eyes glittered and became narrow slits; a new thought had occurred to him. What was Kelshaw carrying that was so important that Ramsey and his client were so desperate to get? It had to be worth a bundle in order to be as valuable as a �hit�. And if it was worth all that would Jake and Leo want to give it up, especially if they thought they could make more than the sixty grand they had contracted for? Not likely! Why not say they couldn�t find whatever it is and try to collect on both ends?
He was seething as the thoughts whirled around in his head that they might have double crossed him.
�I�m not getting killed because of those two scumbags,� he exploded. �No sir. I think I�ll pay them a little call at the St. Croix Hotel and surprise them.� He patted his gun in the holster.
Monte left the den and put on his coat; he stuck his head in the bedroom door rousing his sleeping wife Dora, �I�m going out and I don�t know when I�ll be back.�
�Okay, goodnight,� she murmured.

12:30 AM
There was no one on duty at the desk as Monte entered the St. Croix Hotel but that didn�t matter. Monte reached under the counter and grabbed the stained register. He found Leo and Jake were in a second floor room 208.
The hotel smelled as sleazy as it appeared to be. Greasy cooking smells, probably from over-used hot plates, mingled with stale tobacco, the sweet smell of pot and dirty bathrooms filled the air. Monte wasn�t surprised; he had been involved in a number of raids that brought him to places like the St. Croix Hotel. Pioneer Square was experiencing regeneration, but Jake and Leo�s pad had a long way to go before it would qualify as an �artsy� makeover restaurant or bookstore.
No light could be seen from the crack under the door. He knocked, no one answered. Not home yet he thought. They�re probably at some bar celebrating how smart they are for out-foxing me. Monte tried the door and found it locked. He smiled. �Small problem,� he told himself. He took a special set of keys from his pocket and easily opened the door.
Detective Maxwell stepped inside, turning on the light. He closed the door and stood looking at the room illumined by a single ceiling light fixture. Surprisingly, everything was moderately clean. He suspected that housekeeping didn�t make it more than once a year.
Two cots, separated by a nightstand that showed different layers of color through chipped paint and cigarette burns, stood against one wall. There was one overstuffed chair covered in a faded and soiled fabric that might have been blue flowered chintz. A broken spring protruded from the sagging bottom. The chair and a window shared the wall that faced the door.
A sad chest of drawers with a leg replaced by two bricks to keep it from falling, leaned sorrowfully against the other wall beside a rust stained sink. In a corner next to the door was the closet.
Monte took time searching for any items that might have been Kelshaw�s but found nothing. He flipped the mattresses off the cots and after assuring himself that they held no secrets, proceeded to dump the dresser drawers of the few meager articles of clothing. Only a few stained and wrinkled letters and a dog-eared picture served as anything that might qualify as documents rested in the bottom of one of the drawers, but these had not belonged to Kelshaw.
Next was the closet which was equally unremarkable; nothing there except some tired work shoes which Monte turned over shook and found empty. He turned out the pockets of the pants hanging on hooks and felt through all pockets of shirts and the only two coats in the enclosure. No shelf; no place to hide anything, at least not an obvious place.
�Well, I�ll just sit down and wait.� Monte found he was talking to himself again. �What a surprise they�ll get.� He smiled again as he turned out the light and sat down in the darkened room to wait.
It was so dark that Monte couldn�t see his watch, but guessed it was around one o�clock Thursday morning when he heard Leo�s voice outside the door, but couldn�t make out what was said.
Jake and Leo entered their room, turned on the light and stopped short. Shock registered on their faces when they saw Monte sitting with his gun drawn and pointed at them.
�What�s the matter, boys? Cat got your tongue?�
Leo looked at Jake and back at Maxwell. �Wha�, what are you doing here Detective Maxwell?� he asked fearfully. �We ain�t done nuthin�� Why the gun?�
�Get over there against the wall, both of you,� Monte commanded as he rose from the dilapidated chair. �Face the wall with your hands behind your heads!� First, he frisked Jake removing the offending knife from his person, then Leo. �Okay, turn around slowly,� he directed. Stepping back and slapping the .38 against the palm of his hand he ordered both of the men to empty their pockets on the floor.
Leo and Jake did as they were told. They both knew better than to argue with Monte. Their instincts told them he was in a killer mood.
�Now then boys,� he smiled menacingly, �I came to collect all the items you took from Kelshaw�every one,� he emphasized.
Their faces reflected surprise and then fear. �Honest, Detective Maxwell, we didn�t get no stuff off the guy, and we didn�t find anything at the Center either. Ya� gotta believe us,� Leo pleaded.
Monte�s eyes glittered. �Then where did his stuff go?� He asked in mock pleasantry.
After obeying Monte�s command �We didn�t have time to search him before that damn priest came out,� Jake said angrily, his temper was gaining on him. Leo glanced at him nervously. This was not the time to further provoke Monte.
Monte�s temper exploded; he came across the room at them. �Lies!� he raged as he brought the side of his gun down against Jake�s cheek in a glancing blow. Jake fell and Monte grabbed him by the collar and hauled him back up against the wall.
Looking at Leo he said, �Don�t even think of moving. I swear I�ll blow your friggin� heads off.� He slammed Jake against the wall again, yelling, �All I�ve heard from you morons are lies and excuses! I think you�re holding out on me. You were thinking that maybe you could double-cross old Monte and keep whatever Kelshaw had plus maybe get paid the rest of the dough. Unh, uh,� he said caressing the gun this time along Leo�s cheek, �it�s not going to work.� He then slammed the gun against Leo�s head and watched him drop to his knees.
Then Monte simply applied the gun indiscriminately not bothering to let either of them get back on their feet. They were crouching with their hands over their head trying to ward off the blows. It was obvious Monte was out of control.
�Please,� Leo yelped, �ya� gotta believe us, we don�t have any of the guy�s stuff�we don�t even want the rest of the money�you keep it, Monte, just leave us alone.�
�Yeah,� echoed Jake. �We�ll get out of your life. Just, just leave us alone� he stammered.
�And I don�t like being talked to like I was your lackey either,� Monte raged on. �You need a lesson in telephone manners,� emphasizing each word with a blow.
�We�re sa� sa� sorrry.� Leo stammered. He was sure Monte would kill them.
Monte slowly came out of his blind rage; he realized he really might do them in right there in the hotel room.
He stopped pistol whipping them, but still held onto the gun as he looked them over. They were bleeding from some cuts and would have plenty of bruises from the beating, but they would survive. They would probably have a good headache in the morning, Monte told himself.
�Okay,� he said, he was shaking now as he pointed his finger at them. �You stay away from me; if I ever hear of you tossing my name around, you�re dead meat! Understand?�
Jake and Leo just nodded.
He left them on the floor in a state of fright and apprehension. Monte had reason to be apprehensive as well; Jake and Leo didn�t have the merchandise, but he had to find it. And he had to get rid of Jake and Leo. No matter how scared they were now, it would be temporary; they were definitely liabilities. It was time to call in a favor.
Arriving home he entered the house quietly; Dora was still asleep. Monte went to the den and closed the door. �Those two are gonna� pay for their bungling stupidity,� he muttered.
Picking up the telephone he dialed the Atlas Window Company to arrange for payment. The night watchman Monte needed to speak with would be there. �Hello Sal, this is Monte Maxwell. You know the favor you owe me? I�m calling it in now. You need to arrange for an accident� and don�t worry, I will see to it that I will personally handle the investigation.�
* * *
Wednesday night had been a long night for Charlene Thayer. As she reconstructed the evening in her mind she felt as if she had been caught in a time warp. What could it mean? The date of the letter indicated that Paul had written it eight months after she had been notified of his death. How could it be? She read and reread the letter looking for some clue, something that she might have missed. Paul seemed more real to her now than he had for years.
She could almost hear his voice speaking from the yellowed page of the tattered letter in her hand. But no amount of reading gave explanation. Betrayed! He said he had been betrayed� by whom? And who is George? Questions that didn�t make sense and the hurt was there all over again. The stabbing pain of knowing Paul was gone forever and nothing could change the loss.
Shivering she walked slowly to her bedroom. Undressing and wrapping herself in an old blanket robe, she took a bundle of letters from her closet shelf and returning to the living room she sank into Paul�s old chair and began to read them one by one. Tears came and dried and came again as she read and reread the letters; images emerging in her memory.
She met him for the first time at the San Francisco Air terminal. It was August, 1965. Charlene had flown to San Francisco with two friends to attend a business meeting and was looking forward to a free weekend of sightseeing. A transportation union strike that affected much of the service to and from the airport was in full swing.
They stood in line together and chatted casually while waiting for buses to take them into the city. She learned he had just returned from his first tour in Vietnam as an advisor. As the passengers were pushing their way to catch airport buses, the three friends piled into the last bus in line; when looking back they saw Paul still on the curb with his duffel. Charlene instantly made the driver stop to allow him to board the bus. There was standing room only and so he stood next to where she was seated, talking and studying her.
It was easy to close her eyes and see his sun-tanned face under the close cropped dark hair. Lines at the corner of gray green eyes showed a depth of humor, but there was something else reflected in his eyes, unrest or even sadness.
Later they would laugh when she commented that he had smile lines and he told her they were probably caused by squinting in the sun due to the loss of his sunglasses on two separate occasions while engaged in observation from a helicopter.
* * *
Even though she had participated in a number of peaceful demonstrations against the war, she could not support anti-American pro-North Vietnam demonstrators. As the war continued and the demonstrations grew more violent and ugly, Charlene struggled with her own objections and conscience. She believed the flag burning and radical anti-military extremists were more threatening to the country than the war itself.
She remembered how strained he looked as their bus passed a group of anti-war demonstrators who waved a torn and scorched American flag as they drove past. Charlene felt ill at ease that he should see them� bits and pieces of memories came together in a ragged scene. It would be played again and again in different cities and places, but now they all ran together in her mind like a multicolored river.
He smiled at her and inquired if she thought he would need a reservation to stay in town that evening; his flight was scheduled for the next afternoon. Charlene said it was likely and suggested he inquire at the hotel where she and her friends were staying. His open appreciation at her suggestion left little doubt of his interest.
She cancelled her plans for the evening and she and Paul had dinner together and talked and talked like old friends all through the night. She learned he was on his way to Carlisle Barracks for a year at the War College. It was a relief to know he wasn�t going back to Vietnam for at least that long or more.
He found out about her family in Seattle and that she often traveled in her work to the East Coast suggesting that it might be possible to get together on one of her trips. By the time Paul left the next day they both knew that there could be no one else for either of them.
It seemed now as though they had loved each other instantly and without reservation. Always comfortable together, they intuitively understood one another without pretenses. Once, a short time after they were married they were just walking, Paul squeezed her hand, pulled her next to him and said, �You know I feel as though we have always known each other. It�s like one of us had been away and now we�re both home. We fit together��
She had kissed him and laughingly added, �Yes, we fit together like two old spoons,� silly things in the montage of memories came back to her. She thought of their hurried marriage, the whirlwind trip, meeting his mother and family and his friends, Brad and Olivia Coleman. Paul and Brad had been at West Point together. Brad�s wife, Olivia and Paul had grown up together and were as close as brother and sister. The Coleman�s became as close to Charlene as they were to Paul.
Meeting Paul�s family included cousins, aunts and uncles all proud and supportive of Paul and eager to meet his bride. Her family was a bit alarmed at the hasty decision to marry Paul, but was easily won over after meeting him. She was thinking of the cold Pennsylvania winter and visiting� Charlie heard the alarm in the bedroom announcing it was Thursday morning.
* * *
6:00 AM Thursday
Andrew was dialing the secure telephone number of Neil Klein in Washington D.C. It dawned on him he had not called Ben last night; oh well, he would do it after talking with Klein. He had the scripted conversation on his desk facing him. The phone rang once, twice�
�Klein,� the voice that answered was deep and cultured.
�This is Andrew Kincaid in Seattle, Mr. Klein. Your Aunt Martha has arrived in Seattle, but she will be delayed due to a medical condition. Her luggage is with me, but she asked that it be sent home to you. I need a correct shipping address.�
�Thank you for calling, Andrew. Aunt Martha told me that you or Father Lee might be contacting me. How bad is her condition?� Neil Klein adjusted his wire rimmed glasses to peer at a document by his elbow. The polished dark wood desk was clear of everything but the telephone, a picture of an attractive woman with Neil and a few papers neatly stacked at his fingertips. The office was rich in polished woods; a series of bookcases lined one wall. Windows behind the desk looked out across the campus of Georgetown University.
Andrew cleared his throat and continued, �Your Aunt�s condition is grave, but she was most emphatic about her luggage being sent home to you.�
Neil responded, �If Aunt Martha is that ill I believe I should come to Seattle. I will leave as soon as possible; would you please make a hotel reservation for me tomorrow under the name �Evan Scott�. I will call you when I arrive.� Without waiting for Andrew to respond, Neil continued, �I will get word to you at the Times or through KGM. Hold on to Martha�s bags until I get there.�
Andrew quickly interjected, �Of course I�ll hold on to your aunt�s luggage, but as far as a hotel is concerned; let me make a reservation for you at the Washington Athletic Club, it�s not as public as a hotel. I will register you there as my guest.�
Neil responded, �Excellent. Wait for my call. Remember, �Evan Scott�. See you soon.�
Andrew gave a mock salute to the telephone as he hung up. �Yes sir! Anything else, sir?� he inquired of the mute instrument. He wasn�t used to the cut and dried treatment, but he realized he was playing on a whole new field. He shrugged, gave Father Ben a quick call at home, grabbed his coat and headed north for Charlene Thayer�s house. He wasn�t sure how, but he was certain that he was going to try to help her.
* * *
Following his talk with Andrew Kincaid, Neil sat back in his chair. So George didn�t make it. His dark blue eyes gazed intently out the window, but his thoughts were far away. It was a personal loss and he felt empty and deeply saddened by the call.
He thought back to the first time he saw George Kelshaw. It was 1961 and Neil Klein had just joined the State Department in the Office of Asian Pacific Affairs and was attending one of the orientation classes for new recruits. This class was conducted by a handsome and impressive 28 year old professor of linguistics from Georgetown University whose name was George Kelshaw.
Along with the class he was awed by Kelshaw�s knowledge of Southeast Asia, its people and languages, and the ease with which he presented his subject. He spoke authoritatively, using a small tobacco pipe plucked from the breast pocket of his coat to tap locations and trace distances on the wall maps behind him; at the same time describing picturesque scenes of river deltas, plains and mountains with lush vegetation and valley floors filled with blood red poppy fields. He spoke as a man in love with his subject.
Neil worked as an adjunct professor in political science at Georgetown and had been invited to attend an afternoon faculty tea; he was delighted to come face to face with the animated linguistics professor again. This time he would have an opportunity to speak to and learn more about him. It was on this occasion that their friendship began.
Upon entering the room Neil spotted a dark haired, well built man surrounded by a group of faculty wives, laughing and chatting. He was casually leaning against a grand piano with his back toward the doorway; then turning slightly Neil saw that it was Kelshaw. It was obvious that women were attracted to his dark good looks.
Neil noted George�s attire was typically professorial; tweed jacket with leather patches on the sleeves, the pipe sticking out of his breast pocket while some other male faculty members wore more formal dark suits. George, completely oblivious to fashion statements, seemed to be enjoying every minute of conversation, his dark eyes twinkling in amusement as he laughed or smiled.
When he saw Neil he gracefully broke away from the women and made his way across the room. He threaded his way with catlike ease past other guests holding plates and teacups and extending his hand introduced himself saying, �Hello there, I�m George Kelshaw, I remember you�you were in the orientation class at State three or four weeks ago. How is it going over there?�
�Neil Klein,� he responded, grasping Kelshaw�s hand, �And fine, thanks for asking. I�m amazed that you would remember me from all those faces.�
As time passed Neil would find memory to be only one of many outstanding characteristics of George Kelshaw.
�What brings you to this little soiree, surely not tea?� George asked pleasantly.
�No, I do my bit as an adjunct in the Science Department; although I don�t know if I�ll be able to juggle both jobs for very long. I am very glad to see you here; I have wanted to meet you and tell you how much I enjoyed your lecture on Southeast Asia�
During their conversation Neil learned that George�s parents were both physicians, had been medical missionaries and had lived and traveled throughout Indochina for years. They had come back to the United States from Laos in 1943 barely ahead of Japanese internment. George was only ten years old, but indelible memories connected with crisscrossing terrain and tribal village after tribal village remained with him.
Born in a small Laotian village, it seemed George could close his eyes and see the peoples and hear the sounds and sense the smells. He captured the languages so easily that even his parents were amazed at his fluency and encouraged him to continue to broaden vocabularies. His parents helped keep Southeast Asia alive for George by recalling events and places their medical service had taken them. These memories and knowledge would save his life many times in later years.
Following the faculty tea, Neil and George often met for lunch or dinner as their schedules would allow. Each meeting was an educational experience for Neil; he found George to be a brilliant man and good friend. He learned that George had earned his PhD at Princeton and had been teaching at Georgetown for two years.
One evening George had invited Neil to have dinner with him; there was someone that he wanted Neil to meet. Neil was certain that George had finally found a special person and wanted Neil�s stamp of approval. At dinner George introduced Neil to Myra, his younger sister.
Like George she had dark hair, large gray eyes and a lovely smile that lit up her face. Well dressed, perfectly groomed, poised and beautiful was Myra Kelshaw; and Neil was smitten. That evening Neil and Myra found they had several things in common. She was two years younger than Neil, had attended William and Mary University and had majored in Political Science and like her brother was fluent in several languages as well.
Through many evenings following their initial meeting, they found they shared a liking for the same kind of music, books and generally the same outlook on life. They were married several months later and Myra became Neil�s chief confidante along with her brother, but she chose to remain quietly in the background. It was not generally known that Myra and George were brother and sister.
It was not surprising when in 1964 George who two years had earlier been commissioned an officer in the U S Air Force was tapped to serve in the American Embassy in Saigon. Neil knew it was an Intelligence assignment. They would see each other occasionally through the years when George made trips back to Washington and later when Neil joined the office of Intelligence for the State Department. Their contact was more frequently professional.
He had been George Kelshaw�s key contact through the last incredible years of his life while searching, hiding, capture, escaping and evading, all the while gathering vital information. It seemed cruel and unbelievable that he should die so close to the end of the journey.
Neil had counted on seeing George again; there was so much he wanted to know that could only be learned by seeing and talking with him in person. �How and who got to him? I was so sure we were covered. How will I tell Myra? Perhaps when I get to Seattle, Kincaid and Father Lee will be able to shed some light on what happened.�
* * *
7:30 AM
The night was over a new day had begun. Mechanically Charlene went back to the living room and started to gather up the letters, holding each one gently in her hand. Her grief had been revisited, she felt drained and weary just as she had all those years before.
The doorbell was ringing, �At this hour� who on earth?� She opened the door to a somewhat surprised Andrew Kincaid. Equally surprised, Charlie wrapped the blanket robe tighter around her body and caught her breath asking, �What are you doing here?�
Andrew surveyed her from head to toe. Seeing her tear stained face and puffy eyes he knew she had probably cried most of the night. He announced as he entered, �I thought you could probably use some company. Besides, Mrs. Thayer or Charlene if you prefer, I felt rotten about last night. Do you have any coffee?�
Charlene led him into the kitchen. �No, not yet� I�ll make some.�
�If you don�t mind,� he said, �I�m considered a coffee expert. Let me do it.� Without waiting he opened the cupboard above the coffee machine, pulled out a filter as Charlene handed him coffee she had removed from the refrigerator. Rubbing his hands together he said, �Okay, coffee�s on its way. Now let�s see what we can do about your situation.� He spoke with self assurance as though he was there to settle a problem.
Andrew followed her to the living room where he noted the letters, some of which were still on the floor by the chair in which she had spent most of the night.
Back in the chair she curled up, feet under her, after gathering the rest of the letters and laying them on the table beside her. She looked at Andrew with an amount of appreciation. He was brash, but he had moved into a situation and brought some reality.
�I suppose I should thank you for coming this morning,� she said softly. �It was a long night. Please don�t feel badly about last night; you were only a messenger and nothing that you did or didn�t do could have made any difference, short of not giving me the letter. Right now I�m tired and more than a little confused. I do appreciate you being here even if you did come at a time when I am probably at my worst.� She smiled a little.
He smiled back �How about that coffee now?� he asked as he started toward the kitchen. �Do you take cream, sugar or both?�
�Just black,� she responded.
�Me too,� he said.
He moved about easily in her house almost as though he knew it. He was dressed casually, flannel shirt, faded jeans and boots; much different than the night before at dinner. She commented, �You�re not quite so formal this morning.�
�Neither are you,� he grinned.
She liked him; his manner was warm and genuine.
After a few swallows of coffee she set her cup down, �I think I�ll freshen up while you finish your coffee. Then we can talk and I might feel a little more alive.�
�Sounds like a good idea,� he agreed.
As he waited, Andrew stretched and ambled around the living room particularly noticing the photographs on tables and the fireplace mantle. He was really looking for a picture of Paul Thayer. It was suddenly important to know what he looked like. There were none at least in the living room. Just photos of persons who were probably parents or relatives and some of the Bishop and Father Ben Lee with Charlene in front of St. Mark�s Cathedral.
The house was almost familiar to Andrew. Like his parents� house in West Seattle it was a corner bungalow; somewhat larger than some in the same block. It was situated above Sand Point Way off Northeast 73rd. There was a small view of Lake Washington although it faced the opposite direction.
The rooms were adequately spacious and comfortable; the kitchen had been remodeled providing a more open less formal space, with a pass-through access to the dining room. A small kitchen table with two chairs occupied an area by a window looking out on a flower bed that held some bright yellow and white fall flowers. The living room colors were warm and bright, rusty reds, gold and brown hues� �Feel good colors,� he thought as he studied the books in cases flanking either side of the fireplace.
She reappeared shortly, dressed in coffee colored slacks and a green sweater. She had obviously showered; her hair had been towel dried and was still d& a few strands curled around her face. She looked refreshed. �Now,� she said, �let�s talk,� as she settled back into her chair.
Andrew sat across from her on the couch. Leaning forward he asked bluntly, �What was in the letter? Look, I really want to help� he paused, �its not idle curiosity.�
She looked at him as if trying to decide how to respond, then nodding assent she handed him the yellowed pages.
Andrew read it slowly, noting particularly the mention of betrayal, but also the name of the Russian registered with him somehow. He made a strong mental note to check it out later, deciding not to call attention to it now. He looked at Charlene, she was watching his reaction and then speaking slowly she zeroed in on his thoughts.
�You don�t see it do you?�
�See what, exactly?� he shrugged, �I do see betrayal and I see a Russian guy with Paul, that�s a little odd, but�� he paused.
Charlene pointed to the date and said in a matter of fact tone, �You couldn�t know, but this was written nearly a year after I was notified that Paul had been killed in Vietnam. Not only that, but his best friend was in Vietnam with him when it happened. He identified the body. It was he who returned Paul�s personal effects to me, his watch his money clip and, and�,� the words came out as though she had bottled them under pressure. Then she was quiet again looking at Andrew, waiting.
He sat back, nodding his head and rubbing his chin pensively, �Yeah, I see it now,� he was shaking his head, �It doesn�t make sense. But then not much of what has happened in the last thirty-six hours makes a lot of sense. Charlene, what connection did you have with George Kelshaw?�
She gave him a blank look before responding, �None. Who is George Kelshaw? Wait, give me the letter, look, Paul mentioned �George� in his letter,� her voice trailing off and her eyes widened in realization, �could he be the man you talked about last night� the one who was stabbed outside the Seamen�s Center?
�He tried to call me. I know he did and I hung up on him. I thought it was a crank call� ohhh� she remonstrated, �if I had only talked to him!!� She was on her feet, clearly upset, arms folded across her stomach as she walked toward the kitchen when the phone rang startling both Charlene and Andrew.
Charlene grabbed the telephone as if it were a life preserver, �Hello, yes, he is here Father Ben, what�s wrong? Just a moment I�ll put him on. It�s for you, Andrew, Father Ben, he sounds upset.�
Andrew took the phone from her hand and gestured for her to sit again while he spoke quietly with Ben. He turned to Charlene as he hung up. �Get your coat. The Center was broken into last night and thoroughly trashed. I�m going down there now and I think you should come too.�
She nodded in agreement. Taking a jacket from the coat closet they hurried out the door. Wordlessly they got in the car.
Putting the key in the ignition Andrew started the car then turning to Charlene he said firmly, �To finish that piece of our conversation regarding hanging up on George Kelshaw, you acted instinctively. Don�t beat yourself up about it� there�s no way to know if it�s the same guy mentioned in your letter; Father Ben would probably tell you that things like that happen as they are supposed to. He�s generally right.�
* * *
Andrew and Charlene arrived at the Center simultaneously with a Seattle Police car. The scene inside was in unbelievable disorder� books and magazines thrown everywhere, chairs and tables overturned and Ben�s office was even worse. Ben was standing in the middle of the main room when they entered ahead of two policemen, shaking his head. Andrew looked around as he approached Ben saying, �What�ll you bet that those two bums that we threw out of here yesterday paid a little visit last night?�
Father Ben nodded, �Yes, Andrew, I�d take odds that you are right. They were looking for something; it is clear by the way they ransacked the file cabinet and my desk drawers.�
Hearing Ben�s comments, one of the police officers moved toward Ben, notebook in hand, and asked, �Do you think you know who might have done this, Father?�
Again Ben nodded, �Yes, officer, I don�t want to falsely accuse anyone, however there were two men who came here yesterday that I suspect. They weren�t from any of the ships and they didn�t seem to belong. Sister Myers, Mr. Curtis and Davey Collins three of our volunteers noticed them yesterday morning. They left, but returned in the afternoon and started asking a lot of questions. Mr. Kincaid and I spoke with them and suggested they leave and not come back.�
The policeman was writing rapidly and stopped to ask �What made you suspicious? Do you think they had something to do with the guy who got stabbed outside the Center on Tuesday?�
By this time Charlene had cornered Sister Ruth by the office, �All right Sister Ruth, what has been going on here? I know about the stabbing, but who are the people that Father Ben is talking about? Did they threaten you?�
Sighing and shaking her head, Sister Ruth turned over a chair and sat down, �Mrs. Thayer, it is awful to have you come to the Center and see it in such a terrible mess. Those two men who came in here yesterday just raised my hackles. They just didn�t fit and Byron agreed, but thought perhaps that they were probably harmless. That was before we knew about that poor soul being attacked out in front.� She stopped and took a deep breath. �I�m rambling dear, but it makes my blood run cold to think that they might even be the ones who stabbed that man and Andrew getting tough with them like he did.� Ruth paused again.
Charlene looked out at Andrew talking with the officer and Ben and commented, �I think he needs to be careful. I overheard them say they thought whoever broke in was looking for something. What do you think they might have been looking for?�
Wide eyed, Sister Ruth shook her head. �I can�t imagine there�s never any money or valuables here. Father Ben is very careful about that. And you know how tight our budget is� I think it�s just malicious vandalism.�
After taking statements and getting descriptions from everyone the officers left admonishing everyone to stay out of the office and away from the desk and file cabinet until a team could dust for fingerprints. Since the office was the only room that had limited access by the fewest number of people, the officers thought the file cabinet and Ben�s desk might produce a useful set of the culprits� prints.
* * *
Ruth and Charlene were collecting magazines and books straightening tables, carrying some things to the trash bin outside. Returning to the main room they saw Andrew and Ben by the reception desk having an animated conversation with a good looking Hispanic man whom they were informed by Byron was a Detective Jim Savalza. He was a little shorter than Andrew, about Father Ben�s height with a muscular build like that of a football player. It was clear that Andrew and Ben knew this man. As Charlene approached the trio the conversation stopped, �Interesting,� she thought.
Father Ben, always polite smiled and extended his hand toward Charlene introducing Detective Jim Savalza who flashed a brilliant smile. �Mrs. Thayer is one of our patron saints, Detective. She has been a very good friend to the Center for some time. Thank you, Charlene for helping to clean up this mess.�
�That�s fine, Father, I�m glad I could help.� She smiled pleasantly as she shook Jim Savalza�s hand. �How are you Detective?� she inquired politely as she glanced at Andrew with questioning eyes.
Andrew was awkwardly quiet. Charlene continued, �Don�t let me interrupt your conversation� please, I�ll just get back to the cleanup,� she purred.
Andrew cleared his throat. Detective Savalza frowned, his black eyes narrowed, he inquired in an official tone, �Just a minute, Mrs. Thayer, were you here yesterday?�
�No, Detective, I was not. It was a dreadful thing to happen here but I�m afraid I can�t shed any light on yesterday�s happenings.� Charlene knew that sounded like a foolish statement and waited for Andrew or Father Ben to comment, but both were silent.
Detective Savalza glanced toward the office where the team was finishing up lifting fingerprints from the file cabinet and then turned toward Andrew, �I�d like to see you outside. Oh, Mrs. Thayer, by the way, I know the work you do in the diocese and on behalf of the Center. My wife, Jean Ann and I are members of Resurrection Parish. The Center is one of our parish�s favorite outreach ministries. Nice to meet you and we�ll talk again, soon,� he added in a promising tone. Charlene wondered why, but shrugged it off thinking he must be referring to her work for the Center.
Outside, Andrew waited for the questions he knew were inevitable. Jim looked at him �You know you�ve come up in the world.�
Andrew took the bait. �What do you mean?�
�Charlene Thayer,� he saw color rise above Andrew�s collar, �Why else would you be at her house at 7:30 in the morning? I always thought you were the cool blonde type, nice to see I can be wrong.�
At first Andrew was all set to deny the implied liaison, and then thought better of it. It would be less complicated if Jim Savalza didn�t ask any more questions, but Andrew knew he had to be careful. Charlene Thayer might not be too keen on the idea. Half smiling he looked at Jim and asked suspiciously, �How did you know I was at her house at 7:30? Are you having me tailed?� he asked irritably.
�Could be simple deduction, my friend, I was on my way to your office and saw you leave; an hour and half later you and she turn up here, together. But as a matter of fact I did follow you thinking I might catch you at a more congenial location for this little talk we are about to have about Kelshaw. Oh, by the way, I know you didn�t spend the night� just thought I�d throw that in.� Detective Savalza was having a good time watching Andrew squirm if ever so slightly.
�Now for the little talk,� he paused, �I know you were at the hospital with the victim when he died, but I don�t think I�m getting the whole story. You know how intuition keeps prodding? Well, that�s what mine is doing.
�It would be very neat to wrap this whole thing up and just write it off as some unknown derelict getting mugged and stabbed. Unidentified assailants get clean away, Father Ben gives last rites, fine�, end of story. But we both know it�s not as simple as that; and the fact that you and Ben were with Kelshaw when he died tells me there is more, maybe much more. Oh yes, before I forget, I also know that the guy placed a call to Mrs. Thayer yesterday. Now do you want to share a little more or do I have to make this harder? It�s your choice!�
Andrew nodded and then looking directly at the detective responded, �You�re right, Jim, there is more to it, but I can�t tell you right now because I don�t really know anything. I have a couple of hunches and a whole lot of questions of my own.
�I think we can help each other. It will be very interesting to see whose prints turn up in Ben�s office. I have a couple of leads that may pan out. Give me some breathing room will you?� He hoped his sincerity would buy him some time.
Jim�s dark eyes scrutinized Andrew�s face with a penetrating look and finally he nodded. �Okay, but remember, this is not just breaking and entering�there is a homicide that I don�t believe for one minute was a simple mugging and I will get to the bottom of it one way or the other. Do I make myself clear?�
�Crystal,� Andrew sighed. �Can I go now?�
Jim Savalza shrugged, �Sure, for now, just don�t forget what I said. I�ll be seeing you later,� he remarked over his shoulder as he walked toward his car.
Charlene opened the door and stepped out saying to Andrew, �I have to go and pick up my car. Can you drop me or�?�
�Of course, just let me tell Father Ben,� Andrew stuck his head back in and Charlene heard him say �I�ll see you later, Ben. Sister Ruth, why don�t you call some of the other volunteers on the list and see if you can get some help cleaning up?�
Glancing at his watch, Andrew shook his head, �Wow, look at the time and I am employed. I was hoping to finish our conversation before all this happened, but I guess you probably have figured out that there�s a lot more to talk about, huh?�
�I would say so, yes. But for now, Andrew, just drop me by the garage; we�ll talk later, right now I just want to get my car, go home, and think about this.� She spoke the words softly. It was almost like last night only this time she wasn�t running away, just retreating.
* * *
8:00 AM
Monte arrived for work on time Thursday morning but he was tired. The late hours of last night plus his explosive temper tantrum and physical exertion had almost got the better of him.
His partner, Ed Peterson, looked at him. �What�s the matter, Monte, you sick? You look terrible.�
Monte, who had been looking through papers on his desk, sat down and drew in a deep breath. �I�m all right, just tired. I�ve been working long hours on this case�I just need some time off.� His voice dropped as he examined a report.
�What case is that, Monte?� Ed was puzzled at Monte�s behavior lately. �Anything I should be helping with? After all, I am supposed to be your partner you know. What case are you talking about?�
�No, nothing,� Monte answered hastily. �It�s�its personal, just something I was looking into on my own,� he responded lamely, �but thanks, anyway,� he added.
�Maybe you should go home,� Ed told him. �I can hold things down here.�
�Yeah, maybe I will after awhile,� Monte agreed. He had made a couple of routine calls and then pushed away from his desk. �I�m going out for awhile; gotta� meet a guy,� he told Ed, who by this time was buried in writing reports.
Ed just shook his head thinking, �There he goes again.� He didn�t even raise his eyes from the desk. �Yeah, okay.�
Monte decided he had to call Ramsey. He couldn�t put it off any longer. Instead of using a pay phone downstairs, he left the building and walked a couple of blocks to another public telephone booth and dialed Ramsey�s private line. He heard the cold, formal voice,
�Ramsey.�
�It�s Monte, Mr. Ramsey.�
�I�m very eager to hear your good news, Detective Maxwell.� He said dryly.
Monte felt sick to his stomach. His belly was on fire and his mouth was dry.
�I�m waiting, Detective.�
�Well, you see, Mr. Ramsey the news isn�t so good. The merchandise cannot be found.�
�Explain that, please.� Ramsey�s voice became even colder.
�The men searched the Center, but there wasn�t anything there. I even went and searched their room; I thought they might be holding out on me. There was nothing in the room so I waited for them and beat the crap out of them, but even then, they swore they hadn�t found anything of Kelshaw�s and I gotta� believe them.�
Ramsey was silent for a minute or two. He sighed, �That is too bad for you, Monte.�
Monte was coming apart. Wiping his face with his handkerchief, he started to shake. �I�ve got to make one last stab at this,� he thought. �Listen, Mr. Ramsey, we might be looking in the wrong place, maybe even at the wrong guys,� he paused.
�Go on,� Ramsey said with forced patience.
�Well, our two guys maybe didn�t have time to get the merchandise when they hit Kelshaw. I guess the priest came running out pretty quick. The guys barely got away. Maybe the priest got the stuff and hid it some place besides the Center.�
�And if that�s the case just how do you plan to retrieve it and when? My client is getting impatient and so am I.� Ramsey emphasized.
�I have a plan, Mr. Ramsey,� Monte went on nervously. �See, I plan to call on this Father Ben Lee in a professional capacity. I mean I�ll just have a little talk with him about Kelshaw and the merchandise he was carrying. I want this Father Lee to be aware that by keeping the merchandise he is in danger of obstruction of justice and it will not bode well for hi��
�Don�t be an idiot!� Ramsey interrupted. �You can inquire, but don�t try to intimidate a priest, for the love of��
�But, Mr. Ramsey, he could have hidden it some where other than the Center,� Monte insisted, his anxiety escalating.
�Why would he do that, Monte? I repeat, DON�T BE AN IDIOT!� Ramsey raised his voice in exasperation.
�You�re right� you�re right� what if I ask him if Kelshaw might have left something behind or said something to him about something?� Monte babbled on in desperation.
�Now you listen!� Ramsey cut Monte off, his words came slow, deliberate, and venomous. �I don�t give a damn what you ask, but I want whatever possessions, that�s everything, that Kelshaw had on him. Is that clear?? I want it and I want it NOW! Do you understand me?�
Ramsey with forced self control continued the verbal attack on Monte in a final instruction. �I want you to consider Andrew Kincaid as another possibility. Oh yes, and you get rid of your other two loose ends! Today is Thursday; I�m giving you until next Monday to come up with the rest of the deal. I expect to hear from you before then. Don�t disappoint me!�
�I�� Monte began, but Ramsey had hung up. �He didn�t let me finish,� he muttered to himself. He had to come up with something� soon. He thought about the money, he only had half and that was likely all he would get. Maybe he could get out of town, out of Ramsey�s reach if he could just get his hands on more. Jake and Leo may not have spent all the cash they had but he didn�t find it when he tossed their room. What did they do with thirty thousand dollars? �They won�t need it.�
Thoughts were running like rabbits through his brain. Monte knew he had to pull himself together. �I�ve got to focus on getting that merchandise. The priest and Kincaid; they�re the ones that are left. Has to be one of them,� he told himself, firmly.
Monte went back to his office. �I�m going home, Ed, I�ll see you tomorrow.�

10:15 AM
He decided the Center should be his first stop. He would roust the priest. �It�s an opportune time since the place was just broken into last night,� he thought; but seeing the police still on the scene and spotting Jim Savalza, Monte�s plan was quickly deflated.
He parked and watched for a short time. He noticed Savalza talking with a man outside and identified him as Andrew Kincaid. Monte badly wished that he could hear the conversation but could only hear the din of the traffic on the Alaskan Way Viaduct overhead.
He decided to wait until Savalza and Kincaid had left and then he would drop in the Center and see what was happening. While he waited he rehearsed in his mind how he would approach Father Lee. With Ramsey�s words ringing in his head he dismissed any thought of a heavy approach, although that would have felt more natural to Monte.
In a few minutes he was gratified to see both men leave. Waiting five or six minutes, he casually entered the front door of the Center. Even Monte was blown away by the mess; Jake and Leo had been thorough in their search. Seeing Father Ben speaking with a male volunteer, he nodded and Father Ben concluded his conversation and greeted Monte apologetically. �I am so sorry to have a visitor see our Center in such chaos.�
�Monte quickly reassured Father Ben, �It�s all right, Father, I�m with the Police Department,� showing his badge. �I just have a couple more questions. I just saw Detective Savalza so I know he covered almost everything, but I need to know if the victim left any of his possessions here before he was killed. It might help the Department get a better line on what the motive might have been.�
Ben was somewhat surprised and before accommodating Monte he saw Davey approaching them. He said quickly, �Davey, I have some letters that need to go out today, would you kindly take them to the box on the corner?� He wanted Davey out of the Center until he knew what this Detective really wanted. �No, Detective,� he responded cautiously, �Mr. Kelshaw did not leave anything here; he did not even have a duffel bag or anything like that with him. From the look of his clothing, I would say that his personal possessions were practically non existent.�
Ben added firmly, �In fact Detective, if you will look around you will notice the Center is still in disarray after it was broken into last night. As you can also see, the contents of everything were upset and thrown on the floor and even the desk in my office was violated, drawers were emptied onto the floor, the file cabinet broken into and also emptied onto the floor. Everything was left in a terrible state of confusion. If Mr. Kelshaw had left anything of value here it would probably have been taken by whoever broke into our Center. What in particular are you looking for?�
Monte sat for a moment while his thoughts settled. Without answering Ben�s inquiry, �One more question, Father. Since Andrew Kincaid was with you and Kelshaw at the hospital, do you think it is possible that he gave Kincaid anything to hold for him?�
Ben looked squarely at Monte. �No,� he said carefully. �I am certain that Mr. Kelshaw did not give Andrew Kincaid anything; again I ask you, Detective, what exactly are you looking for?� This interview didn�t feel right.
Monte was on the spot replying quickly, �Nothing specific, Father. We just need something to help us with the identification.�
�You have his name and whatever possessions he may have had were with him when he left the Center. I don�t believe his attackers had time to rob him. But I have already given much of this information to Detective Savalza Detective ah�� Ben paused,� I don�t believe I heard your name.�
Monte barely audible, responded, �Maxwell, Monte Maxwell.�
�As I was saying, Detective Maxwell, Detective Savalza has much of this information, perhaps you should speak with him.� The question regarding Andrew raised Ben�s level of discomfort. �I�m sorry I cannot help you more than what I have told you. I must continue with the clean up and I have some appointments. Detective Savalza will be checking in on us later today, I�ll mention that you asked.�
Monte wilted inside. �Oh, that�s fine, Father, no need� since Kelshaw didn�t leave anything here no need to bother Savalza with this. I�ll�I�ll catch up with him later. Thanks for your time,� Monte mumbled.
Ben watched the big detective lumber toward the door and waited until he was outside before picking up the phone and dialing Jim Savalza. �Jim, this is Father Ben, after you left today another detective stopped by to ask some questions. I thought you should know.�

�Oh? What detective? What did he want?� Jim�s curiosity was clear.
�He wanted to know if there were any items belonging to Mr. Kelshaw that might have been left behind at the Center. He said his name was Detective Maxwell.�
* * *
In the car Monte was thinking fast and furiously about his next move. It had to be Kincaid. He thought about Ramsey�s deadline, Monday, only until Monday. He decided if Kincaid had anything that belonged to Kelshaw he would probably have it stashed at home and not the Times or KGM.
Finding Andrew�s address Monte proceeded to acquaint himself with the apartment house and neighborhood. He then determined to wait for the right opportunity to access the apartment in Andrew�s absence. �I�ve got the weekend,� he told himself.
By this time, down deep Monte didn�t really believe that Kelshaw carried anything of value, but he knew he would never convince Ramsey. He needed another plan. His mind went back to the money. �Unless the merchandise turns up I won�t get the other hundred thousand, but what about Leo and Jake�s dough? They each got fifteen thousand; they haven�t had time to spend it so they must have it, somewhere. Tomorrow they won�t need any money where they�re going; then I�ll visit the St. Croix again. Maybe I missed something. I can take my time, they won�t be coming back,� he laughed to himself. �If I can find that money I can get out of town before I have to talk to Ramsey again. On the other hand if Kincaid has something of Kelshaw�s I can collect the other hundred grand, and,� he ruminated greedily, �the other half of Jake and Leo�s take too.�
* * *
Andrew followed Charlene�s request dropping her at the garage to pick up her car. She assured him that she was fine and he took her word for it knowing he would be calling her later just to make certain. He actually found his parking space clear. Entering the lobby of the Times he saw Wendy at the reception desk. As she was about to hold out her hand to offer a stack of messages as he hurried past, Andrew surprised her. He took the messages and stopped, �Thank you, Wendy. You know, you really do a heckuva� good job here and you may not know it, but I for one appreciate you!�
Wendy looked stunned. Andrew couldn�t help but laugh and added, �See I can still surprise you, but I do mean it.� He left Wendy looking after him with her mouth still open.
Looking at his messages he spotted one from Jim Savalza. At his desk he quickly dialed Jim�s number, �Hey, it�s Kincaid, what�s going on?�
Jim held the phone against his shoulder while grabbing a pen, �Yeah, thanks for getting back so soon. We got some good prints from the desk and the file cabinet that match a couple of illustrious citizens of our fair city. I know this is short notice, but can you come down and have a look at a couple of mug shots? I�d like to get these guys before they know we�re hot on their trail.�
�That was fast! You guys are really on the ball,� Andrew said enthusiastically. �Sure, I�ll come. My day is essentially shot full of holes anyway. Have you called Ben?�
�No, not yet, I thought I�d give you the first opportunity since these might be the same two you helped throw out yesterday,� Jim answered.
�Thanks, I�ll be there shortly.� Hanging up; he laid aside the mostly written column started on Tuesday, grabbed a note book from his desk drawer and headed for the Public Safety Building. Finding Jim Savalza at his desk filling out paperwork, he interrupted the Detective�s concentration with, �Now I know why I didn�t become a cop, I hate filling out forms!�
�You probably don�t have the mental capacity for it,� growled Jim good-naturedly. �Come on; let�s have a look at the family albums.� He led the way to a desk and seated, Andrew began turning pages in the first mug book, then, there they were both on the same page, Leo Tanner and Jake Schultz. Jim stood next to Andrew, �You�re sure?� Andrew nodded. He recognized Leo even with the long stringy hair in the mug shot.
�Absolutely! Neither of them have changed that much. You know beauty is timeless.�
The detective chuckled, �Okay, it�s a match with the prints. These are our guys, at least the ones who trashed the Center. Let�s have a look at the rap sheet. Yeah,� he said mostly to himself, �They�ve both been out of the can for awhile, but�,� Jim seemed puzzled, �Schultz did hard time for assault with a deadly weapon and was paroled last year. Tanner�s record is mostly for petty theft and breaking and entering. This stuff at the Seamen�s Center doesn�t match the usual Method of Operation. He looked at Andrew, but there was no reaction other than a nod of agreement.
�You�re right about the MO, but they are the guys we threw out of the Center and the fingerprints have nailed them down. Right?� he queried.
Jim nodded and then added, �Yeah, but there is a piece of the puzzle that doesn�t fit; motive! What was their motive? They had to be looking for something. I don�t suppose you have a theory about that, or do you?� he asked doubtfully peering at Andrew. Not waiting for him to answer, Jim concluded, �Never mind, we�ll find out when we pick them up.�
Andrew gave a sigh of relief, �Then we�re done.�

Chapter 5

Friday, September 19, 1980
5:30 AM
Friday dawned clear and balmy; Andrew opened the sliding door to the balcony of his apartment and stepped out into the early morning. Resting his hands on the rail he breathed in the fragrant salty air.
This is one of the things he loved about living in Seattle. One day it could be blowing a gale, raining cats and dogs, and the next, you wake up to a beautiful calm morning like this. Looking west he could see Elliot Bay and the Space Needle. Off to the right he could see some early morning haze on the water in Lake Union that seemed to be drifting after a couple of boats heading out. He stood looking appreciatively, wondering what this day would hold.
Back inside the small kitchenette he brewed himself a pot of strong coffee and thought of Charlene Thayer. He would call her later to set something up; perhaps they could finish their talk over dinner. He chuckled to himself as he thought about his conversation with Jim Savalza regarding Charlene. He wondered what she would think if she knew.
After a short run and quick shower he dressed and decided to drop in at the Seamen�s Center before going to the Times. Driving to the Center he thought about the packet residing in the desk drawer at his office and the possibility of meeting Neil Klein, soon, he anticipated.
Arriving at the Center Sister Ruth captured him with a neck squeezing hug, Saying, �Andrew, I hope and pray they get those hoodlums that broke in here and made such a mess.
Officer Reilly has stopped by the last two days to check on us and make sure everything is okay. I won�t sleep a wink until they�re caught. I know they threatened you! God takes a dim view of people who mess with his work and his people,� Ruth�s rosy countenance was warming to the possibility of a sermon.
�Now, now,� Andrew said holding up his hands, �I�m not getting into that. Let�s just be glad that we found out who did it. Tell Father Ben to call me at the Times when he gets in. By the way where is he?�
Ruth responded, �Oh Andrew, he had to visit one of the ships this morning. He took Byron with him. He is doing a communion service for a crew that wasn�t allowed to come in.�
�Just tell him I stopped and I�ll call him later. Hey, Sister,� Andrew paused and looked toward the pleasant faced, blue and white garbed nun, �You are one swell lady!�
Ruth beamed as she watched him bound out to his car. �You�re not so bad yourself,� she mused.
At the Times Andrew devoted his energy to the stack of mail on his desk that was growing. He was working on his column when the phone rang; he picked it up and casually responded, �Kincaid�
�Good morning, Andrew, this is �Evan Scott�. I just arrived at the Washington Athletic Club. The accommodations are very nice; thank you. When can we get together?�
Andrew recognized the deep, pleasant voice of Neil Klein and responded, �Good to hear from you �Evan,� and I�m glad you found your way to the WAC without any trouble. I�m open for the better part of the afternoon. I assume that you want to meet with Father Ben Lee as well; am I right?�
Neil answered affirmatively, �Definitely, the matter with Aunt Martha has some affect on Father Lee as well.�
�Let�s see its 10:25 now,� Andrew responded, �I�ll call Ben and make sure he can join us. We have been expecting you so both of us have tried to keep our times flexible. I�ll get back to you in a couple of minutes to confirm a time.�
A short time later Andrew called back confirming lunchtime meeting at 12:30 in the WAC dining room.
�How will I find you?� Neil asked.
�The reservation is in my name,� Andrew told him. �If you get there first just ask for my table. Everything is set.�
�Good, I�m looking forward to meeting you.� Evan responded, �We have much to discuss.�
* * *
Charlene Thayer answered the door at 7:30 AM and was surprised to see Detective Jim Savalza standing on her front porch. �Good morning, Mrs. Thayer,� Jim said cheerfully.
�Good grief! Detective, don�t you have a home? What are you doing here so early and, I might add, without calling?� Charlene chided.
�Sorry Mrs. Thayer, but this is official and we seldom call on official business. Besides, I wanted to get together with you prior to you talking with Kincaid.� Squinting as he looked into the sun, he said, �It is a great morning to be up early� aren�t you going to ask me in?�
Charlene stepped back and held the door as the detective entered. She had risen about 6:00 AM and felt fortunate that she had taken the time to get dressed. She looked at the detective, who was bright eyed and reasonably well groomed and offered �Would you like some coffee?
�I suppose after the events of the past few days I shouldn�t be surprised at anything, but somehow finding you at my door in order to get here before Andrew Kincaid, is probably the most outrageous thing I have ever heard. Why on earth do you think he would be here or even be calling me?� Her annoyance was showing and she decided to back off a bit.
�Yeah, I�d really love some coffee, and well,� Jim still cheerful spoke cautiously, �I just thought that since you and Kincaid were, you know,� he paused again, �an item, it would stand to reason that he might�,� his voice trailed off with an embarrassed shrug.
Charlene�s face registered first incredulity then a look of understanding. �Aha, you thought that Andrew Kincaid and I were� how did you put it� an item? Really, Detective, Mr. Kincaid and I are not lov�.� She stopped mid-word and found herself wondering what Andrew might have told Jim Savalza and why. She mentally back pedaled to answer. �What I mean to say is that we are really just getting to know each other; there�s a long way to go. You do understand?�
Jim watched her face carefully, thinking, �She�s figured it out. �Okay, Mrs. Thayer, I understand. Now, I�d like to ask you a few questions about George Kelshaw and your relationship with him.�
Charlene seated herself across the small kitchen table from Jim Savalza. Quietly she said, �I told you yesterday that there was no relationship. I never met him, I didn�t know him and I wish I had talked with him when he called, but instead I hung up on him because I thought he was a harassing caller.� The edge in her voice told the detective she was close to tears.
�But, Mrs. Thayer,� he insisted softly, �There is a connection. What did he say before you hung up on him?�
Charlene answered, �He said he had information about Paul, my husband. I couldn�t bear to listen to any more and I hung up. I was angry and sick that anyone would�� She didn�t finish the sentence; Detective Savalza nodded and patted her shoulder.
�I don�t like adding to your distress, Mrs. Thayer, but someone deliberately murdered George Kelshaw and I think wanted it to appear that he was just some drifter who got stabbed during a mugging.� Jim Savalza was on his feet pacing back and forth in Charlene�s small kitchen. �I don�t have much in the way of leads, but I�ve got to tell you that I think Mr. Kelshaw deserves better. I also think if he wanted to talk with you that he had a reason and I think you know what that reason was or is!�
The detective�s tone had become serious and authoritative. He continued, �As I said, Mrs. Thayer, I don�t like adding to your distress, but you know something and I want to know what it is. Why did this George Kelshaw call you?�
Charlene swallowed hard and stood up. �Just a minute,� she said softly as she left the room to return moments later with the letter in her hand. �This is why he tried to call me. He wanted this letter to get to me. I still don�t know what he had to tell me. �
Jim Savalza took the letter and read it slowly; looking at Charlene�s face he could see that it was exceedingly difficult for her to share it. He said finally, placing it back in her hands, �I�m sorry. I�m afraid this only adds to the puzzle. Who was George Kelshaw? You must have some idea. Is the George mentioned in this letter, George Kelshaw?�
Charlene sat back down in the kitchen chair and said slowly, �Possibly, but I don�t really know; if so, then I know he was Paul�s friend, but where has he been all this time? I don�t know any more than what I�ve told you and the letter. You must know I have questions of my own that now may never be answered.� she said in finality.
�And what about Kincaid?� he queried.
�Mr. Kelshaw gave the letter to Andrew Kincaid to give to me.� He was only the messenger.
�Do you think he knew Kelshaw before the stabbing?�
�No, I�m sure he didn�t. George Kelshaw was at the Seamen�s Center with Father Lee before all this happened. It was Father Lee who called Andrew about him after he had tried to call me.� She paused, �Have you talked with Father Ben?�
�Not as much as I plan to. Thanks, Mrs. Thayer, Charlene, I know this is rough but we will get to the bottom of it. Too bad that you and Kincaid aren�t�well you know,� he paused, �I had higher hopes for him.� Then he added, �He�s a pretty good egg, overall though. Maybe, who knows�� he mused. Then he left.
She stood in the kitchen watching him get into his car and drive away. Mixed feelings washed over her as she thought of Andrew Kincaid. She shook her head as if to realign her thoughts. �Surely he wouldn�t deliberately� get on with your day, Charlene,� she said irritably out loud, but she felt peculiarly abandoned.
* * *
9:30 AM
Jim checked his watch, 9:30, �I think talking to Father Lee right about now would be a good idea,� he said to himself. As he parked his car across from the Center,
he saw Father Ben just about to open the front door. �Wait up, Father,� he called and hurried toward Ben. �Just thought I�d stop by and see if the Center needed anything; also I wanted to talk with you about George Kelshaw. Do you have a little time?�
�Of course, Jim, so this is an official call?� Adding, �Come in,� in response to Jim�s nod in the affirmative. �As you can see everything is pretty much back to normal,� he said smiling and leading Jim past a few sailors sitting in a corner having an animated conversation in an Asian language.
As they entered the office, Sister Ruth looked up surprised to see the detective with Ben. She rose from her chair commenting, �I suppose this is private?� Not waiting for an answer she smiled and shook hands with Detective Savalza and said to Ben, �I will go check on the supply cabinets and see if we need to order anything. If you need me I�ll be close by,� she said protectively. Ruth knew Jim Savalza, but was still uncomfortable about the things that had taken place at the Center in the last few days.
Savalza settled himself in the chair close to Ben�s desk. Leaning forward, hands folded on the desk and narrowing his black eyes, he looked intently at Ben and asked, �Father Ben, who was George Kelshaw? And before you answer that question I want you to know I have already talked with Charlene Thayer and read the letter he carried to be delivered to her. The letter itself suggests that Mr. Kelshaw was more than a transient sailor. I suspect that his demise was not an accidental death that occurred as a result of an attempted robbery. I believe it was deliberate.� Jim paused and sat back in the chair waiting.
Ben looked squarely at the detective and then at his hands and nodded. He was thinking how much he could share with Jim Savalza and wished Andrew was there. Ben knew he couldn�t lie to Jim. �Oh Lord�, he prayed, �guide my words.� Speaking more deliberately than usual, he said, �Yes, Detective Jim, he was more than a transient sailor, in fact he was not a sailor at all. As I told the policeman at the hospital, he did come in on a cargo ship, the Tsein-Maru. I suspected he was not a merchant seaman and those suspicions were confirmed by members of the crew. He spent his time here writing letters and made one phone call. One call to Mrs. Thayer as you already know.� Ben stopped. He wasn�t sure how to continue from there.
�Go on,� Jim urged. �What happened then?� Jim looked at his notes, �You also told the officers that Kelshaw had left the Center and then you heard the commotion outside. Is that right?� He waited as Ben nodded and continued, �and you and Davey interrupted the attack did you not?�
�Yes.�
�Did he say anything about who attacked him or why?�
�No,� Ben paused, �He handed me a letter for Mrs. Thayer and asked me to give it to her.� Ben did not want to talk about Kelshaw�s request to speak to Andrew, but he knew he must be as forthcoming as possible without mentioning the packet. �He also asked to see Andrew.�
�Father Ben, you have to level with me. I need to know everything that happened and how is Andrew Kincaid connected to all this?�
Father Ben weighed the question carefully and then opened a desk drawer and withdrew his own letter from George Kelshaw and handed it to the detective.
�What�s this?� Jim queried, �another letter?� As he read more questions formed in his mind. Laying the letter back on the desk and he looked at Ben again and said firmly, �I will ask the question one more time, Father. What is the connection between Kelshaw and Kincaid? Who did George Kelshaw work for? C�mon, Father Ben, I�ve been reading a letter that suggests three people, you, Kincaid and Charlene Thayer could be in some kind of danger if something should happen to George Kelshaw. Well, Kelshaw is dead.� Jim stopped in obvious exasperation.
Father Ben sighed, �Perhaps it is time; Mr. Kelshaw worked for the CIA.�
�So that�s it�and Kincaid?�
�Jim, I really cannot tell you what the connection is to Andrew. As you know he was with me at the hospital when Mr. Kelshaw died. He had asked me to give a letter to Mrs. Thayer, but I asked Andrew to do it for me.�
�Why was that, Father?�
�I was not comfortable with the task and I thought Andrew could handle it much better than I,� he hesitated, and Jim could see Ben was uncomfortable attempting to explain so he let it go.
He was standing preparing to leave, �Father, I�m going back to my office now, here�s my card; that phone number comes right to my desk. If you remember anything else or if anything happens that even looks suspicious, I want you to call me right away. I don�t mind telling you that I�m a little bothered by the implied danger in your letter. Still, I can�t do anything about it unless there is some overt threat. Do you understand?�
�Oh, yes, you undoubtedly know that Kincaid identified the two guys who broke in here and there is an order to pick them up. We�ll all feel better when they�re in custody and we may get answers to Kelshaw�s murder as well. And by the way, if Detective Maxwell should by some chance show up here again, refer him to me.�
Ben nodded, �Of course I will do that, Jim, and I do understand what you are saying about a threat, but I think we will be fine. I will call if anything unusual occurs. Thank you for all your help.� He rose to walk Jim out as Sister Ruth was answering the Center phone.
�Excuse me for interrupting, Father, but Andrew is on the line and needs to speak with you. I forgot to tell you that he wanted you to call him when you got in.�
�Goodbye, Jim, and thank you again,� he said as he picked up the phone. �Good morning, Andrew. Yes, of course, I will be available. 12:30 at the Washington Athletic Club. Very well, I will see you there.�
Walking slowly toward the door and pausing to search his pockets for some imaginary item, Jim, listened intently to Father Ben�s brief conversation with Andrew. �Well, I know where Kincaid is right now,� thought Savalza. He noted the time at 10:30 as he headed back to his office. At his desk he went through his calls quickly and then dialed Andrew. He was puzzled about Maxwell�s visit to the Center and decided he would ask him about it later.
* * *
Andrew answered his desk phone at the Times to hear, �Kincaid, this is Jim Savalza.�
Andrew gauged the official tone in Savalza�s voice, determining that this was an official call. Trying to lighten the mood Andrew queried easily, �Hi, did you get the guys that trashed the Center?�
�Not yet, but I just came from there and talking with Father Lee. I want to see you; now! You remember that breathing room you asked for? Well it has just run out.�
Andrew sucked in his breath, wondering what Ben had told Jim. He said in a matter of fact tone, �I can�t come right now.�
�Right now, Andy, or I�ll send someone to escort you.� Jim was adamant and Andrew knew he meant it.
�Okay,� Andrew replied grimly. What had Ben revealed? He was certain that Ben would not have discussed the packet�that is if he could help it.
He grabbed his car keys and headed for the Public Safety Building. When he arrived on the fifth floor Jim spotted him and waved him to an empty room and pointed to a chair.
�Okay, what�s going on?� Andrew sensed the serious nature of Jim�s demeanor and felt slightly cornered. He decided to play the scene in a casual manner. He cracked, �Shouldn�t there be a bright light shining in my face while being interrogated?�
Jim gave him a penetrating look, �I had a long, interesting talk with Mrs. Thayer and then Father Ben, this morning.
�Wow, you have been busy!� Andrew quipped in mock admiration.
�Are you through being a smart-ass? Because if you�re not, I can lock you up until you are? Comprende�?�
Andrew could see that his casual routine was definitely not working to his advantage. Jim was getting angry and he was sure the detective would do exactly what he promised. He dared not risk getting locked up so close to the meeting with Neil Klein.
�Okay, all right, what do you want to know?�
�Good! I want to know about George Kelshaw. I�m all ears; besides being CIA what else can you tell me?� Jim could see he had taken Andy by surprise.
�What else did Ben tell you?� he asked cautiously.
�Never mind what Father Ben told me� I want to hear your story.�
The phrase from Kelshaw�s letter, �don�t give the packet to the police, FBI or anyone other than Klein,� flashed through Andrew�s mind. He decided to gamble.
�Did Ben tell you about the letter?�
�You mean letters plural don�t you?�
Andrew wished that he had talked to Ben first. Jim had said he had talked to Charlene this morning so Andrew would throw the dice again. �So you know about the letter to Mrs. Thayer?�
�Yes.�
�And about the letter to Ben?�
�Yes,� Jim stood up and said impatiently, �Look, Andrew, I have had it! The �cat and mouse� games are over. This is a homicide investigation and I take that seriously, so don�t make me charge you with obstructing. As it turns out, it�s not just some transient guy that got iced, but a CIA somebody; and from what I saw in Father Ben�s letter from Kelshaw, he thought there could be some potential danger to you, Father Ben and Mrs. Thayer if somebody got to him. Well, someone did so now that makes the threat real. What is the threat, and why and who is threatening you, Andy?�
Taking a pack of gum from his pocket he offered Andrew a stick and then unwrapped one and stuck it in his mouth waiting for an answer. He continued chewing slowly and looking first at his notes and then at Andrew shaking his head, �You know I can�t protect you or Ben or Charlene Thayer if I don�t know what�s going on or what kind of threat we�re talking about. For crying out loud, talk to me, Andy! Who else knows Kelshaw was CIA?�
Andrew was serious now as he answered, �Jim, I honestly don�t know, but somebody else knew and, like you, I suspect that�s why he�s dead. Beyond that I don�t know what�s going on either, Jim, so I can�t tell you what I don�t know.�
Standing up he looked Jim squarely in the eyes and argued, �But I do know I have to get out of here, now. I have an appointment to meet a guy at the WAC and it is important that I be on time.�
�You know, Andy, since Kelshaw was CIA, the Feds are probably going to be all over this in a matter of hours. If you know anything it would be better for you to tell me ahead of time.�
�We�re not as far apart on this thing as you think, Jim. And about the threat, as I said, I don�t know who or why; don�t worry about us, we�ll keep our eyes open.�
�Does that go for Charlene Thayer, too, or does she know any of this?�
Andy paused drawing a deep breath and then said, �No, but I guess we�d better tell her.�
Jim threw up his hands letting the pen he was holding drop to the table, �Okay, it�s over for today� go on, get out of here and if you think of anything you would like to share, call me. You have my number.�
�Yeah I do. Oh, by the way, while I was coming down here today it looked like something big had just happened by the Rainier Tower.�
�Oh, yeah?�
�Yeah, they had the whole street blocked off�police cars, Medic I, fire trucks and the whole nine yards. What was that all about?� Andrew queried.
Jim shrugged, �I don�t know, possibly a heart attack or fire drill with Medic I there. How should I know?� he responded irritably.
Andrew interjected, tongue in cheek, �Well, �Holmes,� you are a detective aren�t you? C�mon.�
Jim eyed him warily, knowing he was baiting him. �I don�t handle traffic,� Jim replied enunciating each word deliberately. �I am a homicide detective, remember? But just to satisfy your insatiable curiosity, I�ll find out,� he said as he picked up the phone.
Andrew was poised in the doorway to leave as he heard Jim�s query and turned when he heard him whistle and say, �Wow, really? Bad way to go! Yeah, thanks for the info.� Swiveling in his chair, Jim turned to Andrew and said, �It�s pretty grim�a couple of window washers fell off the Rainier Tower, thirty stories,� he added somberly.
Shaking his head, Andrew murmured, �I hope they didn�t have families.�
�Me, too�
�If you need me I�ll be at KGM later today.� Andrew said in a subdued tone. �Call and let me know when you pick up those guys.�
�I will� replied Jim, equally subdued.
* * *
Andrew left and hurried back to the Times. There he grabbed his notes and a necktie off a hook and drove quickly to the Washington Athletic Club.
Jim Savalza sat at his desk pondering his conversation with Andrew and remembering the phone call to Father Ben. �I smell a rat�I think I will make a little visit to the WAC and see what�s on the menu.�
He drove past the Rainier Tower noting a large cordoned off area. �Poor devils,� he thought. �Wonder how it happened.�
At the club Jim carefully surveyed the lobby and then surreptitiously scanned the dining room. He spotted Andrew as he rose from a table to greet a dignified looking man that he gauged to be about forty. He watched as they exchanged amenities and reminded himself that Father Ben had not yet arrived. He retreated to the reception area and waited until he saw Ben enter the dining room. Going to the desk he inquired, �Who besides the priest is Mr. Kincaid�s guest?�
The desk clerk drew himself up and responded in a haughty tone, �I�m sorry, out of respect for our members and their guests� privacy, I cannot give out that in for�� He didn�t finish his statement; Detective Salvalza�s badge got in the way.
The flustered clerk offered apologetically, �His name is Evan Scott; why do you ask, is he wanted for something?�
�Calm down, I thought he looked like someone else,� Jim said casually. �Thanks. Oh, by the way, where does Mr. Scott call home?�
�McLean, Virginia, Detective,� answered the clerk.
�That�s very interesting� all this way just to have lunch with Andrew Kincaid. Hmmn.�
The door of the manager�s office was open and upon hearing the word �detective,� he emerged to join the clerk at the desk. �Do we have a problem here?� he asked.
�No,� Jim said, �Just a case of mistaken identity.�
�Oh, I am relieved,� said the manager. For a moment I thought it might have something to do with the envelope.�
�Envelope?� Jim looked puzzled.
�The one the other detective picked up.�
�Oh, yes, that envelope. When did he do that?� Jim decided to explore a little more.
�On Monday, I think it was,� looking at the clerk for help, �I don�t remember his name exactly.�
�He was a big guy. Something like Massey�,� the clerk offered. �There are so many people in and out, you know.�
Jim interrupted the explanations, �You don�t mean Maxwell, do you?�
�That�s it,� said the manager.
�Well,� drawled Jim, �It seems as though Detective Maxwell has everything under control so I guess I�ll just run along. You have a nice day.� He looked again in the dining room noting the three men deep in conversation. He overheard the desk clerk comment, �Pleasant guy for a cop.�
The manager responded something inaudible.
Jim thought, �This has been a fruitful lunch hour and I haven�t even had lunch.�
* * *
Friday 11:00 AM
As soon as Detective Maxwell got the word about the accident at the Rainier Tower he headed for the Captain�s office. �Captain, I know several of the people over at Atlas Window Cleaning and I think I can probably put this case to bed fairly quickly. Peterson and I can go over and talk to a few of the crew. They might open up to me, you know,� he paused, �talk to someone they know, a little quicker.�
Captain Martin looked at him sharply. Maxwell volunteering�wonders never cease. The Captain was not one to look a gift horse in the mouth. He pushed his glasses back on his nose and peered at Monte. �Okay, go ahead, take the lead on this, Monte, and take Peterson with you.�
�Thanks, Captain, we�ll wrap it up in no time.� He was grinning as he started to leave the command office.
�Okay Maxwell, you have the assignment,� Captain Martin sighed and then added, �But, Monte, if Leonard Phillips is there, don�t get crosswise with Labor and Industries.�
Monte paused briefly, the smile faded, and he nodded without turning around. If the Captain had seen his face he would have known the last instruction was not what Monte wanted to hear. Captain Martin continued, �By the way what are you doing now, Monte?�
Monte�s shoulders tightened, �Nothing, Captain. I mean nothing I can�t put aside for awhile. You want Ed and me to get over to the Rainier Tower right away?�
�Yes, but let the Coroner do his thing; the Blues are there getting preliminary information.�
Monte cleared his throat. �Okay, we�ll go right now.�
After the Captain�s remark regarding Len Phillips and L & I, Monte�s mood was sour. He had been eager to get to the accident at the Rainier Tower and he didn�t want anything to interfere with his mission. Back at his desk, grabbing what he needed for the investigation, he snapped at Ed Peterson, �C�mon we�ve got to look into that accident at the Rainier Tower.�
�Yeah?� queried Ed. He was ready to get out on the street. �How�d you convince the �old man� to give us the assignment?�
�Sometimes, Ed, it just pays to know how to talk to people,� Monte bragged, irritably.
* * *
The bodies were being removed by the time they arrived at the accident scene. The first person Monte saw behind the yellow tape, and talking with a security guard from the building was Leonard Phillips from the Department of Labor and Industries. Monte swore when he saw Phillips and his ulcer immediately started acting up. Of all the people from L & I he had hoped not to encounter was Phillips. With a forced smile Monte forged ahead. �Well, if it isn�t Len Phillips,� he greeted the man in his most cordial voice.
�Detective Maxwell� so we�ll be working together again I see,� Phillips responded soberly. His professionalism dictated a polite smile and handshake, but his dislike of Maxwell was clear. �I don�t believe I know you,� he said to Ed Peterson who gave Phillips a warm handshake, saying, �I�m Monte�s partner, Ed Peterson.�
Len relaxed slightly and said to himself �At least Peterson seems reasonable enough; might as well make the best of the situation.�
His alert system kicked in however as Monte announced, �I�m in charge of the investigation for the Department,� in �the issue isn�t debatable� voice.
�I see,� replied Len. �well, shall we get started then, Detective Maxwell?� He looked at Ed Peterson who seemed slightly embarrassed by Monte�s heavy handed approach.
�Let�s go,� said Monte firmly. �Ed, why don�t you round up a few people talk to them and find out who saw what and get some names, huh?� Monte followed Len into the cordoned off area thinking disdainfully, �I need to get rid of this snooping little creep. He always thinks he�s got all the answers. His glasses are so thick he probably can�t see the building let alone the cables, so I�m not going to let him argue with me. But I had better keep cool. I don�t want him complaining to the Captain. And I need to keep Ed busy. Don�t want him poking around the platform.� He took out his handkerchief and wiped the sweat from his forehead. If it wasn�t one damned thing to worry about it was another.
Len led the way. He was a thin and wiry five foot seven. Because of his size, it was much easier for Len than the overweight Monte to negotiate the rubble. �Here we are,� Len told the puffing detective, �This is the end of the scaffold with the severed wires.�
�Let me see.� Monte pushed Len out of the way to get to the damaged equipment.
�Watch who you�re pushing, Maxwell,� Phillips said impatiently. It didn�t take much of Monte to set Len off. He resented someone in pseudo authority taking advantage of his size. However, Len had an equalizer�his own position of the real authority in his agency and his own fiery temper that he used effectively.
�As you can probably see, Detective, it appears that the wire has been cut and made to look like it was so worn it came apart,� Len analyzed.
�You really ought to get new glasses if you think that cable was cut. It certainly looks worn and frayed to me and I can say in my experience that it was not cut, but gave out as the result of being worn out. It should have been replaced before anyone went up on this scaffold. Just like these company people, trying to save every nickel they can at the expense of the working Joe!� Monte stopped to take a breath.
�So that�s the way you�re going to report this?� Len retorted incredulously, �But why? Surely you can see that these cables were deliberately cut.�
�Listen Phillips, I have dealt with enough of this type of thing to know whether a cable has been cut or just plain worn out,� Monte loudly insisted. Ed Peterson stopped writing a name in a notebook and looked across the barrier at Monte and Len Phillips engaged in an angry exchange.
He started toward them when he heard Len loudly and firmly declare to Monte, �You may represent the Seattle Police Department in this, but your report will have to wait until these cables have been examined and x-rayed by our department. I�m ordering the scaffold impounded now. So go ahead Maxwell, report your �accident�, but you had better make it �preliminary�,� Len spun on his heel and walked away.
An angry Monte followed asserting to Len�s back, �I�m going to write my report and it is going in as an accident. That is how I interpret the evidence, and I call them like I see them.�
Len stopped; turning toward Monte his eyes shone fire. �Maxwell, you�re a cheap� I don�t know what; you hide behind your badge and do your own thing and get away with it, but I�m not afraid of you and you had better watch your step because I�m on to you. Some day you�re going to get caught� and I want to be there! Now get out of my way; I�ve got work to do!�
Monte took a step toward Len and then stepped back. Something in Len�s eyes told Monte it would not be smart to push this man. �I�m going to write my report,� he told him stubbornly.
�I suggest you wait for our report,� Len said.
�No,� Monte said belligerently. �My opinion stands, I�m the investigator for the Seattle PD and my chief will back me one hundred percent,� Monte walked away.
Phillips looked at Monte as he stalked away. �I wonder what�s going on here,� he thought to himself. �Why is Monte being such a hard-ass and insisting this is an accident? I know that�s what he�s doing. I just can�t prove it; at least not yet.� Len pondered as he took photos and waited for the impound crew to take the wreckage to the State warehouse down in Georgetown.
* * *
As Monte and Ed returned to the office after the encounter with Len Phillips; Monte declared �I�m going to write the report that this was an accident and Phillips can go to hell!� he growled to Ed. �He can x-ray all he wants to, but we�ll just see how far that gets him. I�ll settle this.�
Ed frowned and looked at Monte shaking his head as he spoke, �Why are you so pissed at Phillips, Monte? He�s just doing his job�he seemed like a pretty efficient guy to me.�
�Efficient? Hah! You don�t have a clue; he�s a little piss-ant bureaucrat. He wouldn�t know evidence if came up and bit him on the ass. He just wants everybody to jump through his damned bureaucratic hoops!� he railed on at Ed.
�Okay, Okay, Monte, I don�t know the guy; don�t get so excited,� Ed offered, trying to calm Monte down.
�Just shut up and leave me alone,� Monte snapped. �I�m going out and grab some lunch, and then I�ll write the report.�
All right then, I�ll go clean up the other reports I was working on and let you handle this,� Ed said peevishly. He was glad to have Monte leave even temporarily in his foul mood.
* * *
Friday 12:20 PM 
Andrew had made certain he got to the Washington Athletic Club a little early to wait for his guest. He saw a man he identified as Neil as he entered the dining room and his thoughts were confirmed as the waiter guided him to the table.
As Neil approached, Andrew saw a tall, slender man about 6 feet and around 40 or 45 years old with salt and pepper gray hair. He was meticulously dressed in a dark tailored, 3 piece suit and held a leather dispatch case under one arm; he carried himself straight and purposeful.
Andrew stood up as Neil spoke, �Andrew Kincaid?� The two men shook hands.
�I am,� Andrew answered, �And you are �Evan Scott�.�
�That�s right, and I am very glad to meet you, Andrew. Aunt Martha would be very pleased that we could get together.�
�Same here, please have a seat,� Andrew spoke casually.
Neil chose a chair opposite Andrew where he could look directly across the table at his host.
Neil�s dark blue silk tie matched the deep blue of his eyes that looked large through the wire glasses resting on his aquiline nose. His manner was friendly, but reserved.
�He looks exactly like I imagined someone from the State Department�like he�s ready to negotiate a treaty. He could be a professor or� a CIA agent, or both,� thought Andrew, the right image for any job. He smiled, �How was your trip?�
�Fine,� Neil told him. Neil was thinking, �So this is the guy that George had trusted�a newspaper guy; not as rumpled as some.� He liked Andrew�s openness, the direct way he returned Neil�s gaze. There was a frankness about him and a youthful charm that belied the quick mind and serious nature beneath it.
He appraised Andrew�s semi-casual dress; the dark blazer, blue cotton shirt and slightly crooked red necktie, obviously donned in a hurry, and khaki trousers.
Andrew began the conversation in earnest, �Father Lee will here shortly, and I will deliver Aunt Martha�s luggage to you tomorrow if that�s agreeable.�
�Yes, tomorrow will be fine as long it�s safe; I would like you to be cautious,� Neil answered quietly, looking around the room.
Andrew nodded, �Of course.� Leaning toward Neil across the table Andrew began, �Before we get into this, I want to know how you found out about me?�
�George was in contact with me. He had identified you as a possible contact through one of your colleagues, Jack Hubbard.�
�Oh, yeah,� Andrew replied. �On that subject I want to say this; there are some things I want to know and some things I don�t,� he stated emphatically, �I don�t want to know if Jack Hubbard is in any way connected to any covert activities!�
Neil was taken aback by Andrew�s controlled vehemence. �Why?� he asked, truly surprised.
�Because,� Andrew responded, �Jack is� was� a friend and a damned good journalist and that�s the way it should be. I don�t want to know if he crossed the line and got tangled up with some spook operation. I just want to know the barest details of how Kelshaw and Jack Hubbard hooked up; beyond that, I don�t need to know anything else!�
�That�s fine,� Neil answered looking around to see if anyone in the dining room noticed Andrew�s intensity. �That�s fair, but you asked me, and that�s how I knew. Let me make it easy for you, Andrew,� Neil went on. �I can assure you that Jack Hubbard was not and is not a CIA agent. However, in the real world, as I�m sure you can appreciate, situations often dictate the responses, and lines sometimes get blurred for the sake of a greater good. Do you understand what I�m saying?� he asked. Not waiting for Andrew�s response, he went on, �Now tell me about yourself and what has happened since George was killed.�
Andrew felt slightly shot down, but relieved. �Well that could take the better part of the afternoon, but I�ll give you the highlights. I write a bi-weekly column for the Seattle Times and do a five day, hour long, radio talk show on station KGM. It�s sometimes political, sometimes focuses on local problems, but,� he paused �I have a feeling you already know more about me than I would be comfortable knowing soooo� back to the events of last Tuesday,� he drew a deep breath. Had it only been Tuesday of this week?
�I do know a little about you,� Neil smiled. �For example I know that you have done some excellent investigative reporting as well.�
�I was born with insatiable curiosity; in other words I�m a natural snoop,� Andrew responded with amusement. He wondered where Neil got his information.
After filling Neil in about Kelshaw�s murder, the burglary and trashing of the Center, he looked up and saw Ben crossing the dining room to their table. �Here comes Father Ben now.�
A slightly built Chinese man in clerics� clothing was approaching them. He was about 5�6�, and probably in his fifties, Neil estimated. His black hair was graying at the temples. Both men stood as Father Ben approached.
�Father Ben Lee, meet Evan Scott.�
Ben bowed slightly, �I am honored,� Ben said graciously.
�I, too, am honored,� Neil answered.
�Sit here, Father Ben,� Andrew had pulled out a chair.
Ben smiled, �Thank you. Andrew I trust you and Mr. Scott have had an opportunity to discuss some of the events of this week.� Andrew nodded as Ben turned to Neil. �I hope your flight was satisfactory. I am certain Andrew has told you that if there is anything we can do to accommodate your needs, you have but to ask.�
Neil noted the sincerity in Ben�s eyes that radiated warmth, friendship and compassion. He responded, �Absolutely,� appreciatively, while thinking how glad he was that this man was with George at the end of his life.
Andrew was speaking, �I have tried to bring Evan up to speed on some of what has happened since Tuesday, but not all; and we haven�t talked about Detective Savalza.� He looked squarely at Ben who returned his gaze with a little nod of his head.
Neil�s eyes narrowed and he asked with some apprehension, �Who is Detective Savalza? You didn�t�?�
�No, don�t get excited. Jim Savalza is the police detective investigating Kelshaw�s murder. He�s a friend; a good guy and very good cop.� Reading Neil�s face, Andrew was quick to allay his concerns. �He knows that Kelshaw was CIA, but he doesn�t know anything about Aunt Martha�s luggage. He has read the letters to Ben and the letter he carried for Charlene Thayer. He was and is concerned about the implied danger to the three of us that is mentioned in Ben�s letter.�
Andrew paused, �I know him pretty well, he�s a tough investigator and he won�t quit until he has some answers. I think it would be to your advantage to include him in these discussions. How long will it be before the Feds get wind of this and step in to run the investigation? Right now, I don�t think anyone has officially identified George Kelshaw, but it will happen.�
Neil nodded, �Ordinarily our Detective Savalza will be required to report George�s connection. You�re right, better to bring him on board, but tomorrow.� Looking at Andrew, �I�ll ask you to take care of it.�
Father Ben was nodding agreement with what had been said adding, �It would be well if we could meet at the Center tomorrow, Ben offered. It will be closed for the day and I am certain we will not be disturbed. Perhaps we should wait to discuss more details of Mr. Kelshaw until then,� he said to Neil.
�I will agree to that, Father, if Andrew has no objections. I would like to know about Charlene Thayer. Was George able to speak with her before�?�
�No,� Andrew responded. �When Kelshaw called her, she thought it was a crank call and hung up on him. I delivered a letter he had been carrying for years from her husband, Paul, to her.�
�That must have been very difficult,� Neil said knowingly.
�I don�t think I have ever felt more helpless, than I did at that moment. I didn�t know it at the time, it wasn�t just the letter, but the strange fact that it was written nearly a year after she had been notified of his death. There were other things in that letter that were very strange as well; some things in it about being betrayed and a very interesting line about being with a Soviet officer, one Pyotr Chernakov who had defected. If I�m not mistaken he was some kind of Soviet national hero, so how did he wind up with Thayer?�
�She let you read the letter?� Neil asked curiously, disregarding Andrew�s question.
�Yes, but not until the next morning; that night after reading it she got up and ran out of the restaurant where we met. The next day I went to her house. I had to see if there was something I could do to�, I don�t know, just to help if I could,� Andrew rationalized.
�Did she say anything at all about Kelshaw?�
�Yes, when I asked her, she said she didn�t know who he was.�
* * *
Jim Savalza returned to his office from the Washington Athletic Club in an optimistic mood. He felt he was on the verge of a breakthrough in the Kelshaw murder after seeing Andrew, Father Ben and Evan Scott in some kind of pow-wow. It would just take a little time to sort everything out.
Jim liked to work each case as a puzzle to be put together; finding a major piece and fitting it with another was exciting and challenging.
He decided he would visit the Department�s Property Room and check out what items might be there that had belonged to Kelshaw. There could be something that might shine more light on this case�maybe, he thought.
�Hi, Jim, what brings you here?� Carl Cramer was on duty in the Property Room. Carl was a good man who always paid attention to details. Jim liked that. Carl would be retiring soon and Jim would miss him.
�Carl, I want to look at any personal property that belonged to George Kelshaw, the guy who was stabbed outside the Seamen�s Center last Tuesday. What do you have?�
�Not much,� Carl told him. �A watch and his clothes are all. Here they are,� he offered the itemized bag. He watched as Jim looked through the clothing and examined the watch. �Strange,� Cramer commented, �you�d think a man would have more on him than that, like a wallet unless that was stolen, and some kind of identification.�
�Yeah, you�d think so,� Jim agreed. �Not much help, Carl, but thanks� he murmured. As he signed the log book he noticed Monte Maxwell�s name a couple of lines above his.
Carl was saying �You know, Jim, Monte Maxwell was here the other day asking about Kelshaw�s belongings. He seemed upset that was all there was.�
�Is that so?� Jim commented casually and thinking, �Now that is odd. �Well, thanks again, Carl.�
�Anytime, good to see you Savalza,� Carl told him.
Savalza shook his head at the clutter on his desk but his mind was on the Kelshaw murder and the events since Tuesday. Things were happening fast; suddenly there were a number of threads to tie together, but there was one very odd thread; and it didn�t make any sense. It was Maxwell�Monte at the Seamen�s Center questioning Father Ben, Monte at the WAC, and now Monte in the Property Room looking at Kelshaw�s personal effects; why?
It had to be coincidence didn�t it? Jim stood up �I think I�ll just ask him.�
Monte wasn�t at his desk and Jim leaned in on Ed Peterson. �Where�s Monte?� he asked Ed.
Ed shrugged, �Hi, Savalza. Oh, he�s probably still down getting something to eat. We just got back from the Rainier Tower. You know I�m worried about that guy; he�s out of control. His temper is going to get him into hot water one of these days.�
�Oh,� Jim said. �What happened?�
�Well, Monte and I went over there to look into the window washers� accident.�
�Oh, yeah? What about it?� Jim asked.
�Monte got a bug about investigating it and I guess he went to the Captain to inquire. Hell, he might as well, he sure has been antsy lately,� Ed gossiped. �Anyway he got pissed at the guy from Labor and Industries because he didn�t agree with Monte�s interpretation of the accident; when I tried to calm him down he got mad as hell and started yelling at me. Like I said, he�s out of control.�
�Yeah, well, Ed,� Savalza sighed starting to leave, �I�d like to shoot the breeze for awhile, but I�ve got to clean up my desk. I�m hoping to pick up a couple of suspects on suspicion of burglary. In fact I think one is a con who works for a window washing comp�� Jim didn�t finish. He spun around and looked squarely at Ed Peterson, �Ed, do you have the names of the guys that fell?�
�Yeah, they�re right here. Here it is�according to identification from Atlas Window Cleaners they were Leo Tanner and Jake Schultz. Why did you want to know? Say, was one of these guys your felon?� Ed asked curiously. �If so, well, it�s too bad, but it saves paperwork though, huh?�
Jim stood in stunned silence for a moment, not answering Ed�s question and then said casually, �Thanks, Ed. Don�t bother having Monte call me. In fact I�d appreciate it if you didn�t mention I was asking; I�ll catch up with him later. It�s not a big deal.�
�Okay, whatever you say,� Ed shrugged as Jim moved to go back to his office. He sat at his desk drawing another line on the chart to Monte�s name shaking his head. �I need to check this out and then I need to call Andrew.�
* * *
After he had eaten, Monte decided he would check with the Property Room before returning to his desk and Ed Peterson. He was still angry with Peterson for defending Phillips and wasn�t in a hurry to be back at his desk next to him. Besides, he had other things to think about now.
�Hi, Cramer,� Monte greeted Cramer in Property. �I�m wrapping up the investigation of the accident at the Rainier Tower this morning. You know the window washers that fell? Have the victims personal effects come over?�
�Just got their stuff in and inventoried,� Carl answered. �Anything in particular that you�re looking for?�
�Don�t think so,� Monte replied. �I just want to tie up any loose ends on the case and write my report.�
�There�s the stuff,� Carl told him. �Just sign in � you can have it. I heard it was an accident, poor buggers,� Carl said, sympathetically.
�Yeah,� Monte agreed absentmindedly. His thoughts were elsewhere as he pushed aside the clothing. He spotted an envelope and a money belt. �Whose property is this anyway? Which stuff belongs to which guy?�
Carl looked at him in surprise. �I thought everything was identified. Let me get the inventory sheet.�
As Carl left to get the sheet, Monte emptied the envelope and pocketed the money inside, obviously taken from the money belt. He carefully laid the envelope aside while he examined the listed contents of wallets�noting nothing over $15 or $20 in either billfold.
Where was the rest of the dough? He had either Jake�s or Leo�s money belt in front of him but there had to be more. As he pushed the clothing aside his attention was drawn to a standard black belt a little wider and thicker than most. As he picked it up, and examined it, he noticed something that looked like a cut on the inside of the belt. Looking closer he discovered the corner of a $1000 dollar bill.
There was no time to waste; Carl would be back any second. He whipped off his own belt, coiled it and placed it with the other articles; then he quickly threaded the other belt through the loops of his pants. It was very tight. He sucked in his belly and was barely able to fasten it just as Carl returned.
�Here is the inventory, both sheets, Monte.� Carl looked at Monte who had drawn himself up to his full height and was standing ramrod straight. �Are you okay, Monte?�
�Yeah, I just need to get some air,� he choked. �I�ll see you later. Thanks.� Monte hurried out. Carl shook his head� �I don�t understand,� he muttered.
* * *
At KGM, Andrew was just finishing his broadcast, and looking up he saw Holly Lacey holding up five fingers and pointing to the phone to take line five. He nodded and said into the microphone, �Thanks for listening, thanks for your calls and thanks for being the greatest audience in the Great Northwest. Come back tomorrow with your questions and comments. This is Andrew Kincaid with KGM.�
Turning off the mike, he grabbed the phone and punched the line button, �Kincaid,� he answered.
�This is Jim��
Andrew quickly interrupted, �You got the guys?�
�Andy, you know that accident by the Rainier Tower you were so curious about?�
�Yeah.�
�Better brace yourself when I tell you who the victims were,� Jim sounded grim.
Andrew let his breath go out slowly, �Go on.�
�Jake Schultz and Leo Tanner?� Jim�s voice was without emotion.
Andrew felt as though he had been punched in the stomach. �No kidding!
�Are you sure?�
�I�m looking at the report on my desk as we speak.�
�Well,� Andrew said flatly, �That seems to be the end of that, doesn�t it? Does anybody know what happened?�
�Well, it�s the end for Schultz and Tanner certainly, but we still have a lot of other questions. We�ll have to see where we go from here� as to what happened, I�ve been told one or two of the cables gave out. Labor and Industries will investigate no doubt. They�re usually all over any company that has a fatal accident.�
�If the cable really broke,� Andrew said thoughtfully, �God help the company. Who is doing the investigating on your end?�
�Monte Maxwell, �Jim told him. �You know Monte, right?�
�Yeah, I know him,� Andy spoke unenthusiastically, �Why him?�
�I wondered that myself, but the Captain assigned him, probably wanted him to get off his dead end and earn his paycheck.� Jim was suddenly thinking about connections and the chart he had started earlier, and the envelope that Monte had picked up at the WAC. According to the desk clerk and manager, Monte had gotten the envelope on Monday. Now Monte is volunteering to investigate this accident.
�Nah,� Jim argued with himself, �It must have something to do with betting on the horses.� Everyone knew that Monte liked to play the ponies. �No! There are just too damned many coincidences,� he said aloud into the phone. The Savalza intuition was now in high gear.
He heard Andrew cough, �Hey, Jim what coincidences� I can�t hear what you�re saying, are you still there? I�ve got to get going. I need to talk to Ben and Charlene Thayer too. There�s a lot to tell them.�
�Yeah, sorry, Andy, I was distracted for a minute, and I still have more questions�some of them for you,� Jim struggled to come back to the conversation.
�I�ll be around;� Andrew told him, �Except tomorrow. Jim, but since you want some of your questions answered, I think you should spend tomorrow with me and a couple of friends.�
�Spend the day with you, are you nuts? For what, it�s Saturday for crying out loud! As it is, my wife and children have to look at my picture to remember who I am.� Then slowly he said, �Okay, Andy, what�s going on tomorrow?�
�Sorry to take you away from your family, Jim, but you�ve said you want to know more about Kelshaw; tomorrow is your chance. Be at the Seamen�s Center at 7:30 in the morning. There�s someone you need to meet.�
�You don�t mean Mr. Evan Scott, do you?�
Jim�s question was met with stupefied silence. Then Andrew responded in disbelief, �How did you� never mind. I don�t want to know.�
In a more serious tone Jim added, �Watch yourself, Andy. I mean it! Schultz and Tanner�s demise is very convenient for someone, don�t you think? And there are still some pieces missing in this puzzle. Personally, I think they are big ones. Be careful!�
�Yeah, yeah. You know you�re worse than my mother. Yes, Detective Savalza,� he intoned slowly, �we will be extremely careful. �G�bye now.�
Andrew glanced at his watch and quickly dialed the Center. �Hello Father Ben, Don�t go away and hold on to your cassock, I have a lot to tell you! I�ll be there in a few minutes. He then quickly placed a call to Charlene Thayer. �Charlene,� he spoke rapidly �Can we meet on Sunday� perhaps after Church?�
�Yes, I think so; I usually go to the 10:30 service at St. Mark�s if that would work; we can meet in the parking lot about 11:45.�
�Great!� Andrew said enthusiastically. �I�ll pick you right after Mass at St. Joseph�s; I have some things to talk with you about so keep the afternoon open ended. Okay?�
�That�s fine, I�ll see you Sunday,� Charlene responded thinking perhaps she would have something to tell Andrew as well.
�And, Charlene, be careful�just don�t take chances, you know, until we get this whole thing wrapped up.�
She listened as Andrew cautioned, thinking that he wasn�t making a lot of sense. �Wait, Andrew, what should I be careful of?�
�Uh, well I, ah, probably nothing, but you never know until everything is settled just be careful. Oh, and call me anytime day or night if you need anything or�,� he found he was drowning in bottomless explanations that weren�t working. �Okay, I�ll see you Sunday, okay?�
�Yes, I�ll see you Sunday.� She shrugged as she placed the phone back in the cradle puzzled by Andrew�s rambling warning.
* * *
At 3:30 on Friday afternoon Charlene placed a call to a home in Alexandria, Virginia. �Olivia, this is Charlene Thayer. I know this is out of the blue after all this time, but,� she paused, �Is Brad in town? I really need to speak with him.�
�Charlene, can it be? It is wonderful to hear your voice; it has been so long! Is something wrong?� Olivia was concerned, aware of the edge in Charlene�s voice.
Charlene and Olivia had been close friends at one time, but Paul�s death and Brad�s demanding military career brought about rapid changes and distances. Friends often lost touch with one another in the wake of military schedules.
�I don�t know, Olivia; I�ve been going through some of Paul�s things and I need to clarify something with Brad. I know he�s wildly busy, but this simply has to be settled.� Charlene insisted in a warmer tone. She had not spoken with Olivia for at least two years and she realized she had probably alarmed her. �It�s just that there are some questions that have come up that need answers, and I�m afraid that Brad is the only person who can help.�
After additional exchanges of small talk and agreeing to do better staying in touch with each other, Olivia assured Charlene, �You know Charlene that we, Brad and I, are glad to help in any way that we can. Brad is not in town but I expect him home tonight or tomorrow. My husband is on the move so much these days. I expect him when I see him,� she laughed, but there was a hollow ring to it. �Do you still have the same number?�
�Yes, and thank you �Livy�,� she said using the nickname that Paul and she had used. �I�ve missed you in my life. You�ll never know how good it is to hear your voice. I�d like to talk more and we will at another time�and I promise I will stay in touch.�
�It is good to hear you too; Charlie� she said softly, �And I will definitely have Brad call. Don�t worry; I�m sure he will be very glad to help to straighten out whatever the problem is. He�s good at that.� She added, �Don�t be a stranger; we do need to be in closer contact with each other.

Chapter 6

Saturday, September 20, 1980
Andrew picked up Neil at the WAC shortly after seven on Saturday morning. As they were driving Andrew extracted the oilskin packet from his inside coat pocket. �Here is Aunt Martha�s luggage,� he said as he handed it to Neil.
Neil looked at it carefully, it was clear that it had not been opened or disturbed in any way. He placed it in his own inside zippered jacket pocket which he securely fastened. �Thank you for keeping �her� luggage safe. Perhaps someday�,� his voice trailed off leaving the thought unfinished. Neil was thinking of the road that George Kelshaw had traveled in order to deliver the information contained inside the packet to him.
Andrew studied him out the corner of his eye responding to the unfinished sentence. �No, there is probably too much in her luggage that I don�t want or need to know, but thanks for the thought anyway, Neil.�
At the Center they were met by Father Ben and Jim Savalza who had arrived early.
Father Ben greeted them warmly offering coffee, saying to Neil, �It pleases me you can see where Mr. Kelshaw spent his last hours,� as he directed them to his office where he had brought extra chairs,
After introducing Neil to Jim as �Evan Scott�, Andrew thanked Ben and selected a chair and settled in. Jim took a chair close to Ben�s desk and withdrew a notebook from his breast pocket and laid it on the corner of the desk beside him.
Father Ben suggested that Evan sit at his desk while he settled beside Andrew, and so they began; all looking at Scott expectantly.
�You will not hear anything from me that is considered to be classified, but I may say some things that are sensitive, so what we talk about here today should remain in this room. Can we agree on that?� Evan�s eyes focused on Jim and the notebook.
Jim nodded. �Yes, I for one understand and agree; but before we get started I need to know, is the government going to take over the investigation of George Kelshaw�s murder?� he asked, putting his notebook back in his coat pocket.
�For the moment it will be better to keep the investigation here in your office,� Evan replied. �There is more at stake than George�s murder, and so I will be in communication with you regarding your findings, if that is agreeable with you.�
Jim nodded his acceptance, aware that the murder had far reaching ramifications and he suspected that Evan Scott was a powerful player. �What about your agency or the CIA?�
�No,� Evan responded. �I�ll handle the matter at my end.� Then looking intently at Ben, Andrew and Jim, he continued.
�Even though Vietnam is technically behind us there is much that is not open information even now, so there may be holes in this discussion that I cannot fill. Ask if you have questions, but I may not be able to answer all of them.�
�Just tell us what you can about Kelshaw and how he and Paul Thayer were connected,� Andrew stated flatly.
�That is, whatever you are permitted to tell us,� Father Ben added, attempting to soften Andrew�s abrupt demand.
Evan began, �Paul Thayer began his second tour of duty in Vietnam in November of 1968. George Kelshaw had been assigned to CIA Station, Saigon. Thayer had been a military advisor to the South Vietnamese in 1964 and 1965 and had worked with Kelshaw previously. Both knew the territory well.�
Evan drained his coffee cup and placing it carefully on the desk in front of him continued. �This time around, Colonel Thayer was assigned to headquarters Military Assistance Command Vietnam J-3 (Joint Operations). Among other duties his job was to gather information and report to an office in the Pentagon on the American strategy that was in place prior to the 1968 Tet Offensive. For a multitude of reasons the war was not going well; actually it had not been going well for some time.�
Evan stood up and began to pace back and forth slowly as he talked. Now and then he would look at the three men facing him, take a deep breath and continue.
�Officially the U.S. was not active in Laos, but� do any of you here remember the Domino Theory? It was feared that Vietnam, Laos, Cambodia and all of South East Asia could conceivably come under Communist domination. Laos was the key.
By the late 1950�s Laos was in turmoil due to Communist insurgents. After the French withdrawal from Indochina, the eight member SEATO alliance organized under the Southeast Asia Defense Treaty was created to oppose further Communist gains in Southeast Asia. But it could only intervene if all member nations agreed.
Lacking unanimity, SEATO was ineffective, so the United States decided to do something unofficial. The CIA and the USAF Air Commandos were tagged to set up air and ground operations to help counter the Communists. Much later on, a portion of these operations would come under the direct authority of the U.S. Ambassador in Vientiane, Laos�.
Evan commented sardonically, �Everybody was in neutral Laos; Soviet KGB, Chinese, and North Vietnamese regulars. Also Cambodian military or mercenary troops and on top of that you had the Pathet Lao, or the LPF Lao Patriotic Front, the turncoat army that randomly attacked and robbed the Laotian refugees and villagers. The tribal Laotian people were the ones who took the brunt.
�Pathet Lao Army troops invaded villages, captured and sold strong and healthy villagers to the North Vietnamese as slave laborers. Some were sent to work on road crews maintaining the Ho Chi Minh trail while others were conscripted into the North Vietnamese Army. Everything in village life was up for grabs.�
Evan stopped to refill his coffee cup and before he could continue Andrew used the opportunity, �You mentioned Kelshaw and Thayer were in Saigon at the same time, why are we talking about Laos?�
�To answer your question, Andrew, to understand George Kelshaw it�s important that you know a little about the background. CIA and its mission were to work with the anti-communist factions in Laos and provide intelligence on Pathet Lao and North Vietnamese activities. We needed people who knew languages and knew the country. George Kelshaw was born in Laos and was fluent in most of the languages.�
He went on. �Our people were located in various provinces working with locals, monitoring troop movements, communications, and supplying food and medicine to friendly tribes, like the Hmongs or Meos if you prefer, with the help of Air America. That type of aid was used to secure friendship and some alliances, and we did in fact ameliorate some of the suffering of the people.
�Additionally, as time went on we were trying to get a handle on our MIAs and POWs while seriously monitoring the activities of the Soviets and the Chinese. They had an unspoken working relationship although militarily, things were deteriorating between Bejing and Moscow�
Andrew broke in, �What about Chernakov? You were not surprised when I told you that Thayer�s letter referred to a Soviet military officer with him, a defector. You must have known what happened to Thayer�� Andrew stopped; it suddenly occurred to him that Neil or �Evan� knew much more about Charlene Thayer�s situation than he was telling.
�Andrew, this is one of the areas I�m not at liberty to discuss fully.
�By the late 1960�s peace negotiations were beginning and we had hopes of prisoner exchanges. So it was imperative that we were careful to get as much information as possible on the numbers.
�Our government had listed over 550 United States personnel as unaccounted for in Laos alone, and there was a considerable amount of uncertainty surrounding the POW/MIA question. We also had information that POWs were regularly moved around, in and out of Vietnam and Laos.
�The Pathet Lao would not provide lists of those who had fallen into their hands, nor did they adhere to any international conventions on the treatment of prisoners or allow access by the International Red Cross. We didn�t have much to bargain with. We had a list of the names of nearly 300 MIA�s identified as unconfirmed POW�s from reliable sources in Vientiane.
�One of our sources was told by a representative of the Pathet Lao delegation, that their leadership had a detailed accounting of American prisoners and the locations where they were being held, and that those prisoners would be released after the cease fire. If they were captured in Laos they would be returned to Laos for release. As you know it didn�t happen. Only 591 U.S. POWs were repatriated by the North Vietnamese; none from Laos.
�The State Department had been told by a former employee of the National Security Agency that overall there could be as many as 5000 American Prisoners being held. Based on those figures, only 15 percent of American prisoners were repatriated.�
�The Vientiane agreement which the Pathet Lao didn�t honor wasn�t signed until 1973, are you saying that before that we were working covertly for some kind of arrangement to get our people out?� Andrew queried.
�Yes, Andrew; actually, our first objective was to get an accurate accounting of our prisoners; having prisoners returned of course, was the ultimate goal. We knew that our POWs were being moved in and out of country. George Kelshaw became an integral part of collecting information on the movement of these prisoners. In fact George was at one time a prisoner himself.�
The words that Kelshaw had been a �prisoner� caught each of them by surprise. They were strangely silent. Even Andrew whose mind was filled with questions was struck by the revelation that Kelshaw had been a POW. He could only guess at what information Kelshaw had carried as �Aunt Martha�s luggage�.
�I cannot give you specific details of George�s entire mission, but I will say that because of his courage and determination, much more was learned about the POW�s than from any other single source.�
Turning to Jim, Neil said,� When I told you there was more at stake than George Kelshaw�s murder, I want you to understand that George carried with him information that could have a serious impact on international relations. The picture I have described to all of you is very sketchy, I know, but I hope that you can see the implications beyond George.�
Jim nodded soberly, �I would guess that you�re telling us that Mr. Kelshaw was carrying something with him that was pretty �hot�. I would also suspect that was why he was murdered and the Center was raided. Someone was looking for something. They didn�t get it and that�s why there could still be a threat to Andy and Father Ben because they were the last people to interact with him and perhaps even Mrs. Thayer. Do we know if the information is safe?�
�Neil smiled and nodded, �I believe it is.�
Father Ben broke his silence saying, �But surely there was more that Mr. Kelshaw was looking for��
�Yes, Father Lee. Much of it had to do with the betrayal of Paul Thayer and General Chernakov, but I think it would be unfair of me to discuss that aspect in Mrs. Thayer�s absence. I plan to meet with her and include her in discussions about her husband and General Chernakov.� Looking first at Andrew then to Ben he said, �I will rely on one of you to set up a meeting with Charlene Thayer; Monday evening, if possible.�
There was that take charge tone that Andrew had heard on the phone the first time he had talked with Neil, only this time he knew that Neil was in fact in charge.�
�Detective Savalza, do you have anything more you would care to inquire of me?�
�No, Mr. Scott, I think you have answered any questions I would be allowed to ask regarding Mr. Kelshaw. I will say now that I�m all the more determined to find out who killed him and why,� Jim said tacitly.
�Then I think we�re finished for today. Thank you, Father Ben and Detective Savalza. I will see you again.� Evan was standing evaluating the three men with whom he had been meeting. He was satisfied that he had covered all that could be shared in the presence of the Seattle Police Detective. Now he would have to consider what further information could be given to Mrs. Thayer, Father Lee and Kincaid.
Driving back to the Washington Athletic Club Andrew asked, �How long will you be in town?�
�It will depend on the investigation, of course, but I would like to finish my business in the next few days. As soon as possible I would like George�s body released. I am standing back and letting your policeman have his day. He seems very competent so I won�t get in his way. If the Department drags its feet too long though, I may have to consider other options.�
�You mean playing the �federal card�, right? You have made it very clear that you don�t want it known who Kelshaw was.� Not waiting for Neil to answer, he went on. �In fact everything points to this being a robbery and murder of some poor guy who got off a merchant ship. I can understand the secrecy at first, but you have the �luggage� now, so does it matter if word gets out?�
�Andrew, consider for a moment why George Kelshaw was murdered. You have just described a scenario that seems well planned.
�Someone knew when and how George was arriving. They knew who to look for and they obviously knew he carried something with him that was potentially dangerous to someone.
�I have let the Seattle PD and the media run with the random attack because whoever arranged this is close and watching. When I play the �federal card� as you call it, and I will have to, I will level with Savalza�s Department Head at least; but I will still maintain that we believe it to have been a chance act and make certain the Department believes that we don�t see this as an agency connection.�
�So you think this was a �hit� that was locally directed?�
�Yes, I do so I don�t really expect there to be a problem keeping the story low key until we know more. Whoever ordered it doesn�t want publicity either.
�I hope getting together Monday night for dinner won�t be a problem for you or Charlene Thayer. I�m sure she will want to hear whatever I can tell her.�
�I�m sure she will; I�ll be seeing her tomorrow and mention it then.�
Andrew dropped Neil at the WAC and decided to go directly home. He was tired and needed to assimilate the events of the last few days with what he had heard regarding George Kelshaw. He thought about Jack Hubbard and wondered how his and Kelshaw�s paths had crossed. As he turned into the garage of his apartment building he didn�t notice a man watching him from an unmarked car parked across the street from his apartment. If he had, he would have wondered why Detective Maxwell had him under surveillance.

Chapter 7

Sunday, September 21, 1980
It was 6:00 AM Sunday morning when Charlene Thayer�s phone rang. Expectantly she answered and was gratified to hear Bradley Coleman�s voice. �Hello Charlene, sorry for the early call,� he said warmly. �Olivia told me you called and seemed distressed. How can I help you?�
�Brad, thank God. You won�t believe this, but I have in my possession a letter from Paul, but it was written eight months after he died�officially that is.� She tried to present the information calmly but her voice betrayed her emotions.
�Charlene, my dear,� he spoke soothingly, �I am sorry you are so upset. I find it unconscionable that someone would perpetrate such a cruel act. It�s outrageous; who would do such a thing?�
�I don�t know who would do such a thing, but I do know that the letter I received was from my husband. I know his handwriting, Brad, and more than that, he was preparing to die,� she asserted.
�Oh now, now Charlene, let�s just be calm. How did the letter come to you?� Brad asked in a concerned tone.
�It was hand carried by a man, a stranger, to be given to me.�
There was a short silence, then �Who was this man, Charlene?� Brad was serious now. �What was his name?�
�His name was George Kelshaw,� Charlene was about to continue to tell of the events that followed when Brad broke in.
�Kelshaw, did you say Kelshaw?� Brad�s tone had changed.
Something in his voice caused Charlene to hesitate, there was something wrong.
�Go on Charlene, I am sorry to interrupt like that.�
�Brad, do you know this man?� she asked sharply.
�No, no, it was just that the name sounded familiar� go on; tell me exactly how you received the letter.�
Charlene�s response was measured. �I would rather not discuss this anymore on the telephone; perhaps I should make a trip to Washington.�
�Tell you what, Charlene; I have a business trip scheduled for the Pacific Northwest in a week or so. I�ll just advance my plans and be in Seattle next Wednesday and we�ll get to the bottom of this. I wouldn�t take it too seriously. I�m sure there is a logical explanation, but in the meantime I wouldn�t discuss this with anyone just yet.
�It will be good to see you after such a long time. I wish Olivia could come with me, but unfortunately she will be visiting our daughter who has been ill. Just relax now and don�t be concerned.�
Charlene placed the telephone carefully in the cradle. Something was wrong, but she couldn�t quite put her finger on what it was. It would be good to see Andrew today and talk with him, she decided.
* * *
Brigadier General Bradley H. Coleman now attached to the Defense Intelligence Agency sat down quietly and looked across the breakfast table at his wife, Olivia. Her dark hair was clasped neatly at the back of her neck and she wore a loose fitting blue garment that complimented her coloring. She was always perfectly groomed, even in the morning; he couldn�t help admiring that quality. He realized how fortunate he had been to marry Olivia. She had class, and she was beautiful.
He had met Olivia through Paul Thayer his second year at the Academy. When Paul�s family visited him at West Point, Olivia often came with them. Her family and Paul�s were very close. Olivia and Paul had grown up together and both came from what Brad termed �a privileged� background.
She was exactly the type of woman he had always dreamed about. He was determined to overcome his impoverished childhood; and marrying a woman with breeding and education was certainly a right step.
He had entertained such ambitions from the time that state legislator Mike Owens, who would eventually become a U.S. Senator from West Virginia, had taken him under his wing all those years ago at the Greenbrier Resort. Owens had become a surrogate father and advocate for Brad. Something he had seen in the teenager, a hunger and drive for a better life and an intellect that matched the desire, caused Owens to want to contribute in every way possible to help him achieve his goals.
Brad was immediately drawn to Olivia. Besides being bright and beautiful, she had integrity and more importantly, she came from a good family. Brad knew that she would make the perfect career officer�s wife, and he pursued her with an ardor that she found irresistible. And she was the flawless wife that Brad knew beyond a shadow of a doubt she would be.
This morning she had been writing notes as she drank her coffee and waited for Brad to join her for breakfast. �Coffee?� she offered, her dark lashed, violet blue eyes met his. �Did you talk with Charlene this morning?�
�Yes, briefly.� He twisted in his chair to avoid looking directly at her. �She, uh, has had some kind of letter about Paul�she seemed quite upset.�
�What did you tell her? Can you help?� Olivia leaned forward to capture Brad�s eyes.
�Of course, I told her I would try to do whatever I could to straighten out whatever the problem seems to be. Since I�m scheduled to go to the West Coast on business late next week, I�ll move my trip up a day or so and go to Seattle, see her and see what I can do,� he said firmly.
�Do you think it�s serious? We haven�t seen Charlene since Paul�s�� she stopped; it was hard to say the words, even now. Olivia had loved Paul like the brother she never had. His death had been a terrible loss. �I know how busy you are, Brad, but I am so glad that you are going to see Charlene and help her settle whatever questions she may have. It was wonderful to speak with her the other day. Even though it�s been more than two years since we�ve talked; it was almost as though we could pick right up where we left off,� she said wistfully.
�Do I think it�s serious? Well, she thinks it serious enough to call me, but I won�t really know until I get there. I wish you could go with me, my dear, but I will have very little time and I think for the moment that I should speak to Charlene alone. There may be some other things that I have to do connected with this-we�ll just have to see.�
�No, no, you�re perfectly right, Brad; besides I do have to go on to Virginia Beach and see Maureen. She needs at least one of her parents to check in now and then.�
�Now, Olivia, Maureen understands how time consuming my schedule has been,� Brad spoke defensively. �Besides it will do you both good.� He looked at his watch, �I have a round of golf this morning, and I promise I won�t be late for dinner. I�ll call you later.� Finishing his coffee and setting his cup down, he leaned over and kissed her on the forehead before leaving the dining room.
Olivia watched her husband as he left. She was thinking that he looked much younger than 49. He kept himself in reasonably good physical shape. He had never smoked and drank only moderately.
She remembered the first time they met at the Point. He was so different from Paul and yet they were obviously good friends. Brad was quiet and more reserved than Paul. Brad was stocky with a strong athletic build; compared with Paul�s slender and slightly taller frame.
A little older than Paul, Brad was in his second year at West Point when Paul entered. He had already been selected as a cadet leader based on his ability to �get the job done��to take the initiative, in motivation and participation. In sports he excelled in both varsity and intercompany rivalry.
Taking Paul under his wing, upper classman Brad Coleman also learned a great deal from Thayer. Paul was one of the few people Brad trusted implicitly. Not unlike Mike Owens, he had all the characteristics that a good soldier should embody.
Because of his background, Paul was able to open doors that would eventually help Brad advance in his own military career and in society in general. Social status mattered a great deal to Brad.
When Olivia met Brad she was taken with his intensity, she found his dedication and determination captivating. She marveled at his competitive spirit and tenacity. During a soccer game one afternoon he had been injured and hobbled to the sidelines and after a brief rest returned to the game. After the game he collapsed in pain with a badly injured ankle.
It was the same tenacity to which she succumbed when he asked her to marry him. After thoroughly investigating Brad�s history and learning about this five foot eight dynamo, her parents were won over. They welcomed Brad with open arms into the family he had always dreamed about.
* * *
Service was just over at St. Mark�s Cathedral when Andrew arrived. He drove through the parking lot a couple times waiting for Charlene. Parking was always at a premium at St. Mark�s for the 10:30 service on Sundays. Today was no exception so he had to keep moving. It was with relief when he saw her as she emerged from the Church. Her hair was loose and framed her face in soft wisps in a youthful style. She was wearing a Chanel style suit in colors that gave her hair and skin a glow. She looked rested and, she looked good to him.
She saw him and waved; he pulled up and she got in the car. �Hi,� he said. �How are you doing?�
Smiling she answered, �Fine. Who wouldn�t be fine on such a beautiful day? You know, we could have a real �Indian Summer�.� She was making light small talk not wanting to squelch any brightness of the day or a chance for some return to normalcy.
Andrew nodded. �Yes,� he said, �This could turn into a gorgeous �Indian Summer�; we�re just a couple weeks away from those chilly October mornings. By the way, since it is such a great day, how would you feel about going over to West Seattle? There are some nice little places to get lunch and then we could take a walk along Alki, if that sounds okay. I have some things I want to talk to you about.�
Agreeably she answered, �I think that sounds terrific. I could use a little salt in my diet today,� then explaining, �You know when you�re outside near the water your skin gets salty� you can almost taste it in your mouth. Don�t you notice that?�
He laughed and then in a more sober tone, �Charlene, I�m sorry that I�ve been out of touch for the last few days. There are some things going on with both the George Kelshaw murder and my life at the radio station.
�There�s a small problem brewing with the �Councilman Bob� interview. We�ve tried to keep it low but the station powers that be want me to make some kind of apology; and that is really sticking in my craw. The guy really pulled my chain. I don�t know how he ever got elected. It couldn�t have been because he took a solid position on anything.�
�Some of our officials are elected by default, the lesser of two evils,� she commented. �But I did have hope for Bob Mitchell, Andy, I voted for him. I liked his stand on some of the issues and I liked his support for rapid transit. I believed in his approach.
�You know he�s well connected to the centers of money and power in King County and the state. In my opinion, with the right moves, he could garner enough support to make a solid impact on transportation statewide. And I don�t think he�s beholden to the transportation �mafia�.�
�Transportation mafia?� Andrew was surprised by her choice of words and her obvious interest and insight into local politics.
�Yes, that�s what I�d call them� they�re like mafia; vested interest politicians whose only answer to our transportation needs is to continue to pour more cement; build more freeways and wider freeways, more bridges across Lake Washington, more, more, more, all adding up to more autos, more pollution and there is no end! And who supports them� the highway lobbyists and oil power brokers that are hooked into�only God knows what.
�We need light-rail rapid transit, it�s the future, but no one wants to look that far ahead! Don�t get me started, Andrew, I truly have a soapbox on transportation issues.�
He smiled, �You do and you have just ruined the next five minutes, I wish you hadn�t told me. I was feeling good until now. Some day we�ll have to debate this issue,� he said tongue in cheek.
�Yes, well,� she breathed, �I�m sorry to get so exercised on the transit topic, but to get back to your problem; did the station chiefs hear the interview? Maybe you could go over the program again with them,� she offered.
�No help there;� he said looking to his right as he moved through traffic toward the West Seattle Bridge. �There�s political pressure on the station and I think some of it comes directly from the County Executive�s office, although I can�t be sure. I guess I�m stuck. If I want to continue to make friends and influence people, I have to have access to the top brass.�
�That�s true.�
�So no matter what happens, I think I lose,� he said dismally.
�Well, maybe you can do the lesser of two evils and try to smooth things out without really apologizing. Andrew, you know how to do it,� she said authoritatively.
�I�ve been reading your column long enough to believe that you don�t deliberately embarrass someone unless they really deserve it. The problem with Councilman Mitchell, in my opinion, is that you made him�,� she paused, �no, actually, he made himself, look ill prepared and inept and so he wants to blame you. Now all you have to do is allow him to R and R� He looked at her quizzically. �You know, R and R, reflect and rephrase.� So much for the five cent analysis� she laughed.
�Okay, reflect and rephrase, huh? That�s probably partially true, Dr. Jung, but how do I undo the damage without totally losing face? You see, I�ve been hanging out with a certain Chinese priest and I know a little about �face�. I suppose now I have to watch out for �Bob�s� face, too.� Then he said with mock seriousness, �But, my dear, let�s put all that aside, not dwell on such negatives and just enjoy this beautiful afternoon!�
�I agree completely.� She laughed again.
Andrew looked at her out the corner of his eye and then taking a bolder step than he had anticipated, he said, �You know, you are really a very pretty lady. Really� he emphasized. �Especially when your color is up like now over transit,� he teased
�Stop it!� she responded uncomfortably.
�No, no,� he insisted, �I�I mean it,� he stumbled. �And to be honest, I�ve been looking forward to getting together with you today.�
�Thank you,� she said softly, not admitting that she had been looking forward to seeing Andrew again as well.
They rode quietly across the West Seattle Bridge, and taking the surface street, followed the shoreline until they came to Alki village. After lunch they crossed the street to the beach and found a bench and enjoyed the view, each one deep in their own thoughts.
Andrew spoke first. Rubbing his chin thoughtfully he began, �There�s something I need to tell you about George Kelshaw. You know Father Ben and I were with him when he died. He told us he was with the CIA.� He looked at her as she drew a deep breath and continued to look out to the water. He went on, �We, that is to say Father Ben and I, believe that was why he was killed.�
Charlene had turned toward him now, �Does Jim Savalza know, too?�
�Yes, now he does. But wait, there is more. Before he died he had written some letters�one was to Ben and one to me. I won�t go into the detail of the letters except to say that he warned us that if anything should happen to him, Ben, you and I could be in some kind of danger.
That�s mainly why I�m telling you this. Savalza has cautioned us to be on our guard and be careful.� Andy stopped now letting it sink in.
�That�s what all that be careful business was about on Friday. So what are we supposed to do? If this man worked for the CIA where has he been all this time? And why should there be any danger to any of us? The letter from Paul�� She was thinking Paul had written �betrayed�. Standing, she said �Let�s walk.�
�Charlene, I don�t have any answers to your questions only questions of my own. There is a guy from the State Department in town looking into this; his name is Evan Scott. It�s possible that he will want to talk with you before he leaves town.� Honoring Neil�s request, Andrew said nothing of Saturday�s meeting. �He�s talking with everyone who might have had some contact with Kelshaw.�
The afternoon sun glinted on the water as they walked along. A soft breeze ruffled her hair slightly and she brushed it away from her face by turning into the wind.
�Well, we may have a few answers next week, Andrew. On Friday I placed a call to a very old and dear friend. Bradley Coleman, General Coleman, was the man that Paul spoke of in his letter. Brad and Olivia and Paul and I were all very close at one time. In any case if anyone can help us get answers I believe Brad will do it. He is certainly in a position to find out.�
Andrew was incredulous. �You mean you just picked up the phone and called one of the top military leaders in this country expecting him to drop whatever he�s doing and��
�He wasn�t always in that position, Andy, and yes, I did ask him for help. After all he was Paul�s friend. He accompanied Paul�s body home and returned personal items to me. Who else would be in a better position that I could turn to? He was scheduled to come here on business so he�s coming a few days earlier to help me get to the bottom of, of�the letter.� She was leaning on his arm shaking sand out of her shoe.
He stood still while she slipped her foot back into the shoe. His arm slipped around her briefly and then back at his side, hands in his pockets. It troubled him that she could so casually speak of a person like General Coleman, Deputy Director of the DIA, as though he was the guy across the street, and ask for help. Andrew wondered what Paul Thayer would have become had he survived Southeast Asia.
�So what did he say? You told him about the letter from Paul?�
�Yes, I did only,� she paused, �When I mentioned the letter being carried by George Kelshaw� I don�t know� it was as if, as if he might have known him. But when I asked he said no. I felt that I shouldn�t say anymore on the telephone. It didn�t feel right; I told him that I would come to D.C. to talk further, but he said that he was scheduled to come out to the Coast on business and would come a few days sooner, promising that we would get to the bottom of� of� everything. He�ll be here next Wednesday.�
Charlene studied Andrew�s face momentarily. He seemed almost displeased� frowning slightly, he stopped. He was beginning to realize that Charlene Thayer was a complex, well connected woman with a mind of her own. Putting both hands on her shoulders and turning her toward him he spoke slowly and seriously, �Charlene, promise me you won�t talk to anyone else about any of this; not even General Coleman until he gets here and you can talk with him in person.
�No matter who asks; if the FBI, CIA or any person from any agency like that should contact you, call me immediately, but please don�t get involved. Promise me, there is something very heavy duty going on. I don�t know what it is and maybe that�s a good thing. It just might be that the less we know the safer all of us will be. Promise me,� he said again looking into her eyes. His hands were pressing on her shoulders emphasizing his words.
She shivered nodding her promise then looked away and questioned softly, �What about Jim Savalza?� Suddenly she was afraid and she didn�t really know why. Andrew put his jacket around her shoulders as they started back toward the car.
�Jim knows what he needs to know. He�s going to continue to investigate Kelshaw�s murder. Don�t worry about Jim, He�s okay.�
* * *
The drive back to St. Mark�s parking lot was muted. Neither spoke until they arrived at the Cathedral. The last rays of the sunset filled the sky with color silhouetting the giant stone box in deep gray. They walked to her car; taking her keys Andrew opened the door and as Charlene started to get in he leaned over and kissed her cheek and said, �Thanks for the day. I�ll call you tomorrow. Okay?�
She touched his hand still on the open door. �Yes, and thank you for the day as well.� Licking her lips she smiled and said, �I was right, I can taste the salt.�
�Charlene, be careful; here is my home number, if you need anything or if something doesn�t feel right, call me.�
She nodded as she took the card. Waving she put the car in drive and turned onto Tenth Avenue and was soon lost in traffic. The thought flashed through his mind that he wished he had tasted the salt on her lips.
His thoughts were scattered as he started the car at first intending to go home, but instead of his apartment he nosed the car down the hill to The Seattle Times. He wanted to know more about General Bradley Coleman and the newspaper morgue was a good place to start. It would supply at least some of the information he needed.
Inside the Times he headed for the archives and began searching the files for any biographical data about General Bradley Coleman starting from the late 1950�s to his 1978 appointment to the Defense Intelligence Agency.
At first he found very little material other than the usual rah rahs given on his appointment; but as he read further, his eye focused on a notice from a newspaper society page announcing the marriage of an Olivia Carter Laird of Philadelphia to West Point graduate, Second Lieutenant Bradley Coleman from the little town of Marietta, West Virginia.
There was another biographical article attached in the file, someone else had conveniently clipped to the page. It told of Coleman�s background as a poor kid from a mining town in West Virginia. His dad had been a coal miner. It was a sort of reversed gender �Cinderella� story.
Brad had been desperately poor but was an outstanding student and athlete with a strong work ethic. He was determined to overcome his circumstances and get an education to better himself; at 16 he had acquired a summer job as a caddy at the posh Greenbrier Resort. The Greenbrier was a well known hotel near White Sulphur Springs known and used by the quietly wealthy families in the Virginia environs. Many of its guests played golf and by studying the game, Brad became one of the more requested caddies by the golfing patrons.
It was there that West Virginia State Senator, Mike Owens, had met and taken an interest in this bright young man. He admired Brad�s tenacity and his dedication to earn a better life. At the summer�s end he hired him as a page and eventually recommended him to the military academy where Brad excelled.
Andrew knew the story of Senator Mike Owens, a well known Korean War hero and an ex-POW. He had been with the 1st Marine Division at the Chosin Reservoir where he had saved a number of his men by sheer courage; braving terrible cold and frostbite he managed to get some of his troops through to rescue by sacrificing himself. As a prisoner he survived brutal beatings and starvation and was barely alive when finally released by the North Koreans. After regaining his health, he ran for public office again and was reelected handily.
No wonder Coleman got ahead with a man like Mike Owens promoting him. Andrew closed the file and started home; his thoughts moved forward to Vietnam more than a decade later.
* * *
The questions were coming faster than the answers. Preoccupied, he drove into the garage of the apartment building; he felt very tired and instead of the stairs, he decided to take the slow, but certain, elevator to the fourth floor.
As he put the key in the lock he noticed the door was unlocked and not even tightly closed. Immediately alert, he stepped aside and cautiously pushed the door open.
�What the�?� The sight that greeted his eyes was unreal. Stunned, he stood in the open doorway for a moment before entering a room that looked as though a hurricane had passed through. Everything had been thrown off his desk and tables and strewn all over the room. Someone had gone to great lengths to make as much of a mess as possible while searching for only God knew what. It was clear there was neither rhyme nor reason for the destruction.
He found the same chaos in the kitchen and bedroom where many of his clothes had been pulled out of the closet and dumped on the floor; he noticed the linen closet had also been emptied. The bathroom medicine cabinet had been searched and emptied on to the floor. �What a mess!� Andrew groaned. �I wonder where the phones are. The bedroom phone was gone and after a short search he found one behind the sofa with the wires pulled out. Andrew swore and sighed wearily as he went back to his car; he had to find a telephone and call Savalza.
* * *
11:25 PM the phone was ringing in the Savalza bedroom; Jean Ann reached across her sleeping husband to answer, but Jim took the phone from her hand, �Hullo� he said drowsily.
�Sorry to wake you, Jim this is Andy��
�Yeah? What now??�
�Someone paid me a visit today, and I know it wasn�t Tanner and Schultz; but by comparison, the Seamen�s Center looked amateurish.�
�Yeah? What�s missing?� Jim was awake now.
�Nothing�everything�I don�t know; it�s such a mess who could tell?�
�I�ll be there as soon as I can. Maybe you should move into a better neighborhood.� Jim added. �Have you called 9-1-1? Never mind I�ll take care of it.�
�Right! Anymore good ideas?�
�No, see ya���
When Andrew returned to the apartment building he noticed a blue and white Seattle Police cruiser parked outside; inside on the fourth floor, two uniformed officers were waiting by his door.
�You Kincaid?� one of them asked.
�That�s me.� Andrew answered.
�We were told to meet Detective Savalza here.�
�Sure, come on in, but watch where you step.� Andrew warned.
One of the officers gave a low whistle. �Holy� What hit this place? Looks like a tornado!�
The officers were talking with Andrew and making notes when Savalza appeared at the door. �Holy smoke! Don�t touch anything until the lab guys do their thing,� he said to no one in particular. �Andy, looks like someone sure doesn�t like your column!�
�Funny!� Andrew commented grimly. He was leaning, arms folded, against the wall that separated the living room from his bedroom.
Jim looked at his obviously weary friend, �I guess you won�t be spending the night here. Why don�t you come home with me? I know Jean Ann won�t mind��
�No, thanks anyway, Jim; I�ll get a room at the WAC, it�s closer to work and,� he paused, �I don�t want to be too far away from here.�
Jim was studying the mess and thinking out loud, �This is no ordinary burglary. Whoever did this was really angry or crazy�maybe both. Andy, could they have been looking for something? Maybe-maybe something that they thought belonged to Kelshaw?�
Andrew nodded� �That would be my guess and when they didn�t find it here, they went nuts and�� his sentence went unfinished.
Simultaneously, they said �Charlene!�
Jim said, �Come on, I think we should take a ride in my car.�
�Good idea!� Andrew agreed.
As they pulled up in front of the bungalow, Andrew spotted a dark sedan parked in front with two men inside. He said excitedly, �Look at that�someone is-�
�Stay cool,� Jim interrupted him. �That�s some of our guys,� He slowed the car and pulled along side. Telling Andy to lower his window, he called across to the driver of the unmarked sedan, �Everything under control?�
�All�s quiet,� the driver answered. �Ms. Thayer was still up when we got here. We didn�t make a big deal out of it, but she seemed glad we were here.�
�Okay, thanks,� Jim told them. He could see the relief on Andrew�s face.
�When did you decide to do that?� Andrew asked as they drove toward downtown Seattle.
�About the time I got your call�as I said there are still some big pieces of the puzzle missing, even with Tanner and Schultz out of the game. I wanted to be sure we had our bases covered. I figured you�d feel better if you knew that.�
�Thanks, Jim, I do feel better.�
* * *
It was late Sunday night and Monte was traveling Interstate 5 leaving the lights of Seattle behind. His destination at first would be California; he hadn�t thought beyond just getting away from Seattle before he had to report to Ramsey on Monday.
He hadn�t found anything that belonged to Kelshaw in Kincaid�s apartment and he needed to put as much distance between himself and Lyle Ramsey as possible, not to mention the Seattle Police Department.
He smiled to himself when he thought about Kincaid�s apartment. �He thinks he�s so damned smart,� he sneered. �I�d like to have seen his face when he got home. Surprise, Mr. Smart Guy! Ha, ha, the joke�s on you!� he laughed.
He thought about his wife, Dora, but decided she would do all right, she could always move in with her sister�, she would be okay. He patted the briefcase where he had stashed the money. He had the hundred thousand plus most of the thirty thousand from Jake and Leo. Dora would get help from the Department. He felt a twinge of guilt about taking all the cash and not even saying goodbye, but if she knew about Ramsey she would understand that he needed all the money to get away.
The traffic was moderately heavy on I-5 for a Sunday night and that made Monte nervous; it would be difficult for him to spot a tail.
But why would anyone be tailing him? He didn�t have to report to Ramsey until tomorrow and by that time he would be long gone. All the same he decided to exit at South Center and connect with the West Valley Highway that wound South through the Kent Valley.
That way he could keep an eye on the rear view mirror for anything suspicious.
Soon he was on the two lane highway and it was dark. Once he caught a glimpse of car lights behind him and he turned off on Russell Road that followed the Green River.
Once again he was alone. He felt the hairs on the back of his neck tingle, �I don�t get a good feeling about this,� he told himself. �Maybe I should have stayed on the freeway. I�ll pick it up again this side of Tacoma as soon as I can.�
Suddenly there were car lights in his rear view mirror coming up fast. He could see flashing lights and he identified it as a police car; for a minute he panicked, but the car passed him and disappeared around a curve. He breathed a sigh of relief as he slowed down. The road was now paralleling the Green River on one side in a series of curves. Monte began humming to himself, soon he would be away and Ramsey would never find him�and if he could arrange to get out of the country, neither would the Seattle Police Department.
He rounded a curve in the road and hit his brakes. The police cruiser was parked crosswise in the road� a roadblock. �Damn it,� he swore. �Oh well, they should let me through.� He would flash his badge. �No one should be looking for me�not yet.� It was too soon. Still he preferred not to identify himself if he could help it. He couldn�t avoid the road block. He pulled over carefully onto the narrow shoulder. A low guard rail was all that prevented a car that got too close to the edge, from plunging down an embankment into the river. He needed to think.
Looking ahead at the police car Monte saw a man dressed in dark clothing outside leaning against the cruiser� then he caught the glint of a gun barrel pointed at him. �What the..?� This was the end of the road. Glass shattered, Monte�s head snapped back as the bullet entered his brain� his last word was incomplete, �Rams..!�
The police car pushed Monte�s car through the rail and down the embankment where it landed partially hidden, the front end in the river.

Chapter 8

Monday, September 22, 1980
8:00 AM
When Jim arrived at the Department on Monday, there was an urgent message to call Carl Cramer in Property. He was about to place the call to Carl when another call came through from Len Phillips at Labor and Industries.
�Savalza� Jim answered quickly.
�Detective Jim Savalza? This is Len Phillips from Labor and Industries, I don�t know if you remember me, but we met a couple of years ago on an investigation of an accident on a bridge construction project.�
Jim thought a moment. �Oh yes, Len I do remember.�
�Are you still with homicide?� Len asked.
�Still here,� Jim told him. �What can I do for you?�
�Well,� Len explained, �On Friday I had a little run-in with a member of your department�a detective Monte Maxwell, know him?�
�Yeah, I know him.� Jim sighed, Monte again!
�Well, Maxwell told me he was heading up the investigation on the fatalities that occurred at the Rainier Tower, the two window washers that fell. We had a disagreement about how the cables on the scaffolding gave out. Maxwell insisted that the cables were worn and gave out as a result of fatigue. I, on the other hand, believe they were tampered with; in fact it is obvious that they have been cut in some fashion. Maxwell said that he was writing this up as an accident in his report to your Department Head; says the Captain will back him up.�
�I don�t see how I can be of help to you, Len; Detective Maxwell doesn�t work for me.�
�Look, Detective Savalza, I don�t want to put you on the spot, but I just want a second opinion. There�s something fishy going on�I can feel it. The wires in those cables had some help to come apart, and it should be obvious to Maxwell too. I�m asking you to come down to the warehouse and give me your opinion. We�ve impounded the scaffolding and, of course, our lab will x-ray the cables for fatigue. But if there is some doubt, I would appreciate anything you might be able to do before this turns into a bad situation between our departments.�
�Okay, Len, I have a couple of calls to take care of here and then I�ll come down. Where are you going to be?�
�I�m here at the State warehouse in Georgetown. Do you know where it is?�
�Yes, I�ve been there a couple of times� see you in an hour or so.�
Next, Jim called Carl in Property.
�Hey, Jim, something has me worried and I need to talk to somebody I can trust,� Carl said. �Can you stop by Property as soon as possible?�
�Sure I�ll be right there.�
When Jim walked in to the Property Department he could see Carl was visibly upset. �What�s up?� he asked.
�You know, Jim, I don�t like to point fingers or accuse anybody of anything, but there is some property missing; it�s the property that belonged to those two window washers that fell on Friday. The last person to examine the stuff was Monte Maxwell. He came in and wanted to see the property items� said that he was in charge of the investigation. He said it was an accident and that he was just cleaning up some loose ends.�
Jim asked, �What exactly is missing, Carl?�
�Money; as I said, I hate to point fingers but��
�How much money are we talking about?�
Carl held up an empty envelope and the money belt, �About $14,555 and change.�
Jim whistled, �That�s a lot of money! Where would a couple of window washers get that kind of money?�
Carl looked bewildered, �I sure don�t know�, but it was here before Monte came and now it�s gone! There�s something else, too, that�s not too big a deal; I think Monte took one of their belts and left his old one. Look at this,� Carl unwound the large black belt that was coiled among the clothing. �This belt had to be Monte�s.�
Jim�s eyebrows went up, �Why would he do that?�
�I don�t know, but judging from the rest of the clothing, these guys were a lot smaller than Monte so I don�t know why Monte would trade belts. No wonder he said he needed to get out of here to get some air� he couldn�t breathe if he was wearing a belt that tight.�
Jim just stood shaking his head� looking at the few possessions; suddenly he saw it, a knife, a switch-blade, about the size and shape of the weapon that could have been used in the stabbing of George Kelshaw. It might be the one piece of solid evidence that could tie Schultz and Tanner to the murder.
He said excitedly, �Carl, bag that knife and get it to the crime lab right away. Tell them it could be the weapon used in the Kelshaw murder. Tell them I need their report ASAP. About this other problem, just hold tight,� Jim advised. �We�ll get to the bottom of this, Carl, and you won�t be the one holding the bag, I promise. I�ll get back to you soon. Right now I have to go down to Georgetown and pay a visit to Len Phillips at Labor and Industries.�
On the drive to the Georgetown L &I warehouse, in his mind, Jim went over his suspicions regarding Monte�s behavior; there was the business of the envelope that Monte had picked up at the Washington Athletic Club, then Monte�s name in the Property Log to examine George Kelshaw�s personal effects. What connection could Monte have with George Kelshaw? It seemed almost unbelievable, but now it was obvious that he was involved with Schultz and Tanner which somehow connected him to Kelshaw.
He drew a deep breath; he decided to carefully chart Monte�s movements before and since Kelshaw�s death.
Len greeted Jim as he came through the door of the warehouse, �Glad you could make it,� he said. He then took Jim to the wrecked scaffolding and showed him the cables.
He watched as Jim closely examined them.
�Like I said before, it looks to me like these cables were worked on and at least partially cut. Our team will x-ray them this afternoon just to make sure.�
�I would agree,� Jim answered. �They sure look as though they have been cut. X-raying should prove it.�
�I don�t know where Maxwell is on this, Jim. He absolutely insisted on reporting that it was an accident without the necessary proof. You and I both know that if it is ruled as accidental, without that proof, someone is getting away with murder. On the other hand if this was, indeed, an accident, Labor and Industries wants the company to be held accountable.�
�I understand, Len. I don�t know what Maxwell�s problem is either, but I plan to find out.�
* * *
10:30 AM
The phone was ringing on Jim�s desk as he walked in. He gave a somewhat harried greeting, �Savalza�.
�Good morning, Jim, this is Evan Scott. I�m calling you to discuss having George Kelshaw�s body released for burial.�
�Ah, that may be possible; I think we may have had a break this morning, I believe we found the murder weapon. It�s in the lab being examined as we speak. If it is in fact the��
�Also, Jim,� Evan interrupted, �I think I should meet with you and your Captain to cover you in this situation.�
�Cover me? How so?�
�We need to let your Captain know that George worked for the Agency. I�ll call him and set it up. It won�t take much of your time.�
�Right. Thanks.� Time had become a short commodity today.
Jim�s next stop was at Ed Peterson�s desk. �Where�s Monte, has he come in?�
�No,� Ed answered. �He didn�t make it in yet today. I haven�t seen him since Friday and he was in such a rotten mood; to be honest it�s sort of peaceful when he�s not here.�
�I need to talk with him, right away.� Jim insisted.
�Maybe he�s still at home. Maybe I�d better call him.� Ed quickly dialed Monte�s number. �Hello, Dora, this is Ed Peterson, is Monte around?�
The voice on the other end said, �No, I haven�t seen him since yesterday, Sunday, Ed. He told me he was going to be on a stake-out with you. I need to talk with him too. I went to the bank this morning to cash a check and we have no money in our account. Don�t you know where he is?� Dora sounded alarmed.
�He said he was going on a stake-out with me?� Ed asked surprised.
�Yes,� Dora replied anxiously. He said he would be on a stake-out and don�t wait up for him. He often does this.�
�Okay, Dora, we�ll track him down, don�t worry,� Ed said solicitously.
As he hung up, Ed looked at Jim and said, �This doesn�t make sense. He told Dora he would be on a stake-out with me yesterday, and he hasn�t been home since. He hasn�t called in, here or at home, and Dora is very upset about money. She said her bank account is empty.� Ed said in a concerned voice.
�We need to find him and we need to talk to Captain Martin. Maybe he knows something. I�ll see if we can see him now.� Jim replied.
�That�s a good idea. Monte has sure been acting peculiar lately. You know while we were investigating that fall over at the Rainier Tower, he and the guy from Labor and Industries got into a big row and were yelling at each other right there in the street.�
�Yeah, I heard about it, Ed,� Jim responded as he dialed the Captain�s office, inquiring for time.
Captain Martin was able to see them immediately. Jim opened the conversation. �Captain Martin, before this gets more serious than it is now, there are some things regarding Detective Maxwell�s movements and behavior lately that you should be aware of. I will defer to Peterson to fill you in from his side.�
Ed began by describing Monte�s appetite and his frequent trips to the first floor to buy candy and snacks. He�s been extremely nervous,� he added.
The Captain listened attentively, then asked, �So his appetite�s increased and he seems nervous; is that why you�re here?�
�It�s not just the appetite, Captain. Let�s see, today is Monday; it started about a week and a half ago,� Ed told him. �Monte hasn�t been himself. I thought at first it had something to do with the phone calls that he got starting a week ago last Thursday, to be exact.
�He seemed really jumpy after that; come to think of it, that was about the time he started going to the newsstand for food; and then last Thursday morning he came in looking terrible. I asked him if he was sick and he said he was just tired; that he had been working long hours on a case.�
�What case?� Captain Martin asked.
�I don�t know.� Ed answered. �When I asked him that, he just made some excuse and said it was nothing and then he said that it was personal. Then he left to go meet somebody. I didn�t say anything but he came back awhile later and said he was going home.�
Jim thought to himself, �He didn�t go home�he went to the Center,� but he didn�t interrupt.
Ed continued, �He came in Friday morning, Captain. You saw him.�
�Yes, I know that he was here on Friday.� Captain Martin agreed. �That morning he came into my office and volunteered to investigate the fatalities at the Rainier Tower. I didn�t see any reason why I shouldn�t assign him to do it. He doesn�t volunteer often. He seemed okay to me then.�
�Not to me, he was very edgy,� Ed answered. �But he seemed glad you assigned him to be the lead investigator on the window washers� fall.�
�How did that go?�
Ed cleared his throat. �Ah� not real well, he had words with the guy from Labor and Industries.�
Captain Martin raised his eyebrows and his glasses slid down his nose. �Oh? I told him not to get crosswise with Len Phillips. How bad is it?�
Ed squirmed, �I, I don�t know, Captain. He was here late on Friday checking out Property and writing his report. He hasn�t come in today, and his wife said he told her he was going on a stake out with me yesterday afternoon, Sunday. She doesn�t know where he is �and we don�t either.�
Jim stepped in at this point. �I really wanted to talk with him personally before this got away from us. I had hoped there could be a logical explanation for all of it and, if so, we don�t want Internal Affairs involved; but like Ed said, Monte went down to Property ostensibly in his words �to tie up loose ends� on the Rainier Tower incident.
�According to Carl Cramer, Monte asked to examine the personal effects of the two window washers�. Now there is a large sum of money missing that belonged to one or both of them. Carl is logically concerned. He doesn�t want to be left holding the bag for this.
�I was curious myself about Schultz and Tanner�s personal effects and while I was examining them I spotted a switch-blade that was among Schultz�s things; I had Carl bag it and send it up to the Lab. I have reason to believe that it was used in the murder of George Kelshaw, the guy that was stabbed outside the Seamen�s Center last Tuesday.�
Captain Martin looked at Jim in surprise. �Are you suggesting that Schultz and Tanner were involved in the Kelshaw murder?�
�Yes, I believe they were� the investigation so far indicates that Kelshaw was attacked by two men on Tuesday, and we know Schultz and Tanner broke into the Seamen�s Center on Wednesday night. I think it is more than likely it was the two of them that murdered Kelshaw. I was about to have them picked up, but someone got to them before we could.�
The Captain had turned his chair away from Ed and Jim momentarily and then turning back again he asked, �What else do you have for me?�
Jim continued, �I had a call from Len Phillips this morning. He wanted another opinion regarding the accident at the Rainier Tower. As Ed said, Monte argued with him on Friday, declaring it was an accident while Len was sure that two of the cables on the scaffolding had been cut. I looked at them this morning and I agree with Len, one of the cables clearly looks as if it has been tampered with.
L & I are having the cables x-rayed for fatigue and they will share the results with us, of course.
�Phillips is concerned that the Department doesn�t jump at the accident theory until they have evidence one way or the other. And he wants to maintain goodwill on both sides.�
The Captain weighed Jim�s words carefully. �Back to Schultz and Tanner; am I right in surmising that you think Monte was somehow involved with them?�
�Yes, I do, Captain,� Jim replied.
Captain Martin heaved a deep sigh and then sat quietly, hands clasped behind his head while he listened, presently he rose out of his chair and nodded to Ed and Jim saying, �Thanks, for the information. Let�s find Monte.�
As the two detectives rose to go, the Captain spoke �Jim, would you please wait a minute. That�s okay, Ed, I need to speak to Jim privately. I was contacted by an Evan Scott this morning who asked to meet with you and me briefly. I understand this is about the Kelshaw murder as well. Is there something else you should tell me?�
�I think we should wait and hear what Mr. Scott has to say,� Jim demurred.
�That�s fine, Jim. He said he would be here shortly so just have a seat. I gathered from what he said that this won�t take long.�
* * *
The Captain and Jim were talking casually when Evan Scott arrived. After showing his credentials, he extended his hand to Jim saying, �Good morning.�
The Captain looked surprised as he remarked, �Please sit down, Mr. Scott. We don�t often have people from the U.S. State Department drop in on us. You said this has something to do with the Kelshaw murder so I assume this is an official visit; if so perhaps you should be meeting with our Chief. What can we do for you?�
�Yes, it is somewhat official, Captain; but it�s not necessary to involve your Chief, at least not at this time,� Evan stated in a friendly manner. �There is some information I would like to give you. I�ve already met Detective Savalza during the preliminary investigation of George Kelshaw�s death,� he paused, �Nice to see you again, Detective,� he interjected.
�I�ll get right to the point, Captain Martin. George Kelshaw worked for the Central Intelligence Agency; I�m here to ask that his body be released to be sent home for burial. He was a survivor of Southeast Asia; an ex POW in Laos, he had escaped and had finally made his way home after nearly ten years, when he was murdered.
�We don�t believe that his connection to the Agency had anything to do with the unfortunate timing of his death. As a result we have allowed Detective Savalza and your Department to handle the investigation here at the local level and tried to stay out of the way.�
Captain Martin looked over his glasses at Jim, �What do you have to say about this, Savalza? Any objections to the body being let go?�
�No, Captain. As I reported to you earlier, I�m quite certain that we have found the murder weapon, and the guys that used it are dead so I don�t see any reason to hold the body. There was nothing suspicious on the victim; he had no personal items other than a wristwatch and the clothing on his back. I don�t see any reason not to release the body.�
�All right, as soon as we know about the weapon, I�ll see that the body is released, Mr. Scott. I�ll also make sure that whatever personal effects there may be, are released to you as well. I appreciate your being up front with us on this matter. But humor me by answering a question if I may ask. Why is a State Department representative collecting the body of someone who worked for the CIA?�
�George was my friend, Captain; I owe him more than I could ever repay; I�m standing in as next of kin; there is no one else available,� Evan said emphatically. �Thank you for your time,� and nodding toward Jim, �Good day, Detective.�
Andrew had determined that the only thing worse than actually facing the cleanup of the destruction in his apartment was thinking about it.
He had just started to collect items from the kitchen floor when the doorbell buzzed. �Probably Savalza� he muttered as he opened the door to a wide eyed Charlene Thayer.
�Hi, what are you doing here at this hour?� He glanced at his watch.
�It�s 8:30,� she smiled, �Besides; I figured I�d return the favor of an early morning visit although you do have me beat by an hour. So where do we begin?�
�How did you find out about�?� Then he added �Oh, yeah, Savalza probably told you, huh?�
�As matter of fact he told me how to find you, but the two plain-clothes-men who were out in front of my house last night told me about it. Why didn�t you call and tell me?� Looking around her eyes fell on the disabled telephones resting on a table. �I can see why,� she said answering her own question.
�Who do you think could have done this, Andy?�
Andrew shrugged. �Beats me! I do know who it wasn�t. You probably aren�t aware of it yet, but the two guys who trashed the Center were killed in a fall on Friday.
�They were window washers when they weren�t following their first career, breaking and entering. It seems that a cable on the scaffolding gave out and they fell thirty stories.�
Her hand covered her mouth in shock as she gasped, �Oh!�
�Yes, and it�s too bad that the police didn�t get them before it happened�we might have learned some very interesting things.�
Charlene looked around and said firmly, �Well I came here to help and so point me in some direction, professor. Where shall I start?�
He grinned appreciatively. �Let�s find the kitchen, and at least I�ll be able to offer you a cup of coffee.�
�Oh, that reminds me,� she laughed as she removed a tall container from a tote bag. �Here you are, coffee and a Danish. After all, you need to keep up your strength.�
�You are a woman of many surprises,� he said as he gratefully took the items from her hand. �What else do you have in that wonder bag? Does there happen to be a magic vacuum cleaner that will suck up all this mess?�
�No, but I offer these two hands and I�ll bet it won�t take that long, soooo� drink your coffee and then let�s get started.�
�Aye, aye, Commander,� Andrew hungrily bit into the Danish, swallowing coffee with it. He watched her gather up loose papers that had been thrown off his desk. She casually laid them on a clear spot on the desk top.
She picked up a framed picture showing Andrew and a pretty blonde leaning against him. �Hmmn,� she mused, �Someone special?� she asked candidly.
�Yeah, actually it�s my sister.�
�Sister? She�s pretty. And affectionate, too.�
�Mm hmn, I guess so,� he remarked, savoring the last of the pastry and coffee. �Thanks very much.� Touching her arm he said, �That was great!�
�You�re welcome, very much.�
* * *
A call from Hal Baker was waiting for Ed Peterson when he returned from his meeting with the Captain and Jim Savalza.
Ed picked up the phone answering with a brusque �Peterson.�
�Hello, Ed, this is Hal Baker, I�m looking for Monte Maxwell,�
�So is everybody else,� Ed replied dryly. �Is there something I can do to help?�
�Well, Monte was asking me about Jake Schultz a week or ten days ago. I told him that Jake was staying out of trouble and reporting in as he was supposed to. When I asked why the interest, he said he had busted Jake and he was just curious. I told him where Jake was living and working and that seemed to satisfy him. But Jake was supposed to check in with me on Friday and he didn�t. When I called Atlas, they said there had been an accident. They told me Monte was handling the investigation, so I want to talk with him.�
�Monte hasn�t come in yet today, Hal, but you can speak with Jim Savalza. He knows a little about the accident. He might be more helpful than I.�
�Fine�I�ll do that, Ed. Thanks and when Monte gets in, have him give me a call.�
�Sure will.� Ed hung up, located Jim and told him about Baker�s call. �He told me Monte had contacted him over a week ago checking on Jake Schultz.�
�He did, huh? That�s very interesting� did he say why Monte wanted to know about Schultz?�
Ed shook his head, �No, I don�t think he knows for sure. But I told him to talk with you about Schultz and Tanner�s accident. He�ll probably be calling you.�
�Thanks, Ed, I�ll call Baker now; any word from Monte yet?�
�Nope, not a word. I have a hunch Dora will be calling again, soon; what do we do about her?�
�Play it by ear�, we can�t tell her what we don�t know.�
The search for Monte had begun in earnest; by mid afternoon the crime lab had confirmed that the knife belonging to Jake Schultz was the weapon used in the stabbing of George Kelshaw. The lab also reported the results of dusting Andrew Kincaid�s apartment for useful fingerprints. They complained that the only clear prints, other than Kincaid�s, were two good impressions of Detective Maxwell�s on the desk and in the bathroom, commenting that it was sloppy of Maxwell to handle an investigation without gloves.
Jim grabbed Ed and headed for the Captain�s office. �There�s a new development, you should know about Captain.�
�Oh, what�s that?�
�They found Maxwell�s prints in Kincaid�s apartment; the lab assumed that Monte was just sloppy during the investigation. I didn�t tell them Monte didn�t handle the investigation of the break in�I did.�
�Okay, Jim, let�s have Monte picked up. I�ll call Internal Affairs.�
�Captain, could you let Ed and me look into it before you call IA?�
�I�ll try Jim, but I can�t keep this under wraps too long.�
�I know Captain, and thanks. Well, Ed that takes care of what we tell Dora; let�s go see her, maybe she can tell us something.�
�Maybe we should get a search warrant,� Ed suggested.
�Yeah, good idea,� Jim agreed. While you work on that I�ll drop by Kincaid�s place and fill him in on what we�ve found.
* * *
They worked comfortably together putting things back in place. By mid afternoon, except for the things that had been broken, the apartment was nearly put back in order. Andrew was working at his desk, sorting papers and replacing items thrown out of the drawers while Charlene had given a final touch-up on table and counter tops.
Looking at his watch, Andrew said, �Hey, lady, do you realize we�ve been at this for nearly five and a half hours, aren�t you hungry?�
She had curled up in the corner of the sofa, shoes off, eyes closed. �Mmm hmn,� she sighed. �I hadn�t really thought about food; what do you have in mind?� She yawned and stretched.
�Well, we could order in a pizza, or, if that�s a little heavy, we could go out and see what there is that might appeal to us. How about the Pike Street Market? And there�s a deli just about a block away. What�s your pleasure?�
�I think I�ll pass on the pizza and the Market, but the deli sounds good.� She began to uncurl, slipping her feet into her shoes.
�I feel like a slave driver�� He smiled as he sat down next to her. �After all this work and I haven�t even fed you.� His arm went around her. Turning her toward him, he whispered, �I�m really sorry, but not for this,� as he kissed her.
At first she kissed him back eagerly, hungrily and then pulled away. Taking a deep breath she said shakily, �Andrew, Andy� this isn�t� we shouldn�t.�
�Why? Don�t pull away; I wanted to do that yesterday. You must have known, didn�t you? On top of all this mess and in spite of what�s happened, all I could think about was wanting you�wondering how you�d feel in my arms.�
Her fingers were on his lips stopping the words. �Shh, please don�t say anymore, I can�t�we mustn�t� �
�Stop talking,� He pulled her close and kissed her again, this time there was no resistance as she responded fully to his lips.
The door buzzed, Andrew whispered hoarsely, �We won�t answer it.�
�Andy, you�ve got to answer it.� Charlene was trying to regain her composure, her face was flushed and her hair was slightly mussed. She casually picked up a magazine and began thumbing through it while Andrew stood up and got a glass of water on his way to the door. Before opening it he turned back to her, �This isn�t over.�
�Hi, I just thought I�d stop by and see how you were doing.� Jim Savalza�s eyes fell on Charlene seated on the sofa. �It looks like everything is almost back to normal. Good to see you, Ms. Thayer, Charlene. Hope I didn�t come at a bad time,� he said awkwardly.
Andrew just shook his head and rolled his eyes as he guided Jim to a chair, not saying anything.
Jim went on. �I have some news that you might find interesting. I didn�t really expect to find any prints other than yours that we could identify when we dusted this place, but we got lucky. We got a good set from your desk and from the bathroom.
�Here�s the situation, the prints happened to belong to our friend Detective Monte Maxwell. I believe he broke in here and tossed your apartment. Now all we have to do is find out why, but he�s disappeared. We think he has skipped, so there�s an APB to pick him up.�
�Why, would Maxwell be even slightly interested in my place?� Andrew asked incredulously. �Unless�, but that�s crazy�� he didn�t finish the thought, unless he was looking for the packet.
�I asked myself all the same questions, Andy, and I have some partial answers; for example, I found out that Monte was somehow connected to Schultz and Tanner. It turns out the knife used to do Kelshaw belonged to none other than Jake Schultz. It turned up with their personal effects in the Property Room. I had a call from Property regarding some missing items, specifically a large amount of money that was on one of them in a money belt. It went missing about the same time as Monte.
�That�s as far as I got with the puzzle. Strange as it seems, everything is pointing to Monte. He is somehow connected to Kelshaw�s murder and I would also venture a guess that he had something to do with the accident at the Rainier Tower. I just can�t prove it�, yet.�
Charlene was on the edge of the sofa leaning toward Savalza. �Why of all people would a police detective do any of the things you just described, Jim?�
�As much as I hate to say it, Charlene, there are some dirty cops, the motive is usually money. Monte has been skating on thin ice with the Department for awhile. He wouldn�t do this on his own. He had to be taking orders from somebody else. Personally, I think Monte got into a situation that was way over his head and now he�s on the run.�
Andrew was pacing now. �But who hired him? Jim, we�ve got to get our hands on Maxwell and find out who he�s working for.
�I had better talk with Evan Scott, before he leaves town. In fact he wants to meet and talk with Charlene.� He looked at Charlene and as she returned his gaze she nodded agreement. Suddenly Andrew hit his forehead with the palm of his hand, exclaiming, �Holy�! I completely forgot; he wanted to get together for dinner tonight with you Charlene, and Ben and me. I was supposed to set it up. I�d better call the WAC and see about a reservation, that is if you can do this, Charlene.�
�Yes, I can.�
�Good idea, if you want to talk with him,� Jim commented. �Scott came in to see us today and asked for Kelshaw�s body to be released for burial. He talked with the Captain and me to make sure everyone was on the same page as far as the investigation goes. He said that he plans to leave tomorrow if we can work out the release. He�s a good guy in spite of the fact he�s a Fed. He wanted to make sure I was covered as far as knowing about Kelshaw�s CIA connection. Personally, I like him and I think you�ll like him too, Charlene. I�d bet on it.�
�I�ll wait and see why he wants to meet me. I know he has some questions for me and�I may have some for him,� she said with some skepticism.
�Looks like we each have some work to do,� Jim said as he rose to leave. �I�m glad to see you�both,� he added smiling. �Right now Peterson and I are going to pay Mrs. Maxwell a call and check out Schultz and Tanner�s habitation. Then I�ll be in touch.�
* * *
The door closed behind Savalza; Charlene was on her feet gathering her tote and jacket. �If we�re going to meet this Evan Scott I should be going.� Glancing at herself in the small wall mirror she said, �I have a little repair work to do.�
Andrew was behind her now his arms around her waist, kissing her neck. �You look fine to me�how soon we forget; didn�t I tell you this isn�t over?�
�Andy, stop it� I can�t think when you�re�doing what you�re doing.� She slipped down through his arms and stood by the door. �I really must go. This is all happening too fast. I� I�m not ready.�
With hands outstretched he turned toward her saying, �For goodness sakes! When will that day come, Charlene? Not ready? You�ve had nine almost ten years. I�ll bet you have held every possibility of love at bay until you got ready! But I know when you were kissing me back on that couch,� he gestured to the sofa, �You were so don�t hand me any more stuff about not being ready!
�Do you want to know what I think? I think you are just plain scared! Maybe we haven�t had months or even weeks to get what you might consider, properly acquainted, but face it; we�ve been dropped into a level of intensity that most people don�t experience in years of knowing each other.
�So if you�re waiting for some magic bolt of lightening to�� he paused, �Never mind!� He stopped, shaking his head and not finishing the thought, he said, �Let it go. Just go and I�ll pick you up at 6:30 for dinner. It�s set with Scott and Father Ben.�
As the door closed behind her, he swore, in frustration and anger, �Damn, damn, damnation,� he threw the magazine she had laid on the desk across the room. He hadn�t seen the tears.
She was angry at herself for crying. She ran down the stairs to her car. She needed to go home, to be in her own surroundings�she could think there.
He was right; she was scared; afraid of feelings that had been ghosts in her closet of memories of Paul. She was safe with them; the only demand they made was the heartache of missing him and that had faded�until now. Now there was Andrew with real flesh and blood demands. She touched her lips remembering his mouth on hers. Yes, there were real demands.
* * *
Monday, 6:30 PM
She chose a subdued navy blue dress for the dinner meeting with Evan Scott, Father Ben and Andrew. She didn�t know what to expect or what his expectation of her might be. She had been told that he was someone who had been connected to George Kelshaw, but it was not clear exactly how. At Andrew�s request, she tucked Paul�s letter into her bag, gave her hair an extra brush, checked her lipstick and sighed, �Ready or not, this will have to do.�
Andrew was at the door promptly at 6:30. He waited briefly before she opened it. �Just a minute while I get my coat,� she said brightly, almost too brightly he thought.
�How are you?� he asked solicitously. �I� I want to say, I�m sorry for going off on you like that, Charlene. I had no right to do that. I don�t know what else to say.�
�Nothing,� she said gently. �Don�t apologize any more. You were right, but this is not the time to discuss it. Let�s just let it go for now, all right?�
�Yeah, for now.�
* * *
Andrew had arranged for a table in a quiet corner of the Athletic Club dining room. He wanted a place where the four of them could converse in relative privacy.
When he and Charlene arrived they found Evan already at the table. He stood as they approached and smiled at Charlene as Andrew introduced them.
�Evan Scott, this is Charlene Thayer.�
�It�s good to meet you, Mrs. Thayer. I knew your husband slightly.�
Father Ben arrived out of breath and apologizing.
Over dinner Evan began the conversation directed to Andrew and Ben �I received word today from Jim Savalza that it was confirmed that the weapon that he found was the one used in the murder. That being the case I have arranged for George�s body to be sent home for burial, and I plan to leave tomorrow.�
Father Ben said appreciatively, �I am glad that Mr. Kelshaw�s body has been claimed for burial; I feel better knowing. Thank you, Mr. Scott.�
�He will be buried with honors, Father, and you�re welcome.�
Turning to Charlene he asked, �Mrs. Thayer, may I call you Charlene? We have some things to talk about.�
Before answering him directly, Charlene�s eyes met Andrew�s, who nodded his head slightly as if to say, go ahead, you can trust him. She looked back at Evan and said flatly, �I don�t really know who you are, Mr. Scott, if that is your name. I strongly suspect that you have some connection to the CIA since you obviously have a tie with George Kelshaw. You said you knew Paul; slightly, I believe is the word you used.�
�Actually, I work for the State Department, Mrs. Thayer�and George Kelshaw was a friend. We knew each other for a very long time. And, yes, I did know Paul Thayer� slightly. I will get into that shortly.
�I understand that there is a letter that George carried for you that was written by your husband prior to his death; a letter that speaks about being betrayed.�
Charlene had removed Paul�s letter from her bag and laid it on the table in front of her. Patting it slightly she responded, �I will let you read this letter, Mr. Scott. But before you do, you should know that this letter was written nearly a year after I was notified that Paul had been killed in Vietnam.�
�Yes, Mrs. Thayer, Charlene, I have been made aware of the discrepancy.�
�Discrepancy! I would call it a blatant lie!� She was angry. �The letter I have in front of me was written by my husband, from God knows where, and I have no doubt about its authenticity. I want to know what happened and why. Moreover, it should be equally important for the family of the poor soul buried in my husband�s grave to know what happened to their loved one.�
Everyone at the table was silent. Father Ben seated next to her patted her shoulder saying, �Yes, Charlene, this very important element cannot be overlooked,� he said gently trying to calm her.
Evan nodded understanding. �I�m sure you�re right. Hopefully as time goes on we will be able to do something about it. I would remind you, however, there are many MIAs and POWs, and many families still waiting and wanting word of what happened to their loved ones. There is not a day that goes by that I am not aware of that, Mrs. Thayer. May I read the letter from Paul?�
Embarrassed at her outburst, she nodded wordlessly sliding the letter across the table to his outstretched hand.
Andrew was waiting, thinking, �He didn�t tell her how he already knew about Thayer�is he going to, I wonder��
He spent a few moments reading the letter and then folded it and looking at Charlene he handed it back saying, �Thank you and you are entitled to have as much of an explanation as I can give you.
�In the letter Paul mentions Pyotr Chernakov. General Chernakov was a national hero in the Soviet Union. He could easily have qualified as outstanding in Who�s Who in the world military community if such delineation had been made. As a young man he held all kinds of records as an athlete; later he became a brilliant military strategist and a top negotiator for the Kremlin.
�He was an Air Force pilot and at one time had been in the cosmonaut training program. During that time he acquired a viral infection that affected his ears. It took months for him to get over it, and by the time he recovered he had been scrubbed from the mission he had trained for.
�He graduated from Voroshilov General Staff Academy, the top Soviet military academy. This was a prerequisite for any appointment to important Ministry of Defense and General Staff positions. He climbed to the top, both in his career and in the Communist Party. He spent a great deal of time in China, North Vietnam and oddly enough in Cuba as well. There was even speculation in some circles that in time he might be in line for a significant political future. He was generally liked and respected by his adversaries and those with whom he served.�
Everyone at the table was listening intently. Andrew snapped his fingers. �I knew it!� he exclaimed quietly, thinking back to the letter. �It was the same Chernakov��
�Please go on, Mr. Scott,� Charlene urged.
�In September of 1967 contact was made with our Embassy in Moscow regarding the possible defection of General Pyotr Chernakov and his wife Valeri.� Evan was choosing his words carefully. �This was almost unbelievable; almost too good to be true. So, of course, it took time to confirm that this was indeed genuine. And if genuine, it would also take time to make arrangements. �Before you ask, Andrew, we don�t know why or what determined Chernakov�s decision. We do know that he lost his wife in October of 1967, due to complications from pneumonia.
�Because of his high visibility this defection had to be handled very carefully with as few people knowing as possible. We knew Chernakov made regular trips to Hanoi and into Laos; it would have to be in that theatre where he would have an opportunity. We needed someone we could trust implicitly who knew the territory to meet and escort him to safe asylum. That was Paul and George Kelshaw, Mrs. Thayer�I can�t give you any more of the details, but we were certain he was the right man and circumstances of his current assignment, would dovetail with our decision.�
* * *
The dining room was all but empty now. Their waitress who had refilled their water glasses and coffee cups numerous times watched and waited quietly for the conversation to lag. When it did, she crossed the room to the table, graciously asking if there would be anything else. Declining anything more, Andrew took the check and signed his name and membership number. Everyone at the table was silent while he inquired if it would be all right if they remained at the table to talk for a while longer. The waitress said, �Certainly,� and moved quickly away, her starched black and white uniform rustling in the now quiet room devoid of the sound of other diners.
�Mr. Scott, you spoke about Paul�s assignment; he came home on Christmas Eve, 1968 and left the next day,� Charlene reminisced. She remembered opening the front door and seeing Paul with his arms full of red roses. �Hi, Charlie, Merry Christmas, darling�� She could hear his voice even now.
�He said he had just hopped a flight in and had to leave in the morning �I didn�t know and he didn�t say he had been in Washington or any reference to it�but then, of course, he wouldn�t, would he?�
�No, Charlene, he wouldn�t,� Evan confirmed.
�We never heard anything about Chernakov baling out of the Soviet Union. His defection would not look good for the USSR,� Andrew commented. �How did they handle it on the world scene?� he asked and then answered his own question. �But they didn�t have to, they had him killed.�
�Yes,� Evan told them. �The party line was that General Chernakov had died tragically in a plane crash near Murmansk. Pravda memorialized him as a great Soviet hero, and his life as a great soldier and leader in the Communist cause.�
Charlene was cautious. �You have intimated that Paul was in Laos when this letter was written. When and how did he get there, or are you able to tell me?�
Evan weighed the question before answering. The information had only been partially declassified; Evan proceeded carefully. �In 1965-66 the US government and the Air Force started building a very sensitive air navigation system, referred to as a TACAN, on a mountain top in Laos, identified as Site 85. It would allow our planes to hit enemy targets with great accuracy even in very bad weather.
�It attracted enemy attention almost from the outset. In January of 1968 the North Vietnamese Army became more aggressively interested in the site. To make a long story short, in March and April of that year the site was over-run by Pathet Lao and North Vietnamese Army troops. We didn�t know at the time what had happened to much of the equipment and personnel and we had no way of totally assessing the damage.�
Charlene was remembering; Paul had returned to Vietnam in early November of 1968. He was assigned to Headquarters in Saigon. Charlene remembered his letters. Both she and Olivia had been pleased to learn that his friendship with Brad Coleman would be renewed. He had been assigned to do some evaluations of the war and the effect of the Tet offensive and report back to someone in the Pentagon, Charlene did not know who.
She knew he was moving around a great deal� his letters talked of houses on stilts and vague references to sights and locations that she knew had to be away from Saigon. The pressure of the war and his job had become very demanding.
In June 1969 Charlene flew to San Francisco and met Paul as he came in to Travis Air Force Base. He was to be home for one month. At first they had some wonderful times; it was the old magic of just being together. But underneath there was a dark current.
He was different�often preoccupied. He slept poorly; sometimes she would wake to find him out of bed standing by the window or wandering through the house in the dark. If she asked what was wrong, he would simply say he drank coffee too late or that he wasn�t really tired. Or maybe it was the jet lag and he was adjusting his circadian rhythm. He would try to keep it light and gather her in his arms and they would make love and everything would be all right for a short time. But it wasn�t all right; she knew that now.
She said goodbye to him at McChord Air Force Base for the last time� the memory was so vivid. There was an unspoken fear that came over her. She had not remembered it until Evan Scott talked of the assignment. Did Paul know then? It didn�t matter anymore. The assignment must have taken Paul to Laos in order to meet Chernakov�
Evan was saying, �We needed good intelligence on what happened at Site 85 and it was a perfect cover for George and Paul to go to Laos; once there, Paul was to go on to a predetermined spot to meet Chernakov. From there the picture goes dark�you have more information in your letter about your husband�s last hours than we have, Charlene.
�I can tell you this; George Kelshaw received word of what had happened to Paul and the General. After some time he was able to contact us periodically. I am not at liberty to tell you how that came about. What is important for you to know is that George made it a personal undertaking to discover who betrayed Paul and Chernakov and the mission. Remember, George was a target as well, so there was personal risk.�
�Who?� The question was on each of their lips.
�We truthfully don�t know who betrayed them, only George knew,� Evan told them. �And whoever it was is still out there. You must, for your own safety, not discuss this with anyone. We have information now that I believe will tell us who we�re looking for.�
Father Ben asked softly, �I was wondering if you can tell me how Mr. Kelshaw was connected to a man from Yencheng, my village in China, whose name is Lu Chan? Mr. Kelshaw mentioned him in his letter to me.�
�I�m sorry, Father Ben�I can�t tell you. But as this all unfolds perhaps you will learn the answer to that question,� Evan promised.
�We may have an answer to one question sooner than you think, Mr. Scott, at least about the discrepancy in Paul�s death,� Charlene offered somewhat hesitantly. �You see, when I received this letter from Paul, I didn�t know what to think. I had to have some answers. So I called the only man who would know; he was Paul�s closest friend and had accompanied Paul�s body home. I called General Bradley Coleman. I felt that I should call Brad and see if he could help sort this situation out.�
Evan cleared his throat and nodded his head in understanding.
�Were you able to speak with the General about this?�
�Yes, he returned my call Sunday morning.�
�What did you tell him?� Evan asked.
Charlene sighed, �Actually, I didn�t say very much�I told him about the letter and that I knew it was authentic, that I recognized Paul�s writing. I told him I wasn�t comfortable talking about it on the phone and offered to fly back to Washington to meet with him. But he said he was scheduled to come out to the Coast and he would move his trip up a day in order to help me. You see, Brad and his wife, Olivia, and Paul and I once were very close friends. Paul introduced Brad to Olivia. Paul and Brad knew each other at West Point.�
That was a piece of information Andrew didn�t have. He had been quietly listening and watching Evan�s face as Charlene told him of her call to the Defense Intelligence Agency. Andrew didn�t detect any change of expression although he did note a change in tone in Evan�s voice when he asked what she had told the General.
�Mrs. Thayer, I understand your need to get to the bottom of the discrepancy in the dates of your husband�s death, but I am going to ask that you not share any of the conversation we have had tonight with General Coleman. You must understand that the person or persons involved in the betrayal of your husband and Pyotr Chernakov have not been identified, but we know they are very highly placed! It is imperative that no one in the Pentagon or the White House is in any way given access to the information you have received tonight. You may not believe it, but leaks from within those establishments have become relatively commonplace. �
It seemed incongruous that he risk so much information to the three ordinary people at the table with him; that they would be hearing something so confidential
Evan paused and looking into each of their faces, as if reading their thoughts, he continued. �The only reason I have risked telling you this much is that you each had a link with George Kelshaw. Those links are part of a chain of information that we believe will give us the answers we�ve been looking for.�
They were solemn as they said goodnight to Evan. He took the opportunity of a minute alone with Andrew saying, �After you take Mrs. Thayer home, please come back. We need to talk.�
The drive home was tense.
�Was he telling me in so many words not to talk with Brad?� Charlene asked.
�No,� Andrew responded. �He knows that you will have to talk with Coleman about your letter and the discrepancy. You have already opened that door. No, my take on this is that he would prefer that you not talk about Paul and Chernakov or anything connected with Laos.�
�But surely Brad would know about that� he was there.�
�Charlene, he wouldn�t necessarily know about a covert operation that was so hush-hush that even the White House didn�t know. We need to respect Scott�s wishes on this!� Andrew said firmly. �Remember I told you that something heavy duty was going on. I think we need to be very careful. It could jeopardize Scott if we say too much.�
Charlene nodded in agreement. All right. But Andrew, who is Evan Scott?�
Andrew looked at her and smiled slightly. �He told you, he works for the State Department.�
�You tell me who he works for; he is not just some State Department clerk; what office does he work in? He has some horsepower, otherwise he wouldn�t have so much information,� she insisted.
�As far as I know he just works for the State Department; isn�t that enough for you? Here we are-�you�re home,� he announced, relieved to stop the conversation.
She leaned over and kissed his cheek, �Why don�t you come in? I�ll make some coffee and we can talk some more.�
He was thinking, nice try Mata Hari, invite me in to try to pry secrets, uh uh. �I�m sorry, Charlene, I�ve got an early get up and I need to go home and see if my bed is still there; after the events of last night, who knows?�
�Are you upset about this afternoon?� She queried.
�No, definitely not,� he said emphatically. �I thought you knew that when I told you earlier that I was sorry, I just can�t do this tonight. I really have to go.� He walked her to the door and kissed her and she returned the favor. He hurried to his car before he changed his mind.
�Why did Klein want to talk tonight? On the other hand��
He found Neil waiting in the lobby of the WAC reading the Seattle Times. Pointing to Andy�s column he commented, �You have a keen and analytical mind, Kincaid. You should consider politics.�
�Thanks, I might look at that possibility in a few years,� he said as they walked to Neil�s room.
�Sorry to take you away from Charlene Thayer. I sense there is some interest there. Is it mutual?�
Andrew shrugged, �Maybe. I�ve come close to finding out, but the boat always leaves without me��
�What�s that about?�
�Nothing, it was a poor analogy; truth is I get just so close and then something interrupts and the moment slips away.�
�I see,� Neil gestured to a chair and seated opposite he continued,� As I said I am sorry to bring you back here, but I want to give you a warning of concern that I have before I leave. You know that Coleman was in Saigon at the same time as Thayer.�
�Yes,� Andrew stated. �I did know that. That�s why Charlene felt that he could help solve the mystery of the dates. Now, I have a question for you. Are you or are you not going to tell her how you knew about the discrepancy of the dates of Paul Thayer�s death? She�s counting on Coleman helping her get to the bottom of the problem.�
�In answer to your question, no, I am not going to tell her. And as for Coleman helping her, he very well could, if he will. However, there�s a rub, he had a liaison with a woman who worked in the US Embassy in Saigon. Coincidentally it was in the same time frame as Paul Thayer�s and Kelshaw�s time there.
�She was high on a CIA watch list. It was later confirmed that she had serious ties with Moscow and the KGB. Kelshaw knew about her and it�s a good bet that Coleman knew she was on that list as well. His job would have demanded that he be notified of any security threat. This was a very beautiful and well educated Eurasian woman. Rumor is that things were hot and heavy between them.
�It could mean something or not. I�m telling you so that you will try to keep Mrs. Thayer from saying anything to Coleman about my visit. It would have been better if she had not discussed the letter with him, but I don�t imagine it�s possible to keep him from reading the letter.�
�Are you suggesting that he is a suspect in what happened to Paul Thayer? Surely if he knew about a security threat he wouldn�t have risked his career on some cheap affair would he?�
�Hardly cheap, Andrew, hardly cheap, but I won�t say anymore now; and I�m not suggesting, I�m cautioning. �Coleman knows a lot of people in Washington. We will need to unpack �Aunt Martha�s luggage,� and when we do�as I said, I believe that will help us identify our traitor.� Just now Charlene Thayer could be a weak link for us because of her connection to Coleman. Just keep an eye on her, and keep your own eyes open. Oh, I don�t have to tell you that this is off the record, right?�
�No, you don�t; anyway don�t worry, I wouldn�t want to burst her bubble about Coleman not being perfect.� Then he added, �Before we end this conversation there�s something you should know. Savalza stopped by my place this afternoon to let me know that my apartment had been burgled by a rogue Seattle PD detective named Monte Maxwell. Savalza�s convinced that he is somehow tied to Kelshaw�s murder and probably to the deaths of the two window washers.
�The problem is that Maxwell has gone missing, so we don�t have any answers yet. We do know that Maxwell didn�t do this on his own, which supports your theory pointing to someone large and local and possibly still watching. We just need to get our hands on Maxwell.�
Neil had listened with interest nodding soberly, �You�d better hope he�s found soon and that he�s able to talk.�
Andy sat thinking, how did I get into this? �What was it I told you, Neil, about journalists being neutral? I think your point that day is well taken. I feel like I�ve invited the Trojan horse to dinner.�
Neil looked at him and almost chuckled, �Andrew� your analogies are truly interesting.�
Andrew drew a deep breath. �Yeah, well you do know that I won�t be invited to any discussions Charlene will have with General Coleman? Quite honestly that suits me just fine, but I don�t think I can be much help to you on this. All I can do is reinforce what I�ve already done, which is to ask her to respect your request based on the risk you took in telling us all that you did. I doubt that I could convince her to keep the letter from him.�
�Then that will have to be good enough.� Standing, Neil extended his hand to Andrew. �Tomorrow I will be arranging for George�s body to be flown back to D.C. and I want to thank you, personally, for everything you have done for �Aunt Martha� and her nephew �Evan Scott�. Be careful, Andrew. If I don�t see you tomorrow, I will call you later in the week to follow up on the visit from the General.�
* * *
After Andrew left, Neil reflected on his time with Andrew Kincaid, Charlene Thayer and Father Ben Lee. He sighed as he reached for the telephone and dialed an unlisted number in Virginia. He would let Myra know that he and George would be home in a few days. He would go home and unpack �Aunt Martha�s luggage�.

Chapter 9

Tuesday, September 23, 1980
9:30 AM
The Kent Valley was peaceful on this sunny September morning. Joe Kearney�s 40 acres were broken into two pieces along Russell Road paralleling the Green River. Joe farmed the acreage providing produce to several of the outlets at the Pike Street Market in Seattle through the main growing season. In the fall he harvested 8 acres of pumpkins in preparation for holiday cooking and Halloween carving. The rest he gave to a local dairy farm for cow feed.
There was little traffic on Russell Road this morning. On his way to the pumpkin field Joe drove the tractor and wagon leisurely, enjoying the sunshine and admiring the view of what open areas were left in the valley. Sadly, he knew it was only a matter of time before it all would be turned into malls and industrial complexes.
He was watching a flock of birds circle toward the river when a shiny reflection caught his eye and vanished. As soon as he turned his head he caught it again� there it was again and then gone. Joe slowed the tractor; it seemed to be something in the river or close to the bank. His curiosity got the better of him and he decided to investigate. Stopping the tractor altogether, he hopped down; walking across the road to get a better look, he noticed the guardrail was broken and bent. Looking down from where the reflection came, he spotted the rear end of a car. The reflection had come from the sun shining on the antennae sticking out of the water� the front end of the car was submerged.
Joe looked up and down the road for some type of vehicle to flag but he realized he was alone. Getting back on the tractor he turned around and drove back home to call the Sheriff�s Department.
�This is Joe Kearney out here on Russell Road�, you know where the road goes by all those curves along the river? Well it looks like there�s been an accident and there�s a car down the bank in the river! And I don�t see anyone around.�
Responding to the call, the dispatcher said, �Stay on the line Mr. Kearney; I�ll be back with you right away.� Notifying the deputy closest to the Kearney farm the dispatcher patched Joe through to the deputy who got Joe�s address and told him he would pick him up.
When they got to the place where Joe had spotted the vehicle, both the deputy and Joe climbed down the bank to the car. It was evident that if anyone was still inside they were dead. The sheriff�s deputy took the license number and climbing back up the bank called in the number and called for a tow truck.
A short time later King County Sheriff Dan Halverson arrived. �There is an All Points Bulletin out for a Seattle cop this car is registered to,� he said dryly. �I�ve notified Seattle. We�ll wait for the Seattle PD to get here and probably the Coroner, too.�
Captain Martin arrived alone followed by Jim Savalza and Ed Peterson as the wrecker was pulling the car up to the surface of the road. The Coroner�s car was close behind them.
The windshield was shattered and Monte was slumped to the side, one arm and shoulder lying over the top of his briefcase.
Captain Martin looked dejected as he viewed the body of the late Detective Monte Maxwell. Jim and Ed were silent for a moment. The Captain gently removed Monte�s shield and the gun that was still holstered. The body was removed from the car and laid on the coroner�s gurney; the detectives could see a bullet had entered Monte�s forehead between the eyes.
The Coroner estimated that Monte had been dead about 24 hours but told Jim and Ed, �We can�t be sure until we�ve done the autopsy.�
Ed remarked as they went back to examine the car and briefcase, �Looks like an execution to me�, whoever did this wasn�t interested in anything in the car, only making sure Monte was dead.�
Jim agreed, �Yeah, that�s obvious. Monte didn�t suspect anything, he didn�t even have his weapon out,� Jim observed as he carefully opened the briefcase. They found it was full of money and there on the bottom was a wide black belt coiled loosely. Ed noticed the back of the belt appeared thicker than the ends. Upon closer examination he found it to have a zippered compartment holding thousand dollar bills.
�Whew,� Jim whistled. �Now we know why Monte swapped belts.�
Captain Martin who had come over to look at the car and was standing next to Jim, gave a tired sigh. �Nothing more we can do here; and we won�t have the whole picture until we have the Coroner�s report. I�d better see about notifying Dora,� he said grimly. �See you back at the Department.� Removing his cap and laying it on the seat beside him, he slowly drove away. He was thinking how glad he was that no reporters were there. �They�ll have a field day tomorrow.�
Sheriff Halverson was standing next to his car as the Captain drove past, forlornly raising his hand in a partial salute. The Sheriff said to Jim and Ed, �This is rough on you guys, and I�m sorry. Let me know if you need anything from us.�
The sky had clouded over and there was a chill in the air as Ed and Jim returned to Seattle. Ed had been looking out the window of the car and said finally, �I feel sorry for the �Old Man�, but you know, Jim, in some ways maybe this is a better solution to Monte�s problems; at least Dora will not have to know about�you know, Monte being involved in stealing and all that.�
�Yeah, Ed, and how are we supposed to avoid it?� Jim asked irritably. �I don�t like it either, but I don�t think that this is going to go away quietly. Internal Affairs is going to get into it; you can be sure of that.
�The Captain isn�t going to dodge either IA or the media. If he did they would crucify him and the Department and I�ll bet money that he�s leveling with Dora right now. Did you see the look on his face as he left? He looked like someone had kicked him in the gut. I would also bet that this will go all the way to City Hall before we�re done.�
Ed didn�t reply, just sighed and nodded as they drove into the police garage.
Ed unfastened his seatbelt and opened the door to get out, but Jim stayed behind the wheel not turning off the ignition. �I�ll be back later, Ed. Tell the Captain when he gets in. I think I�d better talk to Andrew Kincaid and let him know about Monte.�
Jim drove to the Seattle Times. He was sure he�d find Andrew there probably working on his Friday column. He stopped at the reception desk and Wendy looked up from her typing, surprised to see a smiling and rather attractive dark Hispanic man asking directions to Andrew Kincaid. Wendy, wanting to be diplomatic, swallowed hard before she said quietly, �Mr. Kincaid isn�t available to visitors right now, but I�d be glad to give him a message for you, Mr. ah, what did you say your name was..?�
�Sorry, Miss,� Jim showed his shield, �I should have told you right away�now if I may see Mr. Kincaid?� he said apologetically.
�Oh, yes, of course, Detective, in fact I�ll take you to him myself.� Wendy fluttered eagerly.
Andrew was at his desk, shirtsleeves rolled up, pencil between his teeth, typing rapidly; he looked up to see Wendy approaching with Jim in tow. He swiveled in his chair and rose to greet Savalza with a quizzical look. �Hi, what�s up?� He added, �Thanks, Wendy, for bringing Detective Savalza up.�
Noticing the moonstruck look on Wendy�s face as she left he grinned at Jim, �I see you have a fan,� nodding toward Wendy. �It must be that Latin charm.�
�Let it go, Andy, I�m in no mood� she�s just an impressionable kid� it�s the badge and all��
�Yeah, well, I figure I owe you after the routine of the other morning regarding Charlene Thayer. I wonder what your wife would think about you dazzling our receptionist,� Andy added with a self-satisfied grin.
Jim came back, �I wasn�t entirely wrong though, was I? And don�t you carry any tales to Jean Ann. I can manage to get into enough hot water without your help. Look, Kincaid, I came here to give you some information and maybe even ask for your help.
�We pulled Monte Maxwell out of the Green River this morning. He�d been shot through the head and the car had obviously been pushed into the river. It looks very much like an execution. His .38 was still holstered and a briefcase with lots of money was on the seat beside him.�
�Wow! Well that about wipes out all of the suspects connected with the Kelshaw killing doesn�t it? So how can I help you?�
�I don�t know that you can, but the �you-know-what� is going to hit the fan when word gets out about Maxwell�s theft and murder. The last thing our Department wants is a cover-up, but I don�t like to see us getting a major black eye and having this turn into a political feeding-frenzy either. The press will have fun with this; of course you know all about that. There will be a lot of digging. I just thought maybe your column or radio program might, you know, bring some perspective. Captain Martin is taking this hard,� Jim said somberly.
Andrew nodded and said reassuringly, �I�ll do what I can, I promise.�
�Thanks, Andy, and yes, the trail around Monte is cold right now, even so the case will remain open until we get some answers. I�ve got to do some thinking on this for awhile. You know there�s been a lot happening over the last two weeks. That Monte was in any way connected to a contract �hit� is unreal to me, but there it is, and I believe that�s what got him killed,� he said flatly as he rose to leave.
�I�ll let you fill in the blanks for Ms. Thayer and Father Lee. See ya� later, I�ve got to get going. Call me and we�ll get together.�
�Wait, I�ll walk out with you,� Andrew offered.
�No, that�s all right. I can find my own way. Besides I saw a guy I think I know, and I�d like to say hello to him on the way out.�
�Okay, thanks for the info,� Andrew said ponderously. �And Jim, take care of yourself.�
Andrew sat back running his fingers through his hair as he thought of Neil Klein and Charlene. He reached for the phone and dialed Neil�s number. He was gratified to hear the deep voice answer.
�Klein.�
�Neil, I took a chance that you might be in your office late. This is Andrew, and I have some news.�
�Andrew, good to hear you, I was working late; what news?� Neil asked in a surprised tone.
�They fished Monte Maxwell out of the river today. Savalza said it looked like an execution. I just thought that you should know we�ve hit another dead-end.�
Neil was silent for a moment then, �Maybe not; remember, Andrew, they�re still watching�take care of yourself. I will call you on Thursday or Friday about the visit to Mrs. Thayer.�
�Thanks, I�ll remember. Talk with you later.�
As he dialed Charlene he realized it seemed natural. The phone rang three or four times before she picked up.
�Hello,� her voice was distinctive and warm. Andrew remembered his first call, there was definitely a change.
�Hi, it�s Andy, how about dinner? I have some news that Savalza dropped on me today that I thought you might like to hear.�
�Yes, very much. About dinner, why don�t you come here and I�ll cook tonight. You get to take potluck, okay?�
�I�d like that, and I�ll risk it. See you between 6:30 and 7:00.�
�That�s perfect. See you then.�
* * *
He arrived at 6:45 and barely rang the bell when she opened the door and ushered him into the living room. Smiling she handed him a newspaper; he noted it was the Everett Daily Herald not the Seattle Times, and offered him a drink. A small fire was burning in the fireplace and she had set some snacks on a table by the sofa. �Very nice,� he commented. �Thanks. I need to read what the competition has to say now and then, and I will take that drink, but make it small.�
�Help yourself then, if you don�t mind. That opens into a bar and there�s ice, soda and whatever else you may want,� she said pointing to a handsome cherry cabinet. �Go ahead and make yourself comfortable while I finish the salad. I�ll join you in a couple of minutes.�
After preparing his drink he followed her into the kitchen. Leaning in the doorway he watched her as she put the finishing touches on a green salad. �Looks good, what else are we eating?�
�I�m about to broil a couple of steaks; I hope that�s all right?� she nervously brushed a wisp of hair away from her face with the back of her hand.
�Great! I like mine medium rare.� He could see her relax slightly as he moved to a chair at the kitchen table where two places had been set. Clearly, she didn�t want dinner to appear to be a very special occasion.
�Do you mind eating in the kitchen?� she asked. �Somehow the dining room seemed too formal.�
�Not at all,� he answered. �The kitchen is fine. Cozy, in fact,� he added tongue in cheek. �I get the feeling that you don�t entertain men alone too often, hmnn?�
He saw her stiffen. �I thought you had information for me from Jim Savalza; why do I sense that I�m being �interviewed�? In answer to your question, no, I don�t, at least not unless there are other people here as well, in which case, we use the dining room,� She said pointedly, �Anything further?�
�No, that answers it, and, yes, you are being interviewed, but,� he paused. �Okay, I will give you Savalza�s news first.� Andrew recounted Jim�s visit to the Times and the news about the discovery of Monte�s body and his believed connection to the murder of George Kelshaw.
Charlene listened intently shaking her head at the conclusions arrived at by Jim and Andrew. �There has to be more to it, there has to be someone else involved; but who? Have you thought to tell your friend �Evan Scott�?� she queried.
�I did, just before I called you; I told him we�d hit another dead-end.�
�What did he say?�
�He cautioned us to be careful; I�m sure he was very interested,� he stated flatly. �Yes, there certainly has to be someone else involved but the trail seems to end with Maxwell and I would suppose that�s by design. Jim is going to wrestle with the problem tonight. Now on a lighter note let�s get to the interview.�
�Be serious, Andrew, what is this �interview� business?� She placed the steaks under the broiler and set a small timer.
�You know at dinner the other night I learned a couple of things about you and Paul and Coleman and his wife. And I got to thinking that since I was on my way to falling in love with you I should know more about you,� he said playfully.
�Stop it, Andrew, please; you shouldn�t say such things even if you are joking;� she quickly looked away avoiding his eyes.
�Sorry, I didn�t mean to make you uncomfortable, but I think you know I�m not joking. Tell me about your life here and now� I know that you�re really involved with the Episcopal Diocese and St. Mark�s Cathedral. Has it always been like that or is it something that occurred after you lost Paul? And hey, don�t burn the steaks!�
She drew a deep breath and pulled the steaks from under the broiler turned them and returned them to the flame. �After I lost Paul I was lost for awhile too. I loved him so much; I didn�t want to believe he wasn�t coming back. It didn�t seem real.
It took some time for me to settle into a different life. I tried going back to work at the University, but there were too many memory connections�so I did a lot of things. Political campaigns, music programs, you name it, I tried it. I even made several trips to San Francisco where we met, going back to special places� trying to find something more of him, some kind of solace I suppose. Nothing helped very much for very long.
�Finally, I went back to church; St. Mark�s became my refuge. We were made for each other; it was a home where I could feel and cry and eventually be lifted spiritually.
�John Leffler was the Dean then and he was such a wonderful friend and and an inspiration. He helped me so much; he had so much wisdom.� She spoke with a quiet passion, �I guess God filled the hole in my life through St. Mark�s.
�As you know I took an interest in some of the outreach ministries of the church and then became active in diocesan affairs; I met Father Ben and the Maritime ministry and the rest is history,� she said simply. �Oh I still have other interests as well, but now I do them because I really want to rather than because they fill a void.�
She removed the steaks, added a b�arnaise sauce and served them.
Andrew was silent waiting for her to be seated. She placed the salad and a small covered dish of dijonaise potatoes on a hot pad, poured two glasses of red wine and took her seat across the table from Andrew. She bowed her head and offered a blessing.
After thanking her profusely for her �potluck� dinner Andrew proceeded to devour his meal eagerly. Between bites he continued to question Charlene about hobbies and interests. �I know you�re active in the Diocese but surely you have other interests�such as ah�� he fumbled.
�Do I like fishing?� She laughed, �Is that what you want to know? Or perhaps riding motorcycles? I don�t do either.� Then she qualified, �I used to fish with my dad, but that was when I was a kid.�
Almost choking, eyebrows raised he echoed, �Fishing? Motorcycles? That really isn�t what I had in mind as interests although there is something to be said for both, it depends��
She continued, ignoring his protests, �But I like to hike and yes, I have a number of interests in the music field. I do love music and I enjoy the symphony, the opera and the ballet. I like jazz and Gershwin; I just like music, all kinds, from the Beatles to Bach,� she said firmly.
�What about politics? How do you feel about politics and politicians?� Andrew probed.
Putting her finger to her cheek and frowning she said somberly, �I think I agree with H. L. Mencken who once said that �any man who calls himself a politician is, thereby, a self-confessed liar, rogue, thief and scoundrel.�
�Ouch! Do you really think that? Did he really say that?�
�So I�ve read,� she said in mock seriousness.
�Seems like you do a lot of interesting reading; maybe we should end this �interview� now.�
�Yes, that�s a very good idea. Oh, did I mention that I also like to read? And, you know, Andrew, Mencken could be wrong.� She laughed as she rose to clear the dishes.
The fire was nearly out by the time they returned to the living room. Andy put another small log on the coals and a flame soon sprang to life and was flickering brightly. They watched quietly seated side by side on the sofa. At last Charlene roused and said, �Tomorrow Brad will be here, I wonder what it will be like seeing him again after all this time. I wonder what he�ll think of the letter,� she mused.
�Yeah, I wonder, too,� he added to her thoughts.
�I almost dread it. I don�t know why exactly; perhaps it�s because of all that has happened with George Kelshaw, the letter and the break-in at the Center, that detective,� alluding to Maxwell, �And everything.� The words were tumbling out, �Is it worth it, Andrew? I can�t tell anymore. Ultimately it won�t change anything.�
�Charlie, you need the answer about Paul. If Coleman can shed some light it will be worth it. Being apprehensive is natural. You know that I want to help in any way that I can; I want that more than anything right now. This whole thing with Kelshaw isn�t over yet, for any of us. Remember what Evan Scott told us and I�m going to be here, trust me.�
They were standing now facing each other, ready to say goodnight when she stepped toward him. His arms went around her and he whispered, �Charlene, let me stay, I don�t want to leave you,� he said shakily.
She nodded pressing her head into his shoulder, �I want you to stay.�
Her bedroom was not the shrine for Paul Thayer that Andrew had imagined it would be. There was a small picture of him with Charlene on her dresser. He was in uniform and she was smiling, obviously at a happier time. Charlie read his thoughts as she watched him study the photo. �That was taken at Carlisle Barracks shortly after we were married.�
�You looked happy.�
�I was, we were.�
�He was a good looking guy.�
�Yes, he was; Andrew, if this is awkward for you I..I,� she stammered, turning away.
�Hey, hey,� half whispering solicitously, he gently took her arm and turned her toward him. �Not awkward; it could never be awkward with you. I�ll leave right now if you want me to, but I hope you don�t.�
�No, oh no.� Her arms were around him. He kissed her again and again, murmuring her name, catching the fragrance of her hair against his cheek.
In bed he found tenderness within himself toward her that he wouldn�t have believed possible. Her passion surprised him and pleased him and when sleep came she rested quietly against him.
Andrew knew he was no longer falling in love with this woman he was already there, how it would play out only God knew, but for now he had found a space of absolute contentment.

Chapter 10

Wednesday, September 24, 1980

It was shortly before 10:00 AM when the non-stop commercial jet landed at SeaTac International and first class passenger Bradley Coleman deplaned. He quickly made his way to the rental car reserved for him and was soon on the way to Seattle.
His reservations had been made at the Olympic Hotel. Brad was given a VIP suite and after briefly freshening up, he telephoned Charlene. They would have lunch at the hotel at 11:30.
Brad placed a call to the law firm of Ramsey and Carr next. �Lyle, I would like to meet with you tomorrow morning, early, say 8:00, I believe we have a great deal to discuss.�
�Of course, General Coleman, 8:00 will be fine. I�ll make certain we have as much time as you need.�
�That�s fine, I�ll be there.� Brad hung up abruptly.
Brad was waiting as Charlene entered the lobby of the gracious old Olympic Hotel. Its quiet elegance was on the verge of a major facelift scheduled for the following year. Still, it radiated the same warm burnished class seen in a hand-rubbed object, made richer by use. Among its past clients it boasted ex-Presidents, Senators and business moguls.
He watched her for a moment or two before greeting her. She looked much the same as the last time he had seen her. Today, however, she was not worn in grief as she had been when he and Olivia had stood beside her as Paul�s coffin was lowered into the grave.
�Charlene,� he exclaimed. �It is so good to see you. You look absolutely wonderful!�
�You look wonderful, too, General,� she said in admiration. �Brad, I think all this work and rank has agreed with you.� she said smiling. �I am very glad to see you; did you have a good flight?�
�Yes, let�s have lunch and then we�ll try to get to the bottom of this sad business,� he announced confidently taking her arm and guiding her toward the dining room.
Charlene looked at Brad. Other than a few more lines around his eyes he really hadn�t changed very much. Brad was a survivor. It was funny that she would think in terms of �survivors�; Paul used to joke about being a survivor. He always said that he had Thayer luck. One of his ancestors had survived the sinking of the Titanic so the myth was born. Like so many myths it ended when Paul died.
Over lunch they enjoyed exchanging information on what had been happening in their lives. He told her that their daughter, Maureen was in Virginia Beach, doing an internship with the State of Virginia�s Department of Natural Resources.
�How interesting. You and Olivia must be terribly proud of her as I�m sure she is of you. The air is quite rarified around you these days, Brad. You have come a long way since�� her voice dropped.
�Yes, Olivia and I are very pleased with Maureen and the course she has chosen. Now I�d like to see her marry well and settle down. But I�m afraid she seems to be attracted to the honest, but poor dedicated young men whose ideals outweigh their bank accounts. I have agreed to let her finish this internship as long as there are no romantic entanglements, so she�s keeping her nose to the grindstone. Olivia is in Virginia Beach visiting her now.
�As for me, yes, Charlene, good fortune has certainly smiled on this not so �old soldier�. Fortunately, I did make right choices along the way,� he continued, verbally preening himself. �I enjoy what I do very much. It�s important work. It�s too bad that we lost Paul when we did. He would have gone far as well, I�m sure. I don�t suppose you have the letter you believe to be from him, with you, do you?�
�No, as a matter of fact, I thought it would be better to let you read it in privacy at my house, I hope you don�t mind,� she stated. She was thinking how pompous Brad had become! Paul would never have been filled with so much self importance if he had lived a hundred more years.
The idea of going to her house pleased Brad. �I think that is an excellent idea.� The more privacy the better, he thought.
Brad followed her; as they entered the house she heard the phone ringing. Running to grab it she had just said �Hello� as Andrew started to hang up.
�Hi, you�re not alone, right?� he asked hearing her voice. �Is everything okay?�
�That�s right and everything is fine, Andrew. My friend General Coleman has just arrived. We just finished lunch and have some things to discuss. Call me later and we can talk then.�
�Maybe I should come over; what do you think?�
�I think not, just call me later.�
�All right, but watch yourself and��
She cut him off, �I will, Andrew. Thank you again, and we�ll talk later, goodbye.�
Coleman was watching her with curiosity. �Do I detect a person of interest Charlene?�
�Just a good friend, Brad,� she said softly, thinking of last night and feeling a slight twinge of guilt for the lie.
�Well, let�s get to this letter, shall we?�
�Of course.� Charlene went to her desk and brought out the letter, opened it and handed it to Brad. She watched his face as he read and reread the letter.
�Who did you say gave you this letter?� Brad asked seriously.
�His name was George Kelshaw, but he didn�t actually give it to me.�
�Tell me about this Kelshaw, who is he?� Brad interjected.
�I don�t know I never met him; he was attacked and stabbed outside the Seattle Seamen�s Center. He died a few hours later.�
�Then how did the letter come to you?� he pressed.
�Father Lee from the Seamen�s Center and Andrew Kincaid were at the hospital with him when he died. It was Andrew who gave the letter to me.�
�Was there anything else?�
�What do you mean?�
�Did he give you anything else?�
�That�s an odd question, Brad, such as what? What are you asking?�
�Never mind, nothing. Did he say anything more about the letter to the men who were with him?� Trying to appear casual Brad continued to quiz her, but it was obvious he was deadly serious.
�No, I don�t think so. You see, Brad, George Kelshaw tried to call me and I hung up on him thinking it was a crank call.�
�I think it was, Charlene�obviously this letter is an attempt to deceive you. Surely you can see that,� he said emphatically.
Charlene was stunned. �I see nothing of the kind � this is unbelievable, Brad. How can you possibly come to that conclusion? I am certain that this is Paul�s hand writing�I would stake my life on it. I could have a handwriting expert look at it for verification, but I don�t think it is necessary,� she said indignantly.
�Now, now, let�s calmly think this through,� Brad tried placating her. �Ask yourself, why after all this time, would some transient show up with this letter from Paul?�
�Why would you think he was a transient, Brad? I didn�t say he was a transient. I am shocked that you would come all this way, read this letter and immediately tell me it is a hoax. Don�t you think I would know Paul�s writing?�
�Charlene, you must realize that I took time from a very tight schedule, squeezed in an extra day because of our long friendship and because I thought there could be a real problem, but you present me with this letter which I have read several times and I can see is clearly fraudulent; I am disappointed that you of all people would be taken in so easily. I always believed you had a good head on your shoulders, but now you seem on the verge of hysteria.�
�It isn�t just Paul, he�s writing about another man, General Chernakov. If it�s a fabrication, what about him?� she asked. Her eyes were wide with surprise at his manner.
�Charlene, if memory serves me correctly, and I�m seldom wrong on military matters, General Pyotr Chernakov was killed in a plane crash in the Soviet Union in or near Siberia. This Kelshaw could have written the letter himself. Be glad he died; he might have caused you more harm; who knows what he really wanted.
�I think you have let your over active imagination run away with you. Perhaps you are still grieving for Paul and if so I would suggest you are in need of some counseling. You must get on with your life, my dear; this kind of thinking is not healthy.�
Charlene looked at him, her face registering dismay and then anger. �How can you say such things to me, Brad? Your dismissal of this letter indicates a total disregard of yours and Paul�s and our friendship. When I called you I didn�t call an Army VIP, I was calling someone whom I gauged as a friend, but I can see things have changed.
�Please don�t let me take any more of your very valuable time, General Coleman; except for the chance to speak with Olivia again, it was pointless.� Her voice was cold as she stood and moved to the hallway and the front door.
Turning to face him she said assertively, �Oh, yes, there is one thing more, I am going to begin the process of having the body that is in Paul�s grave exhumed. It may take an act of Congress, but it�s going to be done! Then we can talk again about the letter being a hoax.�
His face became contorted by rage and pointing his finger close to her face �Don�t even think of doing such a thing, Charlene,� he hissed. �I will see to it that will not happen and you will be branded a foolish hysterical woman who has lost her senses; a pathetic victim of a cruel prank. Whose word do you think will be believed, yours or mine? Leave well enough alone!� he demanded. �Paul is dead. Nothing you can do will change that; but if you persist in this reckless action it is possible you could get hurt. Do I make myself clear?�
�How dare you threaten me�, get out!� she demanded. Not waiting for his reply she held the door open and gestured for him to leave. Wordlessly he pushed past her through the door not looking back.
* * *
Driving back to the Olympic, still furious, he went over their meeting, the letter and the angry exchange that had followed.
The letter is authentic, it has to be; Kelshaw had it with him, but what about the rest of the merchandise? �Damn it!� he swore out loud. �I foolishly used the word transient. She caught it, but she was so angry she went on to other things� Chernakov. She knew he was a General.
Paul�s letter didn�t identify him as a General; there was no mention of rank. So how did she know? She has been talking to someone. Perhaps it was this Andrew Kincaid or someone else. She could be a problem. I don�t want that body exhumed.�
Brad was analyzing angles and planning contingencies. �The best I can do now is damage control. I�ll call her when I get back to the hotel and apologize; she�ll listen for Olivia�s sake. I shouldn�t have lost my temper, but that damned letter and Kelshaw. I wonder if Paul told Charlene anything else�did he mention Lia? It doesn�t matter; Lia�s gone and now so is Kelshaw. What did Kincaid learn about him? When I meet with Lyle I�ll find out about this Kincaid. Something in her voice tells me he could be more than just a good friend.�
At the hotel he hurried to his room, quickly called and reconfirmed his 8:00 AM meeting with Ramsey for the next morning. He ordered ice and soda from room service and after showering he poured himself a large scotch and soda and tried to relax before calling Charlene again.
Dialing her number he got her on the second ring, �Charlene, this is Brad, please don�t hang up��
�What do you want, General?�
The Ice Princess herself, Brad thought to himself. This is going to be a difficult job. �Charlene, I�m so sorry I became angry earlier. I know I said some very harsh things. Your letter was quite a shock to me also; now that I�ve had time to think about it I feel that you could be right�it just may be authentic. I think I would like to take another look at it; that is, if you will let me,� Brad�s voice oozed self deprecation.
�Well, I,� Charlene hesitated, �I don�t think so. I think we should just leave things as they are; you go back to your very demanding life and I�ll work on solving the problem from here. Too much was said today to be swept away by a simple apology, Brad.�
�But, Charlene my dear, I really do want to be of help. You and Olivia and I go back too far to let this afternoon wreck our friendship. Please have dinner with me and let�s see what we can do about this very unfortunate situation.� He then added, �For Olivia�s sake.�
�No, Brad, perhaps tomorrow, but not tonight. I need some time. I�ll call you in the morning. If I do agree to see you again, it will be for Olivia�s sake.�
�Charlene, I completely understand. I have an early morning appointment, so let me call you when I get back in. Thank you for at least listening to my apology; please believe it is sincere.� He heard the phone click as she hung up. �Bitch!� he muttered.
* * *
Still angry, Charlie went to the kitchen; she would make some tea. Tea always seemed a reasonable way of calming oneself. She was having difficulty comprehending Brad�s mercurial behavior. In some ways he seemed like the same old Brad, but there was the pompousness and she had never seen him so angry before; maybe those characteristics were always there. She argued with herself as she poured the water over the tea. The phone rang once, twice; she picked it up on the third ring.
She was glad to hear Andrew�s voice. �Hi, how are you? How did your meeting with Coleman go?�
�Not too well, I�m afraid. We had a serious disagreement and he threatened me. I asked him to leave and now I�m trying to cool down.� Her voice sounded slightly shaky.
�Threatened you? How? I�m coming over!� he was alarmed and angry.
�No, no Andrew, it�s all right now. Brad just called a few minutes ago to apologize.�
�Did you accept?�
She smiled at the impatience in his voice. �No, not at first, but I listened. He mentioned our friendship and my closeness with Olivia; I told him I would sleep on it and talk with him tomorrow.�
Andrew said something inaudible. �I want to see you,� he insisted. �I want to know about this disagreement you had with Coleman.�
�Andy, I�m fine, but come if you want to. I would like to see you too and talk about today. Are you sure you have the time? Don�t you have a show?�
�Very sure, show�s recorded today. I�ll be there shortly.�
It was 4:00 when Andrew parked in front of the Thayer bungalow. He noticed her face was flushed as she opened the door.
�Come in, I made some tea; want some?� She asked. Her hand was shaking slightly as she poured a cup not waiting for him to accept.
�I guess I do,� he smiled. �Coleman really got to you didn�t he?�
�Yes, it shows doesn�t it?� she smiled gesturing for him to take a chair across the table from her, setting the tea on the table in front of him.
�A little; are you still upset?�
�Better now,� she said in a clipped phrase and then went on. �It was a strange meeting; I don�t really know what I expected Brad to do or say. But I never expected him to say the letter was phony.�
�He said it was phony?�
�Yes, but before that he asked about George Kelshaw and if he had given me anything else.�
�Such as what?� Andrew leaned forward. �Did he say what else he was asking about?�
�No, but he asked if Mr. Kelshaw had said anything else about the letter to the men who were with him when he died, you and Father Ben.
Then he said that the letter was a hoax and that I was fortunate that he had died.�
�Strange comment,� Andrew muttered. �What about the threat? How did that come about?�
�I told him that I would have the body that was in Paul�s grave exhumed and he�� She shook her head. �I�ve never seen Brad so angry! If I hadn�t been so angry myself I might have been a little frightened. But he made me so mad!�
Andrew couldn�t help smiling. He was struck by the fact that she wasn�t cowed by a top level general and held her own in the face of a threat.
�He told me that I could get hurt if I tried to exhume the body and that I would be made to look ridiculous. That I should leave well enough alone. Well, I won�t! I will find out! Anyway he called a short time later to apologize and I think he really was sincere.�
�What did he mean you could get hurt?� Andrew asked on a serious note.
�I don�t know, he didn�t say. But in fairness he really didn�t have time to explain; I told him to leave.�
�I wish I�d been here; he�d be picking himself up off the floor.�
�I don�t know, Andrew; he�s in pretty good shape,� she laughed.
�Come here.� He caught her hand and pulled her toward him.
�No, drink your tea. It will calm your nerves.� Still smiling she gently pulled her hand away.
�I don�t want any tea, and my nerves are just fine. Are you going to see him again?� He asked impatiently.
�I told him we would talk in the morning. I don�t know yet, but I am inclined to accept his apology. It could work to my advantage to do so. He said he acted in haste. I don�t really want to lose my friendship with Olivia or with Brad for that matter.�
�Okay, let�s go for a drive and talk about it, maybe find a bite to eat somewhere.�
�I�ll get my coat.� She said eagerly.
�I have an idea, let�s head over to West Seattle to the Beach Broiler and grab a bite and then go to my place.�
She looked at him quizzically. �Do you think that�s a very good idea?�
�The best,� he responded.

Chapter 11

Thursday, September 25, 1980
Lyle Ramsey had arrived in his office at 7:30 AM shortly after Connie Porter. She had already prepared coffee and juice and made a stop at a French bakery for croissants and pastry. A side table had been set with plates, silver and napkins. Lyle was appreciative. �What would I do without you, Connie; you second guess my every need.�
She smiled, �Thank you, Mr. Ramsey, I try. I know that you and General Coleman will not wish to be disturbed, so I thought I would take care of this ahead of time. He will be here at 8:00?�
�Yes�
�Do you need anything else?�
�No, I think you have everything covered, and thank you again, Connie.� He knew she would guard their privacy faithfully.
�You are most welcome, Mr. Ramsey!� It pleased her to please Lyle.
Promptly at 8:00 AM the polished elevator doors opened and General Bradley Coleman stepped into the reception area of Ramsey & Carr. Connie greeted him and escorted him to Lyle�s private office where she poured their coffee then excused herself.
�Good morning, General. It�s good to see you again.� The two men shook hands and proceeded to take advantage of Connie�s repast.
�Let�s get down to business, Lyle. I suppose you know what I wish to discuss with you?�
�I�m sure it�s the Kelshaw matter,� Lyle replied
�That�s right,� Brad told him. �I need to hear everything that�s happened, and if you were able to acquire the merchandise since we last talked and, if not, why not?� Brad went on �Also, I want to know if we are covered on this entire matter.�
Lyle quickly brought Brad up to date on all that had happened since Kelshaw was murdered and the unsuccessful attempts to find any of Kelshaw�s personal effects. �The two who were hired to take care of Kelshaw are dead, as is their employer. There is no trail leading to me or anyone else.�
�You are certain?� Brad asked tersely.
�Absolutely,� Lyle assured him. �I understand from my sources that the police are treating Kelshaw�s death as a mugging and robbery. The two who attacked him were window washers who were killed in a fall when the cables on their scaffolding gave out thirty stories above the street,� he continued, �It is also my understanding that the detective who employed them to kill Kelshaw met with a tragic accident while on a Sunday evening drive.� Lyle smiled at Brad. �The loose ends surrounding Kelshaw have all been tied.�
�Good,� Brad grunted, �We can�t have any slip-ups in that area.�
�Now,� Lyle went on, �About the merchandise, Brad, as I told you, every avenue was taken to find it. I understand that Kelshaw came off the Tsein-Maru with only the clothes on his back�no sea bag, nothing. My theory is that Kelshaw either left the country without the merchandise or perhaps he left it on the ship.�
�Hmm,� Brad stood up and paced back and forth as he listened and considered Lyle�s report.
Continuing, Lyle recounted the break-in at the Seamen�s Center and the search of Father Ben�s office, then the police Property Room and, lastly, Andrew Kincaid�s apartment.
�Lyle, tell me about this Andrew Kincaid; his name has come up in another context.�
�He is a political columnist and reporter for the Seattle Times. He has a daily program on radio station KGM where he discusses preset topics built around current events and then takes listener phone calls and comments on the air. He is quite popular and politically is considered a comer.
�Why do you ask about Kincaid? I can tell you both Kincaid and the priest were ruled out after a thorough search of the Center and Kincaid�s apartment,� Lyle stated. �I�m certain that if Kincaid or Father Lee had anything that belonged to Kelshaw, they would have turned it over to the police. But there was nothing in Police Property.�
�Did your source know of any other contacts that Kelshaw may have had before he was killed?�
�No, and I believe he was quite sure there weren�t any. Why are you asking, Brad?�
�Could this Kincaid be a problem?�
�It depends; he could be if he had some evidence of a story. He has his nose in a lot of things, including some of my business. He was at the hospital with the priest when Kelshaw died. That was why we gave special attention to searching his apartment. There wasn�t anything there and logically there would be no reason for him to have anything of Kelshaw�s. No, Brad, I doubt that Kincaid ever talked with Kelshaw. From what I can determine he went to the hospital to help Father Lee who is a close friend of his.�
Brad was silent for a moment or so thinking of the letter to Charlene Thayer, but said nothing. Then he said, �I�m sure, Lyle, that you did everything that could possibly be done to get the merchandise. You got the more important job done, the disposition of Kelshaw. I�ll be in town for a few days and I will be in touch with you again before I leave. You know I�m staying at the Olympic if you need to reach me.�
The two men shook hands. Lyle walked Brad to the elevators.
�We�ll be in touch again before I leave, I�m sure,� Brad reiterated as the elevator doors closed.
* * *
After seeing Ramsey, Brad was worried. �To hell with anything Kelshaw might have had on him. Right now, he thought, �I may have another problem; Andrew Kincaid. I have to stop Charlene from dredging up the past. I know how headstrong she can be, and now with Kincaid helping. I�ve got to find out what she knows and where she got her information and what her relationship is with this Kincaid. I wonder if she let him read Paul�s letter. I must convince her of my apology.�
After checking to see if there were any messages at the front desk Brad returned to his suite deciding to set the stage and call Olivia. He checked the time, it was mid afternoon in Virginia Beach; he might reach her at Maureen�s apartment. He needed to talk with her.
�Hello, Olivia? Thank God I got you! We really need to talk.�
�Brad? What has happened? You sound,� she paused, �unsettled.�
�I am somewhat,� Brad explained, in a calmer voice. �It�s Charlene, Olivia; we had a serious disagreement yesterday. It centered on the problem she called me about. I won�t go into all of it, but I fear Charlene could be close to a break down.�
�Oh Brad, no! She has always been so strong and rational. I can�t believe it. What happened?�
�Olivia, I tried to reasonably help her work through the problem, which is due largely to an over reaction to something that has happened. We had lunch and then went to her home to discuss the situation in privacy. After hearing her concerns, I tried taking a calm logical approach to the problem. She became very angry and almost irrational; quite honestly she asked me to leave, and although I later called and tried to apologize, I don�t think she believed I was sincere or that my apology was genuine.
�I�m at a loss, my dear. I thought I should let you know how things are.� He spoke in a somber tone waiting for Olivia�s response.
�Brad, there must be some way to get through to her. I�ve never known Charlene to be irrational about anything. Please try; would it help if I called her?�
�No, not now,� he paused. �This may take a little more diplomacy than I had anticipated. I plan to see her again tomorrow, that is, if she will agree; I�ll know more then and I�ll call you after we have spoken.�
�This must be very stressful for you, Brad dear, but I know you will do your best. I have every confidence in you.� Olivia�s voice was filled with love and sympathy.
�Thank you, Olivia; I�ll be in touch in a day or so. Tell Maureen hello for me and give her my love. Goodbye now.�
�Goodbye, dear.�
Brad smiled to himself. He was satisfied that he had covered any possible disconnect that might occur should Charlene decide to call Olivia. Now he could focus on the task of dealing with the problem.
His call to Charlene went better than he had dared to expect. �Charlene, I hope you believe that Olivia and I want to do our very best to be of help to you in any kind of distress you may be experiencing. Olivia was very troubled when I told her of our disagreement yesterday and that you might not accept my apology.�
�Oh Brad, I wish you hadn�t told her, of course, I accept your apology. You were right; we mustn�t let a disagreement ruin our friendship,� Charlene said earnestly.
�Good! Then you�ll have dinner with me and we can begin to get to the bottom of this whole thing. I�ll meet you in the lobby at 7:30 tonight and bring the letter. I want very much to read it again.�
�Fine, I�ll be there and I will bring the letter.�
* * *
Charlene was in the lobby of the Olympic at 7:25 and Brad was already there waiting with a small bouquet of violets.
He handed them to Charlene, �These are for you as a peace offering,� he said apologetically. �As I recall you liked violets.�
�Why thank you, Brad, I�m surprised you remembered. They�re beautiful and I appreciate your thoughtfulness, but there�s no need of a peace offering,� she said graciously.
Over dinner Brad went over the letter once again. �Yes,� Brad said thoughtfully. �This could be Paul�s handwriting now that I look at it again. There is one thing I wonder if you would clear up for me. Paul didn�t mention Chernakov�s rank. How did you know he was a General?�
�Why, ah, I don�t really know for sure,� she faltered, �it may have been Andrew Kincaid.� She had nearly said Evan Scott, but caught herself, �My newspaper friend� radio and newspaper; you remember, Brad, he called while we were at the house. Yes, yes, I remember it was Andrew.�
�I see. Then you told him about the letter?�
�I think I told you that Andrew gave the letter to me. Yes, he knows what is in the letter. He has been very helpful to me. Now I have a question for you, Brad. How did you have access to Paul�s personal belongings a year before he died?� Charlene looked at Brad expectantly.
�Assuming this letter is authentic, as it seems to be, I can tell you, Charlene. When Paul was killed, or when we thought he had been killed, his belongings were in his quarters. I naturally gathered up personal items I was sure he wanted you to have. If this is true, the person we all assumed was Paul was not. And why would we not continue in that assumption�we heard nothing from him�until now.�
�I understand,� she said nodding her head. �Of course, that was why the letter was such a shock to you as well. I�m sorry, Brad, that I was thoughtless of your feelings.� She raised her eyes to meet his, �I do not intend to give up until I learn the truth about what happened to my husband,� she declared firmly.
Brad knew it was useless to say any more. �I want to help you all that I can, Charlene. You are a remarkable woman and friend,� he said, while thinking, and a foolish one.
�You�ll never know how much I appreciate your change of heart, Brad. Together I�m sure we can get to the bottom of this mystery.�
�It could be a big task,� Brad answered. �When I get back to Washington I will begin looking into the matter thoroughly. We will have to examine the records; everything back to Saigon.�
�And I will talk to Andrew; perhaps he can help from this end to get the wheels in motion toward having the body exhumed that is buried in Paul�s grave. He has the necessary political contacts,� she said eagerly. She was pleased to think Brad was moved to help her.
Brad looked at her in consternation, and said firmly, �Let�s take this one step at a time, Charlene. First, let me see what I can find out. The body isn�t going anywhere. When the time is right we will get an order to have it exhumed. And let�s go through proper military channels, shall we? I know that Paul would want that.�
She nodded in agreement, �Of course you�re right, he would. Thank you, Brad. I can�t tell you what this means to me.�
�Shall we call it a night, my dear; I must call Olivia and let her know how things have turned out.�
�So late? Oh it�s not really all that late; give her my love and tell her I will be in touch shortly. Goodnight, Brad, and thank you again.�
�Goodnight, Charlene, drive home carefully.� He rose to help her with her coat and walked her through the lobby to the door. She embraced him briefly before going out.
In many ways he hoped this could turn out differently; he genuinely liked Charlene. Better not get sentimental, he told himself. He made his way into the hotel bar found a quiet table and ordered a night cap.
He sat thinking of how he would deal with Charlene, knowing her determination. He knew realistically he could stall her for a few weeks or possibly months. The wheels of government grind slowly and he could plead paperwork, but he also knew she would not accept �red tape� as an excuse for long. �I am going to have to make a decision soon. There�s too much at stake. She obviously accepted my explanation about Paul�s personal items and the fact that I didn�t see him again�but there�s Kelshaw.�
* * *
By the time Andrew had finished his broadcast and cleaned up some paper work, it was 7:45 PM. Knowing Coleman and Charlene would be at dinner at the Olympic, he had deliberately taken his time at the station with the intention of checking on the situation before the evening was over.
He wanted a first hand look at Coleman and he didn�t want Charlene to be aware of his presence; newspaper in hand he chose a comfortable chair in the lobby where he could unobtrusively watch the comings and goings of the diners.
He observed Charlene and Brad as they exited the dining room and said goodnight noting the embrace she had initiated. �Looks like things went better tonight,� he mused.
He followed Brad into the bar and waited as he was seated and had ordered a drink. Brad�s thoughts were interrupted by the man who slid into the chair opposite him.
�General Coleman?�
Brad looked up in surprise, �Who the devil are you?�
�Andrew Kincaid is my name�it�s time we talked.�
So this is Kincaid he thought. �You�re a friend of Charlene Thayer, am I correct?�
�You are correct and it was my impression that you were supposed to be her friend as well. I know she met with you to discuss the letter from her husband that George Kelshaw carried. To say she was disappointed by the first meeting would be an understatement.�
�Go on,� Brad urged. �What else do you know?�
�I know that you told her the letter was a fraud and that when she didn�t buy it you turned ugly and threatened her. I think you should know that there are at least three other people including me, who believe it is genuine,� he added, �There was a fourth but he�s dead.�
Brad sat back and studied his antagonist. �And just who are the other two people? And I also might ask what evidence would you, who never met Paul Thayer, have that would support your theory?�
�I�m afraid I�m not at liberty to tell you that, General. Right now I want to talk about Charlene. She means a great deal to a number of people, myself included, who don�t want her threatened in any way. She�s already been through enough!�
�I�m curious, Mr. Kincaid, what is your relationship with Mrs. Thayer?� emphasizing her married name, Brad asked with some disdain. �Is this protective interest of yours purely platonic or is there some other more personal agenda?�
�I don�t think that is any of your business.� Andrew was on his feet looking down at Brad who calmly remained seated. �I just want you to be aware that she has friends who care about her and who will help her do what she has to do to find out what happened to her husband. With that said, I�ll bid you goodnight, General.�
�You know, Kincaid,� he said derisively, ignoring Andrew�s closure, �You could be playing in a game that�s way over your head.�
Andrew turned and looked squarely into Brad�s eyes. �We�ll see,� he said confidently. �Don�t try to intimidate me, Coleman, it won�t work; I especially don�t like bullies, in uniform or out,� he added.
�The power of the press not withstanding, don�t over play your hand, Kincaid,� Brad said coolly. �But I�ll give you a �gift,� I could wait and let Mrs. Thayer tell you this, but what the hell; there are still four people who believe the letter is authentic. In fact, tonight at dinner I told Charlene that I, too, agreed that it was genuine and that I would do everything I could to help her find answers to her questions.� Then adding a footnote he said smiling in mock pleasantry, �I am very glad that she has such good friends, as in you.�
Andrew stood his ground, �You just keep that in mind, and let me leave you with this thought, General. I would take it very personally if you should cause her any more unpleasantness. Goodnight again.�
* * *
Brad was thoughtful as he entered his suite and prepared for bed. It was too late to call Olivia, but he would do that first thing in the morning. He was thinking overall it had been a profitable day.
He thought about Kelshaw and the information he carried. It hadn�t surfaced in Bangkok; but his contacts there had informed him it was in Kelshaw�s possession. If it came with him, where is it? Based on Ramsey�s information everyone who could have had it has been ruled out. Ramsey could be right; Kelshaw could have stashed it somewhere. It didn�t come ashore with anyone else, he was certain. Kelshaw is dead. If it�s on the ship he won�t be going back to get it.
He was satisfied with his encounter with Andrew Kincaid�it was evident that everything Charlene knew she had passed on to Kincaid.
His mind went into overdrive; the old excitement of the hunter instinct and blood scent was rising in Brad. �So I don�t intimidate him; we�ll see, Mr. Kincaid. You may be surprised.� Kincaid had thrown down the gauntlet; Brad wasn�t sure of the details, but he was certain of the outcome. It would be almost as satisfactory as the outcome with George Kelshaw.
* * *
It had been a long and stimulating day and Brad was very tired; almost immediately upon getting into bed he fell into a deep sleep. He dreamed about Lia�she was standing by his bed laughing, taunting him, beckoning to him to follow her. When she turned to face him he was horrified to see her face covered with red dirt and blood as she had looked when he last laid eyes on her lying dead beside the road on the way to Bien Hoa.
He screamed as he woke up; his heart was pounding and he was in a cold sweat. Turning on the light on the bedside table, he got out of bed to fix himself a drink. His hands were shaking causing the ice to chatter in the glass before he added the liquor.
�My God, what a nightmare�!� He hadn�t thought of Lia for a very long time and this dream frightened him. �It�s all this Kelshaw business,� he muttered trying to reassure himself that was what brought her back to his consciousness. He was having trouble regaining his composure. Still shaken he finished his drink and glanced at his watch, 3:30��I�ve got to get some sleep,� he said.
The drink was beginning to have its effect. Turning out the light he closed his eyes and again drifted into a troubled sleep.
The voice was clear� he could hear it plainly, as though someone was in the next room calling his name. No, it couldn�t be he couldn�t see anyone; it was as though the room was filled with fog. Then he saw the figure, but it wasn�t Lia. It was George Kelshaw holding something in his hand. Brad tried to speak but he couldn�t; he had no voice. Kelshaw was standing over him nodding his head and saying, �Traitor�� Over and over he repeated �Traitor��
Once again Brad screamed, �Noooo!� He was sitting bolt upright in bed, heart pounding, sweating and shaking like a leaf. He was gasping for breath; what was going on? He hadn�t had nightmares for years and now, tonight. It was too much. It was 4:30 AM and it was hopeless to try to sleep anymore. He called room service and ordered coffee. �I�ll call Olivia; I need to hear her voice.� He dialed and reality returned as she answered, �Hello.�
�Olivia, I�ll be home on Saturday. I�ll let you know what flight I�ll be on; please meet me.�
�Brad dear, what�s the matter? Of course, I�ll meet you. Just let me know when.�
�I will as soon as I know.�
Now fully awake and once again in command of his reason, Brad felt slightly foolish. �It was only a damned dream,� he told himself. �Olivia, I have a few arrangements to make before leaving Seattle. I should wind it all up today. I will call you again later. Thank you, my dear, for standing by. Oh, by the way, I had dinner with Charlene last evening and things have worked out to both our satisfaction. I thought you�d like to know.�
Olivia Coleman pondered the phone call. Her husband sounded strange at first; then looking at the clock she realized it was only 5:15 in the morning in Seattle. �He was up so early; he must have slept poorly� toward the end of the call he did sound better,� she mused. Still she was troubled.

Chapter 12

Friday, September 26, 1980
Andrew was at the Times at 6:30 AM and had placed a call to Neil Klein while the news room was still relatively quiet. �I called to tell you about Coleman�s visit and I wanted to know if you have opened Aunt Martha�s luggage.�
�Yes, Andrew,� Neil replied. �We�ve sent a number of things to the cleaners and are waiting for them to come back. How was the General�s visit?�
�It was very interesting,� Andrew told him. �As was expected, I was not involved in the meetings. Before we get into that though, you told me that Coleman had had a liaison with a Eurasian woman in Saigon. Will you give me her name? I want to do a little digging on my own.�
Neil was silent for a moment and then replied, �Ordinarily I would not be able to tell you her name, but it doesn�t matter now because she�s dead.�
�Really?� Andrew was surprised. �How?�
�It appears she was murdered. Her body was found outside of Saigon; she had been shot several times� her name was Lia Dupre�. You can no doubt get the story through some of your sources. It would have happened early 1970, possibly in March or April or so.� Neil went on. �Her family was well known. Her father was French and the family had Paris connections. In fact, the story might have been carried by Paris newspapers. Now back to Ms. Thayer�s meeting with Coleman.�
�Thanks for the info, Neil, I owe you; okay, the meeting, well, the first one on Wednesday was pretty tense. Coleman told Charlene that the letter was phony. When she didn�t buy it and told him she was going to have the body in Paul�s grave exhumed, Coleman got very nasty and threatened her.�
�Threatened her?� Neil interrupted. �How?�
Andrew quickly said, �The threat was non-specific, but she held her own quite well and told him to leave��
�She threw him out?� Neil interrupted again.
�Yes,� Andrew affirmed. �He later called and apologized and changed his tune saying that the letter could be genuine. He talked her into meeting with him again last night for dinner at the Olympic.�
�I wish I could have been there. So she met him again; did that go better?�
�I would say it did, at least she was smiling when she left. Oh, I didn�t mention it, but I was in the lobby keeping tabs on things. I decided that the General and I would have a little talk later, which we did.�
Neil smiled a little grimly to himself and thought, typical reporter� �What prompted you to do that, Andrew?�
�My natural curiosity, I wanted to meet him and let him know that there was someone not willing to stand by and let him bully Charlene Thayer.�
Neil remarked, �Sounds as though Ms. Thayer can hold her own pretty well.
�What is your impression of Coleman, Andrew?�
�I don�t like or trust him. He�s tough and powerful, as I would expect him to be, but he�s playing games with Charlene. He told her he now believed the letter to be authentic. Personally, I think the letter is causing him a lot of heartburn; it�s not clear why. And it�s also not clear why he told Charlene that he didn�t know Kelshaw; you and I both know he did. Why lie about it?�
�He knew George Kelshaw very well.� Neil said firmly. �I can only begin to speculate on why he�d lie, and if he�s having discomfort about the letter, there must be a connection.�
�When I confronted him,� Andrew went on, �he warned me to back off; he told me I could be getting in over my head.
�In his words, �the power of the press and so on and so on�� blah blah.�
Neil cautioned, �Be careful, Andrew, he could be a formidable enemy. That goes for Mrs. Thayer as well even though she thinks of him as a friend. I believe I should give her a call. Can you arrange to have her at the Seamen�s Center on Sunday afternoon for a call at 2:00 PM your time?�
Andrew was puzzled. �Why the Seamen�s Center?�
�Because yours and her phones may not be secure,� he answered.
�You�re kidding!�
�No, Andrew, I�m sorry. I don�t kid about such things. Not only your phones, but your homes could be bugged also. For the time being, let�s not take any chances. Give your friend Savalza a �heads up� on this. If he checks it out and finds something, tell him to leave everything as is. We don�t want it known we are onto them yet.�
�Are you coming back?� Andrew was suddenly eager to have some reinforcements.
�George�s funeral will be on Wednesday� perhaps after that. Don�t worry,� he said reassuringly, �Just be careful. There are some things developing here. Let me know about the Sunday call to the Center. Take care.�
�I will and you too,� Andrew told him.
Andrew placed a call to Jim Savalza and was told he was out until late afternoon. His curiosity about Coleman was rising, he pondered the reason he came to Seattle.
�I�ll do a little investigative work starting at the Olympic� maybe I�ll find a talkative desk clerk and ask some questions,� he said to no one in particular while pulling on his coat. �Or maybe I�ll just ask a few questions of the General himself.�
* * *
Neil had just concluded his conversation with Andrew when there was a knock on the door. His colleague, CIA Agent, Fred Wellman, stuck his head in.
�Do you have some time?� Wellman asked. �There�s something in Aunt Martha�s luggage you should see,� he said scratching his head as he led Neil toward the code room.
Over a period of years Fred Wellman and Neil Klein had developed a rapport that happened as the result of Neil finding himself at odds with the higher echelons in the State Department over the disposition of the POW/MIA question as it pertained to the proposed and final peace negotiations.
Fred Wellman had been the key CIA contact regarding the Chernakov defection. He had worked closely with Klein when word came through Kelshaw of the failure to rescue Paul Thayer and Pyotr Chernakov.
Because of the loss of CIA personnel missing from Site 85, Wellman�s office was also frustrated with governmental policy in delving deeper into the matter of prisoners captured in Laos. Wellman and Klein�s mutual tie became George Kelshaw.
Fred Wellman was a Montanan. Born in Butte in 1930 of Welsh parentage, he had grown up around hardy men and women whose lives held little luxury. His father had been an assayer for the Anaconda Copper Company. When the company ran into hard times in the late twenties and thirties, his father took the family savings and bought a small ranch in a valley outside of Butte near a town known as Whitehall. The ranch was never as successful as some of the larger spreads, but raising and selling beef cattle supplied the wherewithal for Fred to become college educated. He spent two years at the School of Mines in Butte and later on went to Missoula and the University of Montana where he graduated with honors.
He had a keen analytical mind and at one time had leaned toward a career in teaching in the mining industry specifically. But airplanes and flying had owned Fred since he was a youngster. Getting his pilot�s license at 17 only delayed his long time passion. With college behind him and after passing a rigorous physical for the United States Navy he was sent to Pensacola, Florida for flight training where he would embark on a career as a Naval Aviator.
During his time in the Navy he learned to fly everything from fixed wing to jets and helicopters. Later as a Lieutenant Commander he was assigned to Naval Intelligence and recruited by the CIA.
In 1965 while doing air reconnaissance over Laos, his plane was shot down and he bailed out over the Plain of Jars. Fortunately, Fred was quickly rescued by a Hmong General who would later become a key figure in the CIA�s mission in Laos.
By the time he returned to Saigon, he was well acquainted and convinced of the �Domino Theory� and its implications for Southeast Asia.
Now at 50 he kept his medium build in shape. His dark hair was sprinkled with gray at the temples and his blue-gray eyes looked out through horn-rimmed glasses giving him a bookish appearance. He had quietly risen in the CIA because of his meticulous attention to detail. Decisions were made only after he had examined the facts thoroughly and learning all he could about a situation.
The Agency had relied heavily on Wellman�s analytical talent and intuition for second-guessing the Soviet and Chinese aspirations in Southeast Asia.
Inside the code room Wellman removed his coat and loosened his tie as he strode toward a partially glass-enclosed office where two technicians were busily punching data into computers. He shut the door and turning to Neil spoke cautiously, �We�ve matched a number of names that were listed as MIAs with names in the packet that are identified as POWs being held when Kelshaw acquired this information.
�It�s clear in looking at some of the names that the information must have come from Chernakov. It also coincides with the rumors of Americans being moved into China and into Soviet bloc countries. First analyses of the names indicate they were mostly pilots, technicians and some of our people,� Wellman said flatly, our, meaning intelligence personnel.
�There�s also a list of names of Americans that Chernakov interviewed in a prison camp in Kwangsi, China. They were to be moved out, but we�re unsure what the destination might have been.�
Neil shook his head as he looked over the list of names. �Too bad we didn�t have the opportunity to interview Chernakov; as it is he managed to provide us with some very important information. Five of these names were our guys from Site 85.�
�Do you think anyone is still alive?� asked one of the computer techs.
�Who knows� it would depend on who has them, if they were injured and what kind of treatment they got or are getting. From some of the information on interrogation techniques we received preliminarily from Chernakov, it might be better if they weren�t alive now,� Wellman responded.
�What else do you have for me?� Neil asked somberly.
�Some coded information that we�re working on that probably came originally from the Soviets, and,� Wellman drew a sharp breath and with a puzzled look, said cautiously, �This piece is where it gets peculiar. It�s obvious that it�s in some type of code from Kelshaw, but so far it�s not clear. I thought you might have an idea. There�s reference to (LRRH).�
Neil looked at the computer screen. (LRRH) and then, the phrase BBW has left the forest. He noted that LRRH had been enclosed by parenthesis. Neil studied for a moment then looking at Fred with mild amusement said, �I believe that BBW means Big Bad Wolf.�
�Big Bad Wolf?� Wellman asked incredulously. �Come On!�
�Yes,� Neil answered, seriously now. �George and I had a running joke; when I began my assignment in the Office of Intelligence, he�d ring me up for lunch or whatever and would often refer to me as Little Red Riding Hood, telling me to watch out for the Big Bad Wolf on the way to our meeting place. Later, there were a few times when one or the other of us had to be careful about something and the admonition of watch out for the Big Bad Wolf would be used.
�Fred,� Neil said quietly, �George believed in simplicity; crazy as this may seem, I think he might have been using Little Red Riding Hood to tell us something. What do you remember about Little Red Riding Hood?�
�Other than the wolf eating Grandma, not much,� Fred responded.
�We need a copy of Little Red Riding Hood.�
Wellman moved aside as Neil reached for the desk phone. He was looking at Neil in stunned silence as Neil called his secretary Nancy to locate the story for them.
�Say again! I thought you asked me to locate the story of Little Red Riding Hood!�
�I did, Nancy, please, as soon as you can, find it.�
�All right, I�ll do my best,� she said as she left to carry out her errand.
�Come on, Fred, humor me. I haven�t gone over the edge here,� Neil assured his colleague. �If I�m right, George gave us information in a way that no one else would decipher.�
�Wellman nodded, �Okay, but in the meantime I�m going back to my office and the real world. I used to think it was weird over there,� Fred smiled referring to CIA at Langley. �Call me when the code book arrives.�
�I don�t think it should be too long,� Neil cautioned. �Stay loose and think of everything you can remember about Little Red Riding Hood.�
�I�ll do that,� Fred assured him as he reached for his jacket and opened the door. Looking back at Neil he stopped, half smiling he shook his head as he left the code room.
Several hours later Nancy entered Neil�s office with a tattered children�s book saying, �You will never know how hard it is to find a decent copy of Grimm�s Fairy Tales.�
Taking it out of her hand Neil gave a sigh of obvious relief. �I appreciate your effort, Nancy. Thank you, and for what its worth, this book will probably get harder to find as time goes on,� he said casually.
Neil picked up the phone. �Wellman, let�s get together and read Little Red Riding Hood. Nancy found a copy. I�ll meet you back here and we�ll see what we come up with.�
Fred and Neil along with the two computer techs settled into the office in the code room and began the strange task. Neil started reading the fairy tale aloud. Half way through he handed the book to Fred to complete while he made a few notes. Finally, Fred looked up as he closed the book on the last page he read and commented,
�Well, we�re finished reading.�
�Yes,� Neil answered, �Now for the hard work.�
�First let�s look at our characters and their activities. We have Mother who sends Little Red Riding Hood off to Grandma�s house with a basket of goodies.�
Wellman continued, �We have Big Bad Wolf and Grandma who we have already mentioned, and at the end there is the Hunter.�
One of the techs spoke up. �We should consider some possible symbols as well. For example, there are the woods or forest and Grandma�s house that the story says is under three big oak trees. If the guy was trying to tell us something, those items could be important.�
�Right!� the other tech was quickly entering data on his keyboard. �There are some other interesting items as well. Notice that Red trusts the wolf at first; the story says she doesn�t know how rotten he is. It also says that he (the wolf) walks along the path with her. Then later there�s the disguise he uses to trap her and Grandma.�
Fred Wellman was studying as they began to tear the story apart. Looking at Neil he said, �You knew Kelshaw; who do you believe he was talking about using this story? Is he Little Red Riding Hood? Who is Big Bad Wolf?�
�I don�t know yet,� offered Neil. �Let�s back up and look at the mission. Thayer and Kelshaw were tasked from Saigon to Laos to gather intelligence on Site 85, Phou Pha Thi. That was their cover. It had been arranged for Thayer to go on to meet Chernakov at a designated location and escort him to safety. Suppose Thayer is Little Red Riding Hood��
�That would make Chernakov most likely Grandma,� Wellman added. �It might fit; look at the rest of the story. Mother could be HQ, the Agency or even higher,� he said with finality. �Now then, who is Big Bad Wolf and who is the Huntsman?�
Neil responded, �Let�s talk about the wolf�s characteristics; he had big teeth (the better to eat you); he had big ears (the better to hear you); big eyes (the better to see you) and he had big hands (the better to grab you).�
�And don�t forget,� interrupted the tech, �He walked along the path with Red.�
�Right,� Neil agreed. �So our BBW is powerful and knowledgeable and can do some serious harm; the big hands could mean that he has, or had, a large sphere of influence and,� he paused, �If he walked the path with LRRH it might mean he was there from the beginning and/or was someone that Red Riding Hood trusted.
�We know in the story that Grandma is old and sick; in other words Grandma is vulnerable. Chernakov would certainly be vulnerable and since he carried information from USSR and China to the United States, the three oak trees could be symbolic of the three powerful countries.
�The meeting place for Thayer and Chernakov could be Grandma�s house where they fell into the trap BBW set for them,� Neil ruminated.
Neil looked at the techs, �You guys keep going with the story. Fred, I think we�ve done enough here for today; what do you say we digest what we have and give it some more thought? In particular, we should examine the phrase BBW has left the forest. I have an idea.�
�I agree,� Fred replied. �I�m late for a meeting, so tomorrow morning early works for me.�
* * *
9:30 AM
When Charlene woke on Friday morning she knew she must call Olivia Coleman after her meeting with Brad the previous evening. She wanted to choose her words carefully knowing Brad had told Olivia of their disagreement. She picked up the telephone and placed the call.
�Hello, Livy, it�s Charlene. I had to let you know how well things have turned out. I had dinner with Brad last evening and he has agreed to help me get to the bottom of the mystery; he now believes that the letter that I received from Paul was indeed authentic. There�s so much to tell you. It has been such a nightmare with all this Kelshaw business��
�Wait, Charlene, what letter from Paul are you talking about?� Olivia interrupted, �And did you say Kelshaw?�
Charlene stopped in stunned silence, �Yes, Olivia, I did say Kelshaw�and Brad didn�t tell you about the letter?� she asked quietly and then, �Did you know George Kelshaw, Olivia?� she asked cautiously.
�No, not personally, but his father lives not a quarter of a mile from us and I have just now finished reading the obituary of George Kelshaw, Jr. in the morning paper. What did you have to do with this man, Charlene? It said in the paper that he died in Seattle.�
�Yes, he did die in Seattle, Olivia. He was murdered.�
Olivia gasped, �Murdered?�
�Yes, Olivia, murdered, and what�s more, he tried to call me. I�m sorry I can�t say anymore right now�I�m very confused�did Brad know George Kelshaw?�
�I don�t know,� Olivia responded. �The obituary said that he had been in Vietnam at the embassy in Saigon. I would be very surprised if he didn�t know him; according to the dates given in the paper they were there at the same time and probably the same time as Paul too. I�ll ask him Charlene. You�ve got to tell me what this letter business is all about.�
�I promise I will, but I can�t right now. I have to go, Olivia. I need time to absorb all of this. Yes, do ask Brad. I�ll call soon.�
* * *
As soon as Olivia Coleman was disconnected from Charlene Thayer she turned to the obituary for George Kelshaw, Jr. in the Alexandria Journal before dialing the Olympic Hotel in Seattle. Rereading it more carefully �
George W. Kelshaw, Jr., died September 16th in Seattle, Washington. He was born November 15, 1933 to Drs. Paula and George W. Kelshaw, Sr. in Laos, where his parents served as medical missionaries, returning to the United States in 1943 when George was ten years old.
After receiving his doctoral degree from Princeton University he joined Georgetown University�s Department of Government where he taught Linguistics in the School of Foreign Service.
In 1964 he was commissioned a Major in the United States Air Force and was assigned to the United States Embassy in Saigon. Later promoted to Lt. Colonel, he remained in Southeast Asia was captured and held as a Prisoner of War.
He is survived by his father, George Kelshaw, Sr. MD (ret) of Alexandria, Virginia and his sister Myra Kelshaw Klein and her husband Neil of McLean, Virginia.
Private services will be held at 1:00 PM on Wednesday, October 1, at the New York Avenue Presbyterian Church. Interment will be in Arlington National Cemetery. Remembrances may be given to the mission society of the New York Avenue Presbyterian Church.

* * *
Brad was deep in thought mulling over the events of the last few days while packing and the phone jarred him. Answering it quickly �Hello..�
�Brad, this is Olivia. Charlene just called to say how pleased she was that you had agreed to help her�� she paused, �With the letter from Paul.�
�Ah,� he stopped, and then responded with irritable discomfort. �Yes, yes, as I told you earlier we came to a mutual agreement and��
�Never mind all that Brad,� she broke in, �Besides the letter from Paul which you haven�t told me about, Charlene asked a question that I would like you to answer for me. Did you know a man named George Kelshaw?�
She heard a sharp intake of breath, �Why do you ask me that? What did Charlene tell you?� he blustered.
�No need to use that tone with me, Bradley, I asked a simple question�did you or do you know George Kelshaw?�
She could hear his breathing, but no answer was forthcoming. She continued, �There is an obituary in the morning Journal for George Kelshaw, Jr., and it states among other things that he died in Seattle. Charlene told me that he tried to contact her and after that he was murdered. What do you know about this man, Brad? And what letter from Paul is she referring to?�
�I�ll have to call you later, Olivia. I must go now, I have an appointment.� He placed the phone gently in the cradle. Then picking it up again, called the desk and ordered The Washington Times and the Post to be delivered to his room along with The New York Times. Then he dialed Lyle Ramsey�s private number. �Lyle, this is Brad, we may have a problem; I want you to find out who claimed Kelshaw�s body and arranged for its transport back to DC.�
�Someone claimed the body?� Lyle asked incredulously.
�Yes, and I want to know who. Use your contacts in Seattle Police Department to find out,� he demanded.
�I will, certainly, Brad,� Lyle was disturbed. �I thought all this was over,� he said as he hung up and buzzed Connie Porter. �Connie, I want you to get the police chief on the phone for me. I need to speak with him. Tell him it�s urgent.�
In less than a minute Lyle�s phone buzzed, �Captain Martin is on the line, Mr. Ramsey. The Chief is out of town until next week. Do you wish to speak with him?�
�Yes, thank you, Connie.� Lyle picked up the call, �Captain Martin, this is Lyle Ramsey of Ramsey and Carr. Perhaps you can help our firm with a little information.
We have had an inquiry about a crime victim who may have been without resources for a proper burial, whose name was George Kelshaw. We have a client and his wife who generously provide funds to a homeless shelter and have offered to give Mr. Kelshaw a decent burial, anonymously of course, if no one has claimed the body.�
�That�s very generous, Mr. Ramsey,� Captain Martin replied. �But, as it is the body was claimed and sent to the East Coast for burial.�
�But I thought he was a transient,� Lyle argued.
�Not really, Mr. Ramsey; his body was claimed by a gentleman from the U. S. State Department�I can give you his name, its right here on my desk,� the Captain paused looking through his rolodex. �Yes, here it is, a Mr. Evan Scott. He was a nice fellow, I spoke with him personally. �So I guess, Mr. Ramsey, you can tell the well-meaning folks that it has all been taken care of.�
This news was disconcerting. Ramsey didn�t want to appear too interested by asking more questions, but he couldn�t shake the feeling that there could be an important loose-end not thought about. He immediately placed a call to Brad. �You are right; we may have a problem. The man who claimed the body was a person from the State Department, an Evan Scott. Do you know him?�
�No, Lyle, I don�t, but I will certainly find out who he is when I get back to Washington. You�re sure about this?�
�Yes, Brad I am sure. I believe I made a convincing inquiry on behalf of a Good Samaritan client who wanted to pay for a proper burial. I then spoke to the Police Captain with whom Evan Scott personally negotiated for the release of the body.
�In view of this turn of events, I think perhaps it would be best if nothing more was said or done about Kelshaw for the moment. Call me when you get back to Washington and we will talk about the situation regarding the contracts.�
�Yes, to err on the side of caution is most prudent; your point is well taken, Lyle; thank you for your efforts, I�ll call next week after I have done some investigating.�
* * *
Andrew checked his watch, it was 11:50; he had been told that General Coleman was still in the hotel and he bribed a bellman with a ten spot to give him the General�s room number.
Kincaid knocked loudly on the door of the VIP Suite. Brad was searching the papers for Kelshaw�s obituary to no avail; he threw the papers down to answer the knock. Opening the door Coleman was shocked when he saw Kincaid.
�Good morning, General. I was in the neighborhood and thought I would drop by for a little interview,� Andrew said glibly.
�What the hell do you want, Kincaid? Brad sputtered trying to shut the door, but Andrew had already wedged himself into the room.
�I�m serious, General.� Andrew stated sincerely. �I really do have some questions I would like you to answer.� He glanced around the room and noted the open suitcase on the bed indicating that Coleman was preparing to leave.
�I see you�re planning to depart our fair city, General. That must mean that you have concluded your business here. Was Charlene Thayer the only reason you came to Seattle or were there other reasons as well? Couldn�t be on military business since you are obviously alone and I assume are traveling commercial. No aide and so forth.�
Brad was angry at Kincaid�s intrusion. He knew Andrew was baiting him, but he decided to treat him as he would any other reporter who had invaded his privacy. He would not give way to his growing intense dislike of the journalist. �I�m a busy man, Kincaid! Why I came to Seattle is personal and is none of your business nor is it in any way connected to Charlene Thayer. With that said, ask whatever it is that you want to ask and get out!� he demanded.
�You�re an interesting study, Coleman; I�ve learned a little about you; for example, I know that you came from a coal mining town; from very humble roots actually, you were dirt poor, so to speak,� Andrew watched Brad�s face as he spoke and saw the General stiffen slightly and he knew he had touched a nerve� He continued, looking at his notes, �Let�s see, later you became a prot�g� of West Virginia Senator Mike Owens. In fact, he was your sponsor to West Point where I see you did well��
Brad was watching Andrew, wondering what he wanted. He knew that Kincaid was not conducting a conventional interview. It was clearly a fishing expedition. What was he after? He broke in, �I�ll give you three minutes, Kincaid, and then I will have you forcibly removed from the premises,� he said firmly.
Andrew persisted, thumbing through his notes, �I�m getting there, General, bear with me a minute; I see that you married well; a very nice Philadelphia lady.� It was a flat statement. His eyes met Coleman�s. Did he see a flicker? Continuing, �She was a friend of Paul Thayer�s wasn�t she?�
�What are you after, Kincaid?�
�I told you, I wanted a short interview. A few more ques��
�Bullshit,� Brad cut him off. �You�re after something and you�re down to two minutes.� Brad turned away and walked to the window watching the traffic below and looking at his watch.
�To get back to your story, tell me about your wife, Coleman? She�s stood by you all these years; she must be a special lady. How did she do while you were in Vietnam?�
Brad didn�t answer. He sensed the question had to do with Kincaid�s agenda and he waited.
�Come on, General,� Andrew was pushing. He knew Coleman was angry. �How did you do while you were in Vietnam? I�ve heard you did very well. You saw some combat with the 11th Cavalry, after that you were assigned to Germany. After a while you came back to the States and a couple of plum assignments came along; and now here you are Deputy Director of the Defense Intelligence Agency. And you did well in other areas too, didn�t you?�
Now a cold fury had come over Brad. �What do you mean? Get to the point, Kincaid; remember what I told you about the power of the press not withstanding� don�t push too far!�
Andrew wound up for the pitch. �I just want to know, Coleman, if your lovely wife Olivia, knows about Lia Dupre�? And if so did she know Lia was a spy?�
Brad was visibly shaken; his face had become ashen and it took everything he had to control his rage and surprise. �I don�t know a Lia Dupre� or anyone else named Lia. I don�t know where you get your information, Kincaid, but you need better sources.� Brad�s voice was low and he emphasized each word like a bullet striking its mark. �Now get out,� he said as he moved to the telephone to call the desk.
�Okay, I�m going. I guess I should consider this to be a hostile interview, eh, General? I would also guess this means that your lovely wife Olivia doesn�t know a Lia Dupr� either. Am I right? Perhaps you should ask her,� Andrew offered a parting shot as the door closed behind him.
Brad used a phone code connecting him to Autovon and dialed a military number. �This is General Coleman, put me through to Dolliver.�
In a moment he heard, �Yes Sir, this is Dolliver, Sir.�
�I have been notified of, and have verified, a possible security breach. I�m ordering surveillance and monitoring of a Seattle Times columnist, Andrew Kincaid, and a woman who may be feeding classified information to unknown sources. The woman�s name is Charlene Thayer. Both are residents of Seattle. Addresses are as follows.�
�We�ll get on it right away, Sir. It will be done immediately, Sir. Are there any further instructions?�
�Not as yet; we need to ensure the leak is found as soon as possible. We�ll discuss its termination later.�
Brad finished packing.

1:30 PM
Andrew�s trip to the Olympic had gone better than he had hoped for. He congratulated himself on agitating Coleman. It seemed equitable that the General receive a little of the same medicine he had dished out to Charlene Thayer, and for that matter, to Andrew as well. Andrew�s dislike of Bradley Coleman for a variety of reasons was growing and he was certain Coleman didn�t harbor any warm fuzzies in his direction either.
As he was leaving the hotel he glanced into the dining room and caught sight of County Councilman Bob Mitchell lunching with a former Seattle Mayor who was now a key member of the opposite political party. He watched them briefly, engaged in deep conversation and wondered about the meeting.
He found it interesting that a few weeks ago he would have paid a waiter to eavesdrop; now his interest was only slightly piqued by the meeting. In fact, seeing Mitchell only irritated him. He was still not sure how the situation at the KGM would shake out, but it was becoming clear in his mind that an apology would not be forthcoming.
He entered the lobby of the Times totally preoccupied with his interview with Coleman and at first didn�t hear Wendy say, �Here are your messages, Andy.� Then she called in a louder voice, �Andrew, here are your messages.� And then, �Are you all right?�
�Oh, Wendy, I�m sorry, I�, thanks. I was thinking about something�� mumbling an apology. As he quickly thumbed through the messages, his eye caught the name Jack Hubbard. He noted that the call had come in shortly after he had left for the Olympic.
He dashed up the stairs through the newsroom and stopped in shocked surprise. Sitting calmly in his chair, feet on the desk, reading Andrew�s column was Jack Hubbard.
Jack laughed as he said, �Andy you old son of a gun�I took a chance that you would still be at the Times�how are you? You can close your mouth now.� The tall figure slouched in Andrew�s chair rose to greet him with a half embrace and handshake.
�What are you doing here?� Andrew asked incredulously.
�I figured you�d return to the scene of the crime eventually,� he laughed, tapping Andrew�s column. Jack looked older than the last time Andrew had seen him. He was thinner than the usual 190 pounds he carried on his tall frame, and his dark blonde hair showed strands of silver.
Though he smiled, Andrew noted that some of the merriment in his eyes was gone and a few deep lines were evident on the tanned face.
�Just thought I should stop by and talk about our mutual friend.�
Andrew looked puzzled. �What mutual friend would that be?�
�George Kelshaw, I assume he found you.� Jack answered raising his eyebrows in question.
�Oh, yeah, he found me, sort of. Boy! Do you have any idea what you got me into?� Andrew exclaimed.
�That bad, huh?� Jack smiled, knowingly.
�Well not all of it�,� Andrew, fumbled for the right phrase, but Jack hadn�t noticed.
�I would suppose, since you got caught in the web, that something has happened to George and he didn�t make it.�
�No. No, he didn�t,� Andrew said resignedly. �But now that you�re here, I�d like to know more about him and how the two of you were connected.�
�Andrew,� Jack said, standing and drawing himself to his full 6� 2� height. �We need to talk in a more relaxed atmosphere. What�s your schedule today?�
�I have to finish my column and then I have a broadcast later this PM. Why don�t we meet for dinner? Where are you staying?�
�Nowhere yet, I thought I�d check in at the Sheraton. I need to get a few hours sleep.�
�No, no, go to the Washington Athletic Club as my guest. I�ll meet you there after 6:00 for dinner. It�s quiet and it will give you time to sack out for several hours.�
�You mean 1800 hours, don�t you?� Jack laughed �You civilian!�
�Oh, right, military time; don�t �civilian� me. Remember, my friend, I was a member of the Washington National Guard�still am,� he said somewhat proudly.
They shook hands, and Jack shouldered his large traveling bag, �See you at the Washington Athletic Club after 1800,� he said appreciatively.
Andrew watched Jack amble past reporters� desks, pausing to shake hands with those who recognized him, stopping and joking with one or two of the editors.
A feeling of unrest crept over Andrew. Two weeks ago he was satisfied for the moment with his current niche. But George Kelshaw changed all that. Now, even Bob Mitchell didn�t stir any interest one way or the other.
He thought about Charlene Thayer and how much she had impacted his life, in so little time. �Yes, Kincaid, your life has changed,� he said to himself. He would call her later and plan to see her tomorrow.
Turning to the mostly written column Andrew began the process of the last rewrite.
It was 2:30 when the phone rang. Over the usual cacophony of the newsroom he heard Savalza�s voice, �Returning your call, Andy, what�s going on? By the way, since we last talked a couple of things have happened that I thought you should know.�
�Good! When you finish your news, I need to talk to you about something else.�
�Okay, sounds good. �Jim sounded upbeat.� He went on, �Ed Peterson got a lead on one of Monte�s phone records, a call that he made on the night of September 18, at about 2:00 in the morning, to Atlas Window Cleaners. We did a little investigating and found that a crony of Monte�s, one Sal Donato, happened to be on duty as the night watchman for Atlas. Coincidentally, the next day Jake and Leo had their little �accident�.�
�So, what� did he do?� Andrew asked, somewhat confused.
�I�m getting to that�� Savalza didn�t like to be rushed in telling his story. �We picked up Sal, and it didn�t take a lot of pressure to convince him that we had him, so he was willing to trade information for a reduced charge. He sang like a bird.
�It seems that he owed Monte a big favor and he also had a big personal dislike of Jake, so he got a �twofer�. He paid off the favor and got rid of Jake by fixing the cables on their scaffolding. He was a very busy boy �cause he had to hightail it over to the Rainier Tower before they started work that morning, to fix the cables on the pretext of inspecting them for the company. Well, that nearly winds that chapter up; I just have to square things with Labor and Industries.�
�Any more leads?� Andrew asked.
�No, Andy, the ball is in Evan Scott�s court now, but I think you know that, right?�
�Speaking of Evan Scott, Jim, I tried to call you earlier. Scott seems to think that you should order an electronic sweep of Charlene�s house and my apartment.�
There was silence on the other end of the phone until, �Andy, don�t you and Scott think I have enough to do? Now I�m supposed to get someone out to do an electronic sweep? Why? I last saw you on Tuesday, today is Friday and early PM at that; what happened on Wednesday and Thursday to cause Scott to think yours and Ms. Thayer�s places have been bugged?�
�Take my word for it, Jim�and do it, please. And if you find anything, Scott says to leave it alone.�
�Is this still the Kelshaw thing, Andy?�
�Yes, Jim, it is.�
�Okay, Andrew, if Evan Scott wants a sweep�okay�. I thought we were done with this,� he said wearily.
�No, but we�re getting there, thanks, Jim. Bye.�
* * *
Looking forward to dinner with Jack stimulated Andrew. He smiled and shook his head in amazement as he thought about the unlikelihood of a reunion with Hubbard at the Times of all places.
On an upbeat note, he left for the station a little early, prepared to deal with the �Bob Mitchell� problem once and for all. If he was lucky he might catch station manager, Dan Carmichael in his office.
Dan was there, on the phone, and when he spotted Andrew he waved him into a chair in his office as he concluded the call.
Turning to Andrew he said, �Andy, I hate to bug you, but�� Carmichael leaned back in his chair and tapped his desk with his fingers. Although he was smiling, he was obviously uncomfortable as he continued, �But, this thing with Councilman Mitchell has to be resolved.�
�I agree,� sighed Andrew with relief.
�So, you have written a letter of apology?� Carmichael asked hopefully.
�No,� Andrew declared, �I haven�t. I don�t think that�s the way to resolve the problem.�
�I was afraid that you might feel that way so I took the liberty of drafting a letter of apology for your signature,� he said as he handed it to a surprised Andrew.
Andy read the letter, then quietly and purposefully tore it up.
�You mean you won�t sign a letter?� It was Dan�s turn to be surprised.
�That�s what I mean, Dan,� Andrew answered resolutely. �I can�t apologize when I�ve done nothing wrong. It goes to credibility. Mitchell gave a bad performance; he equivocated on every subject and dodged every question.
�I�ve seriously thought about it, and after listening to the replay of the program several times since, I�m convinced that I did my job as an interviewer.
�Mitchell knew what to expect, I didn�t lay any traps for him. He was playing some kind of political game and so here we are, and I can�t or won�t apologize for doing my job.�
Carmichael looked at the ceiling hands folded on his chest and sighed, �You put me and the station in a helluva� spot, Andy.�
�Look, Dan,� Andrew spoke with intensity, �We either have a station policy and reputation for getting at the truth, or we don�t. We can�t buckle every time some politico feels that we�ve caused some of his warts to show; or else, why have a program like mine? A letter of apology in this particular case, flies in the face of all that I stand for; and for that matter, all that I believe KGM stands for as well. That�s my position.�
Dan drew a deep breath. �I understand your position, Andrew, but please understand mine and the station�s. We have a bottom line to consider as well. In light of that, I wish you would think about this�otherwise, I see no other way than to suspend you for an indeterminate time,� Dan said wearily. �I�ll try to find another slot for you, just not on the air for the time being. Or you could take a vacation �til things with the County Council cool off.�
�I can�t do that, Dan. That�s no solution and you know it. What I hear you saying, is that management will stand behind me as long as I don�t cause too many political ripples. You know I can�t work under that type of constraint. Maybe we should just call it quits while I�m still on top.
�Let�s face it, I�ve had a good run, accomplished some things and I really believe I�ve made a difference in some areas. I think this may be the time for me to move on; perhaps take another direction in my professional life.�
Andrew realized while he was disappointed and had argued with some passion, he was not really angry at Carmichael or the station. In fact, he suddenly felt free.
�Andy, this is too hasty a decision on your part. Take the weekend to reconsider.�
�No, I don�t have to think about it,� Andrew said shaking his head persistently and added, �This is better, Dan. And look at the bright side, whoever takes my place can deal with people like Mitchell, unencumbered by bad history, and you�ll be a hero with the County Council for �canning� me.�
�C�mon, Andrew,� Carmichael said uncomfortably. �You know I don�t want that and I didn�t and I won�t, �can� you. This has turned out badly and I�m not at all happy with the outcome; not to mention how unhappy some of your program sponsors will be.�
�I know that, Dan, but I believe this is for the best; the way it�s supposed to be,� Andrew said positively. �You�re caught between a rock and a hard place and this is the better path.�
�I don�t agree,� Carmichael said doggedly, �I�m going to hold the door open, Andy; I want to give you time to��
Andrew interrupted, not allowing him to finish, �No, I�m not going to reconsider, Dan. I�ll be in the first of the week to collect my �stuff� and clean up some loose ends. I�ll also meet with the sponsors. You won�t have a problem filling my slot�get Gary Slocum from KIRO; he�s been dying to have a shot at a talk show.�
Andrew stood up, looking at the clock behind Carmichael�s desk, �It�s almost air time. Should I say sayonara on the show today or do you want to announce my departure through whoever will be doing the program on Monday?�
Carmichael still unbelieving, choked, �However you want to handle it is fine with me. I don�t relish all the calls we will be getting. Personally, I think you should tell your fans� they�re going to be even more upset if you don�t,� he said dejectedly.
�I prefer to think of the people that have listened to my program as an interested and informed audience; the word fans is a little too theatrical. Don�t worry, Dan, I won�t mention that the �Bob� Mitchell thing has anything to do with this,� Andrew offered graciously.
�Thank you for that.� Dan was standing now and had placed a hand on Andrew�s departing shoulder, �I�m very sorry it has ended this way, but since you�ve made up your mind, I guess all I can do is wish you all the best. Whatever you do, Andrew, you�ve got my vote.�
They shook hands and Andrew headed to the broadcast booth and his last commentary for KGM.
Later he called Father Ben to tell him the news.
* * *
6:30 PM
Jack was waiting in the lobby of the WAC when Andrew arrived.
�Thanks, Andy; I got a nice room using your name; I got some sleep and now I need some food,� he said patting his stomach.
They chose a table in a quiet part of the dining room, and ordered a drink. Jack noticed Andrew seemed quiet. �How was the show?� he asked.
�Funny you should ask�it was my last. I quit today.� Andrew stated without emotion.
�Well, well,� Jack leaned back in his chair trying to assess the mood of his friend. �Shall we drown the pain or shall we drink to the future?� he asked, raising his glass.
�I think we should drink to the future,� smiled Andrew, and raised his glass in response. �It�s scary as hell� but what a rush!� he declared lightheartedly.
�Did you plan to do this when I saw you this afternoon?� Jack took a drink and eyed Andrew coolly. �Was it amicable?�
�Yes, it was amicable, and no, I didn�t plan to do it when I went to the station today, but it seemed to follow the natural course as things played out.� Andrew then explained the dilemma he had faced in dealing with the Mitchell interview and his ultimate decision, then pausing, he told Jack, �And I feel good!�
�So what now? Are you going to take my advice and finally concentrate on your journalistic future or are you going to continue to �tilt at windmills� here in the Great Northwest? You�re a good journalist, Andy; but you could do so much more. You should break out of here!� Jack urged.
�Maybe, but, you know,� Andrew said cautiously, �I�ve always thought about running for public office someday and the idea of building a political base to do that is right here, in this Washington. I�m not ready to do it now, but I will be in the not too distant future. I�ve already made some very good contacts that I will need when the time is right so� hey, my glass is empty,� he complained.
Jack echoed, �Mine too. We�ll talk more about your future later, right now we need a refill and some food and I want to know about your contact with Kelshaw.�
During dinner Andrew talked about Kelshaw coming to the Seamen�s Center, and his subsequent murder. He told Jack about the packet and the strange letter that followed mentioning Hubbard as the person directing him to Andrew. He talked of Father Ben�s and his visit to the hospital and the letter for Charlene Thayer, delivered by Andrew.
Over coffee, Andrew leaned forward, arms folded on the table and said, �Okay, it�s your turn�tell me how you got hooked up with George Kelshaw.�
Jack began by saying, �I�m really sorry that George bought it; I liked him, I liked him a lot,� Jack repeated almost sadly. �He really was one of the �good� guys.�
Andrew nodded, �Looks like it from what I�ve learned. When and where did you meet him?�
�Well, let me see�the last time you and I saw each other was 1972 or 73, remember? I had flown in from Guam on my way back to New York. It was before South Vietnam had totally unraveled. I was taking a break from covering that miserable, damned war that was getting increasingly worse.
�You know, Andy, I had been in war zones all over Southeast Asia off and on, since 1968.� Jack shook his head. �I�m amazed that I lasted. I guess my editors were too, the next thing I knew they assigned me to cover the so-called peace negotiations.
�So where did they send me?� He asked and answered his own question, �First to Paris and then, to Laos. Even though there was technically a cease-fire as a result of the Vientiane Agreement, when I arrived in Vientiane things were pretty hot. The Pathet Lao were already putting on lots of pressure.
�The press corps was housed at a hotel not far from the U.S. Embassy. I was having a drink in the bar one night, when I noticed this guy watching me. My intuition told me maybe I should talk with him. So I bought him a drink and introduced myself. I wasn�t really sure why he singled me, out but as I got to know George Kelshaw, I realized that his intuition was much stronger than mine.�
Jack�s gray eyes narrowed as he talked, remembering the first meeting. He recalled the conversation vividly.
�My name is George Kelshaw,� he had said, extending his hand. �I�ve heard of you, Hubbard, and read a lot of your work. Some of it I agree with and some of it is very na�ve��
�You think so, Mr. Kelshaw?� Jack had asked half amused at the blatant evaluation of his reporting.
�I know so; I suppose you can�t help it since you only get a portion of the whole story,� George stated flatly, �But I trust you; for the most part, because I believe you�re honest and not out to make a name for yourself at the expense of the truth.�
Jack responded, �Every writer wants to make a name for himself, Mr. Kelshaw, it�s part of our persona.�
�You see, you are an honest man,� George said smiling. �Can we meet somewhere tomorrow and talk? Perhaps I can give you some insights into another side of the story; and you may be able to help me as well.�
Jack looked at the man across the table from him and queried, �Why can�t we talk here and now?�
George shook his head and said softly, �This is not as private as we need to be. There is an old monastery near here. Meet me there tomorrow at 1500.�
�All right,� Jack had answered, �I know the place and I will be there, but whether or not I help you will depend on what you tell me and what it is you need. Agreed?�
�Agreed,� George had responded.
Andrew was remembering the year of the letter from Paul Thayer as 1971, and interjected, �it took him awhile, where was he from �71 to �73?�
�It�s quite a story,�
�I want to hear it.�
�How much time do you have, Andy?�
�I�ve got all night.�
�Good! Let�s get out of here, what have you got to drink at your place?�
�Just about anything you want; beer, scotch, gin and a few other things. I think there�s enough to keep us going.�
�Jack responded, �Good! It�s going to be a long thirsty night.�
They arrived at Andrew�s apartment about 10:00 PM. �Make yourself comfortable,� he directed.
�Nice place, Andy; good view,� he said as he opened the balcony door and walked to the railing. The night was cool and clear, and the reflection of city lights shimmered on the waters of Lake Union. He drew a deep breath and offered, �I understand why you like this town. It�s like a little jewel; lights hit it and you see different facets all clean and sparkly.�
�Thanks, Jack; considering that you�ve probably been in some of the most beautiful spots in the world, I�m surprised to hear you say that about Seattle. What�ll you have to drink?�
�Scotch will be fine�on the rocks, please,� Jack ordered. Then responding to Andy�s comment, �Most of the places I�ve been were places where you spent a lot of time looking over your shoulder, wondering if someone had you in their sights.�
�Sounds like you could still use a rest.�
Jack nodded as Andrew poured a drink for each of them and settled into a chair. �Okay, where were we? You said that Kelshaw had quite a story.�
�Yes, it is quite a story.� Jack swirled the amber liquid in his glass and closed his eyes briefly before continuing. �The next day I met him at the old monastery and we talked for a couple of hours. He didn�t attempt to disguise the fact that he worked for the CIA and he candidly told me about Colonel Thayer and a Soviet defector, General Pyotr Chernakov.
�He said that he and Thayer had gone to Laos under the guise of further investigating the Phou Pha Thi melt-down. You know a little about the Tactical Air Navigation, Site 85 disaster?� Jack asked.
Andrew nodded, �A little, not much.�
�That�s a story in itself� too long to go into now, but I�ll give you a thumbnail of what I learned. Phou Pha Thi is a 5,500 foot mountain located about 30 miles northeast of Sam Neua, Laos, about equal distance to the North Vietnam border and about 150 miles as the crow flies to Hanoi.
�In the mid 1960�s the U.S. Air Force� Strategic Air Command and the CIA decided to locate a highly efficient, top-secret Tactical Air Navigation system on that mountain top, part of which was the TSQ. The TSQ had been used by SAC as a radar bomb scoring system to predict impact from simulated training drops.
�The word was the North Vietnamese had been getting a free pass from U.S. bombings because of the monsoon season. The Air Force needed to do something to overcome the monsoonal weather; they figured out a way to use the TSQ technology to improve all-weather bombing accuracy using tactical fighter planes in what they termed �route packages�. It was a big deal�and when North Vietnam got wind of it they were determined to knock it out.
�Security was ridiculous�on one hand, the crews tasked to build and man this top-secret station were what they called �sheep-dipped� military; flown into the Royal Thai Air Force Base, at Udorn, Thailand, given false identification and made to live off base so there wouldn�t be any military connection and then later they were airlifted from Udorn to the TACAN site; all very secretive and hush-hush.
�On the other hand, all that construction and activity on the mountain top drew attention from every quarter from the start.� Jack held his hands in a mock frame. �Picture this; all of a sudden there is intense action on this mountain. Oh yes, I forgot to mention also, that the mountain had some spiritual significance for the Laotians.
So from the beginning of the construction lots of folks were interested in what was happening and there was no way to keep locals off or away from it; and there was no way to tell the �friendlies� from the enemy infiltrators.
�The site was considered to be almost impenetrable; there was a sheer drop of 2,000 feet on three sides so it was assumed that it was secure from the ground except from a frontal attack.
�From what I�ve learned it was targeted by the NVA from the outset and finally in March or April of �68 after months of attacks with varying degrees of success, it fell to the North Vietnamese and the Pathet Lao, some of whom scaled the 2,000 foot cliffs to attack from within.
�Nobody really knew what happened to all of the personnel and the equipment. There were a few bodies recovered and there had been air strikes to destroy any remaining equipment and any enemy remaining at the site, but it was never satisfactorily confirmed.
�Late in 1968 and throughout 1969 rumors of new activity around the site raised more questions so it was a good cover for Kelshaw and Thayer to be assigned to Thailand/Laos to investigate.
�The plan was that they would both go to Udorn in Thailand to wait for confirmation of a pickup site for Chernakov. Kelshaw would remain at Udorn and monitor events while Thayer and a small team would go into Laos to get Chernakov to safety. Kelshaw told me what happened.
�The team left from a Laotian CIA Station site by helicopter to go after Chernakov. There was Thayer, a pilot, co-pilot, crew-chief and a Hmong or Meo tribesman named Tanh.� Jack ticked them off on his fingers as he talked. �They were to rendezvous with Chernakov at an abandoned airfield in Sam Neua Province, which would be supposedly guarded by American friendly, General Vang Pao and his men.
�The Meo, who accompanied Thayer to the prearranged meeting place, brought the news back to Kelshaw of what went down.
�It seems that shortly after they arrived at the airstrip and had Chernakov, the team came under a heavy ground attack from North Vietnamese Army troops. They were ready to get off the ground when the helo was hit and disabled. The pilot was killed before he could get out, and then the NV killed the co-pilot and crew chief.
�Thayer, Chernakov and the Meo had managed to get out and made it to some type of bunker and holed up, hoping a radio message the pilot had fired off, would bring some additional help.
�When they realized it wasn�t coming and they couldn�t hold out, Thayer wrote a letter to his wife and a message for Kelshaw. That, and some important information Chernakov carried for CIA, were given to Tanh to deliver to George. According to Tanh, Chernakov and Thayer created a diversion that allowed him to escape.
�He reported to Kelshaw that Thayer and Chernakov had put up a tough fight, but when the firing stopped; he knew that they were most likely dead. He stayed hidden and waited until the soldiers dragged the bodies out of the bunker confirming what he suspected, that they had both been killed.
�When things quieted down, he was able to get away and back to the station pickup site and then back to Udorn and Kelshaw. After giving George the letters and packet from Chernakov and the messages from Thayer, Tanh told Kelshaw that he was sure that he had seen two white men, one in a Soviet uniform with the NVA. He said they ransacked the helicopter and searched the bodies, taking whatever they could pry loose and��
Andrew sat quietly listening trying to imagine the desperation of the events. Then he asked, �Did Kelshaw or the Meo say, what happened to the bodies?�
�No, but I would suppose that the NV probably torched or blew everything up including the bodies. They did a lot of that,� Jack said matter-of-factly while pouring himself another drink.
�So now back at Udorn� now the fun begins�� Jack continued. �In reporting on the action to the station chief, Bill Blair�I had met him; he was a nice guy, by the way, I digress,� Jack hiccupped and paused. Sighing he continued, �Blair tells Kelshaw he already knows about the ambush; that another agent, had brought information from Vang Pao�s camp and reported to Blair that everybody was dead at the Sam Neua airstrip. The agent knew all about it.� Jack was beginning to feel the scotch and was becoming more loquacious as he continued the story.
�Kelshaw asked Blair who the agent was and how anybody but Tanh could possibly have that information and how he got it. Before Blair can answer the question a man enters the office, guns down Blair and Tahn and wounds George. I guess it was pretty bloody; Kelshaw managed to wing the guy, but he got away; Kelshaw had taken a bullet in the shoulder and one had grazed his cheek�you might have noticed the scar on the left side of his face.� Jack said gesturing to the left side of his own face.
�To make a long story shorter, Kelshaw keeps the letter for Mrs. Thayer, determined to deliver it personally, and the Chernakov packet and contacts Neil Klein who is waiting in Saigon. He tells Klein what has happened to the mission and to Blair and Tanh and warns him that he believes there is a double agent working; that he will try to stay in contact, but that he is going after whoever set up Thayer and Chernakov.
�A double agent is an obvious detriment to an entire CIA operation. Kelshaw convinced Klein that he was the logical one to try to find out how far the damage had spread. So he destroys all sensitive documents at the Udorn station and bails out after getting partially patched up at the base dispensary. After months of being on the move while keeping a low profile, he winds up in Vientiane. And that�s where Jack Hubbard enters the picture.� He said thickly, placing his hand on his chest in mock solemnity.
�You knew Klein?� Andrew queried. He stood and refilled his glass.
�Yes, I knew Neil Klein; he was with the State Department Office of Intelligence in and out of Saigon when I was there in �68. He was a cool operator; always had his hand on what was going on. The Phou Pha Thi meltdown and the Tet Offensive were hot items on the military intelligence and the State Department menus and it�s my guess that Klein was called in to help monitor what was happening.
�He was a straight shooter; like a lot of us he didn�t like what the Administration was doing in �prosecuting the war� as they liked to say. He hated the war and he was very uncomfortable with some of the games the White House and the Pentagon leaders were playing; he particularly didn�t like the attrition policies of some of the commanding generals. But, he wasn�t in a position to do anything except to do his job and report.
�I know he didn�t have a lot a time for all the petty diplomatic politics going on in Saigon. Later he got to Vientiane too, to see what could be done about the POW�s. I know he had serious disagreements with U.S. policy in the peace negotiations regarding the POWs and MIAs. Yeah, he�s almost one of the good guys.�
�Almost?� Andrew looked surprised
Jack didn�t respond just looked into space for a moment then said, �Do you have more ice?�
�Jack,� Andrew changed the subject, �Did you ever hear of a beautiful Eurasian woman of some notoriety in Saigon whose name was Lia Dupre�?�
Jack stopped rummaging the ice trays, commenting �Well, well, well, Andy, I see you�ve been doing your homework. Ahhh yes, the lovely Lia,� he paused, �Everybody knew Lia� some in the Biblical sense.� Jack laughed. �But, she was ver-r-r-ry choosey. You had to be powerful or rich or influential. Any one of those items in combination would get you the key to her boudoir, or, if you had all three, she would come to yours.�
�Don�t tell me you were tangled up with her!�
�Andy, are you kidding me? I was a member of the great unwashed press corps. Lia Dupre� would hardly breathe the same air as we peons�. And she definitely did not want to be the subject of any of our news stories� but, I must admit, if we weren�t working or filing a story, we might down a few spirits and wonder who had Lia tonight.�
�She must have been shy,� Andrew smiled, tongue in cheek.
�Of course. She was a favorite of, and she worked for old T.�R.�Perkins, the CIA station chief, who was also a pal of her father�s. Her daddy was a wealthy Frenchman who owned a rubber plantation, and because of war, the family had moved into a cozy little palatial cottage in Saigon. T.�R. spent a lot of time at their home.
�She was really only interested in men who were in positions to give her meaningful visibility, so she spent a lot of time on the arms of diplomats and visiting Senators, sometimes acting as a hostess for T.�R. when he wanted to throw one of his wing-dings.
�It was also rumored�, rumored, hell, it was known;� Jack said vehemently, �That she had serious ties with the Communist Party in Saigon and she played footsie with the leadership of a number of the party officials that were outspoken in their dislike of American presence in Vietnam and the South Vietnamese government.
�She was supposedly on a CIA watch list, but it didn�t seem to matter; with T.�R. running interference, she moved freely where ever she wanted. She was part of some big international artist group; a couple of times a year she would travel to Paris to shop, play and attend arty parties. How did you find out about Ms. Dupre�, Andy?�
�Your friend, Neil Klein filled me in a little. I understand she came to a bad end.�
�Yeah, that�s right, she did; she was murdered; found shot, lying beside the road to Bien Hoa. Whoever did it wanted to make sure she didn�t recover� I think she was shot four or five times.
�There was hell to pay though, when they found her; her mom was an upper class Vietnamese woman and she and daddy were not about to let their beautiful virginal daughter�s death go unpunished, that is, if they could help it. As I said, daddy was a chum of old T.�R.�Perkins and together they set about launching a first rate witch hunt.�
�So did they ever find out who did it?� Andrew asked.
�No, but not for lack of trying; personally, I think she crossed someone who got fed up with her games and pulled the plug, literally.�
�I wonder who they looked at. It would be hard to nail some visiting diplomat for murder, if one of them did it, that is,� Andrew mused.
Changing the subject, he asked, �Jack, you didn�t say what Kelshaw wanted you to do for him. And for that matter, what did you want him to do for you?�
�Andy, I need to crash� throw me a rug or blanket or anything and I�ll tell you all in the morning,� he hiccupped. �At which time we will talk about your future,� Jack had folded up on the couch, feet extended over the arm.
�Come on, buddy, you can have my bed, it�ll fit you better.� Andrew put an arm under Hubbard�s long torso and half lifting, guided him to his bedroom leaving him sprawled on the bed with a quilt tossed over him. Andrew grabbed a pillow and blanket and settled, slightly folded, on the couch.

Chapter 13

Saturday, September 27, 1980
8:00 AM
Brad had reservations on an early flight back to Washington. He had called Olivia and asked her to meet him at National Airport that afternoon. He noted the cool distance in her voice when he called. There was no mention of the abruptly ended conversation of the day before. He was troubled�there had not been a time in their marriage that he had heard anything but warmth and eagerness to see him upon returning from a trip, but now there was uncertainty.
Brad settled into his first class seat and declined beverages and newspapers, indicating he desired not to be disturbed.
He leaned back and closed his eyes. Thoughts and questions were bombarding his mind. Two weeks ago, what appeared to be a perfect solution to a wretched problem had not only failed in part, but had raised more problems in its� now failed wake. And Lia had reemerged after all this time.
Brad thought back to the first time he saw Lia, shortly after he had returned to Saigon in January of 1968. She was coming out of the American embassy compound pausing as though she was looking for a ride. Brad driving past took one look at her long shapely legs and trim figure and pulled over. She noted his rank; smiling as he stopped.
�Good afternoon, Colonel,� she spoke softly as she moved toward the car.
�Good afternoon, may I offer you a lift, Miss?� He asked, while appraising her body, head to foot.
�Why yes, thank you, Colonel, if it won�t be too much trouble,� She said flirtatiously, getting into the car. �I�m on my way home; it�s not far. Sometimes I walk�
Brad could hardly concentrate on driving. She was the most gorgeous woman he had ever seen. Her shining black hair was waist length and her large dark brown eyes were luminous and inviting. They gave her a mystic aura when she looked at him. Her mouth was sensuous and smiling at him he sensed the attraction on her part as well.
She exuded sophistication and worldliness. Her dress communicated a woman who spared no extravagance for herself. Her perfume was expensive and intoxicating.
Turning onto a wide boulevard, she directed him to stop in front of a lovely French-Colonial mansion. �This is our home. I live here with my parents.� She smiled at his obvious surprise.
They sat in the car and talked. Brad told her some of his background including the fact that he was married. She indicated that it didn�t matter.
She told him something of her life. Her name was Lia Dupr�. Her father was French and her mother Vietnamese; she was an aspiring artist, well educated abroad, a graduate of the Sorbonne in Paris. She traveled to France once or twice a year, she said, to enjoy the culture of the art community.
Lia informed Brad that she worked for T.�R.�Perkins as his special assistant, in the embassy compound. Brad smiled at that. She made it very clear that she was not married or engaged and very much available.
She learned that Brad was attached to Military Headquarters at Long Binh, fifteen miles northeast of Saigon and that he was often in Saigon for meetings, sometimes with T.�R.�Perkins, she assumed on intelligence matters. Before she left Brad�s car he had arranged to see her again.
In telling about herself, Lia had neglected to mention that she was an active member of the Communist Party in South Vietnam. She would eventually tell him when she decided the time was right.
Brad thought about Paul Thayer�s arrival back in Saigon in the Fall of 1968. He was already deeply involved with Lia by the time Paul returned. Although he was glad to see Paul, he knew that Paul would not approve of his involvement with Lia. Paul was unaware of the intensity of the relationship.
Due to shortage of quarters Paul had taken up residence at the Ham Nghi Hotel where Brad and some other military personnel were billeted. His room looked out on what had been a beautiful street of small shops and sidewalk cafes and now reflected a cheap carnival atmosphere. Thayer was shocked at how much Saigon and its culture had changed in the three years he had been away.
Following the 1968 Tet, Saigon had become a city with a siege mentality and very much in a war zone. Once beautiful and cosmopolitan it was now a place where anything, drugs, sex, black market and political favors were blatant and available to anyone for the right price. The conduct of some of the American military and political representatives surprised and disgusted him.
Brad had been in the field since August and had occasion to return to MACV Headquarters at Than Son Nhut in late October, a few days ahead of Paul Thayer�s return. He recalled the dinner at the American Embassy shortly after Paul had returned. Brad had arrived with Lia on his arm and seeing them, Paul had politely tried to distance himself from Brad and his companion only to find himself seated next to her at dinner. Across the table Brad watched Lia deliberately lean close to Paul, flirtatiously trying to engage him in conversation. �Are all Americans officers as attractive as you, Colonel Thayer? Perhaps I should choose a handsome American like you, when I marry. What do you think?� she teased.
�I think you are much too generous with your flattery, Miss Dupr�, but I will tell you there any number of reasons why people should marry, not the least of which is love. That�s why I married when I did, Miss Dupr�, I love my wife very much.�
Not easily deterred, Brad overheard Lia�s comment, �Too bad,� and invite Paul to a get-together at her home later that evening. Paul had declined saying that he was very tired and shortly thereafter, rose and excused himself from the gathering.
* * *
The next morning following a briefing at Division Headquarters, Paul entered Brad�s office, �We need to talk,� he had said and looking intently at Brad he asked, �What�s going on with you and that woman you were with last night?�
�You mean Lia? Nothing,� Brad replied innocently. �I need a companion now and then, she�s decorative and it�s expected.�
�Expected�by whom?� Paul knew that Brad referred to the casual alliances that were often winked at and overlooked as long as there was some attempt at discretion, but he was surprised at Brad�s apparent lapse.
�I�ve always thought you were a cut above the crowd, Brad. You�d better end it before someone gets hurt or Olivia finds out,� Paul told him in a serious tone.
�This has nothing to do with Olivia, Paul, and we�re a long way from home,� Brad retorted, his face reddening. �Believe it or not, Mr. priggish officer and gentleman,� he said derisively, �I�ve been fighting a war� besides, who�s going to tell her� you?� he challenged.
Paul looked squarely at Brad. �Don�t pull the old �far from home and war is hell� crap with me as a way to rationalize cheating on Olivia,� Paul said angrily, �She deserves better. And don�t count on our friendship as a cover, Brad. I�ve known Olivia most of my life; she�s like a sister to me and I won�t see her hurt or humiliated because you� Paul didn�t finish the sentence.
�What goes on between Olivia and me in our marriage is none of your damned business,� Brad�s temper was rising as he added, �And I resent your interference, so back off!�
�Understand this, Brad, word gets around. The Army can be a very small community and I�m not going to stand by and see Olivia hurt by your inability to keep your pants zipped.� Paul repeated, forcefully. �Is that clear? Get rid of the woman!�
Brad looked at Paul�s angry face; he had been surprised at the intensity of Paul�s anger. Attempting to placate him he offered, �I can see that you have the wrong impression of our relationship. It�s just a harmless flirtation,� he said taking a calmer tone. �Lia works in the embassy and everyone flirts with her and she likes to flirt as well; you must be aware of that after last night�it�s just her way. You must admit she is very attractive.
�But perhaps you�re right. I�m going up to Long Binh tomorrow to meet with some of the field commanders and I�ll be gone for a few days. When I get back I�ll make sure that Lia understands that I am unavailable. I�ll be rejoining the Cav unit right after that. Are you satisfied?� Prudish bastard, he thought.
�I�ll expect you to do that.� Paul had told him coldly. �Be sure she understands what unavailable means� last night she didn�t seem to get it.
Brad had decided that he would have to be more careful in his liaisons with Lia especially when Paul was around. He would give her up eventually�, but not just then.
* * *
8:30 AM
Andrew was at his desk drinking coffee out of a very large cup and trying to read the morning paper when Jack stumbled out of the bedroom, hand shielding his bloodshot eyes, as daylight intruded. �Morning,� he mumbled. �I need a drink.�
�How about coffee?� Andy asked. �It�s a little early for the hard stuff isn�t it?�
�I think a little �hair of the dog� is really what I need, then maybe some coffee.� Jack sagged into a chair.
Andrew studied him for a moment then walked to the kitchen and without saying anything else, poured another large cup of coffee and gave it to Jack, who accepted it with both hands to steady the cup. �Thanks, Andy; coffee it is,� he said in resignation. �And thanks for your bed. You�re a terrific host,� he said lifting his cup.
�Yeah, well we put away a lot of painkiller last night.�
�Not enough,� Jack sighed wearily. �You said I needed a rest� I don�t know how it would help.� Jack said tentatively. �I can�t even turn my mind off.�
�Just make it numb, huh? With that stuff?� Andrew pointed to the nearly empty Scotch bottle.
�It helps, for awhile,� Jack responded.
Andrew was silent for a few moments then, �You know, Jack, you should meet, my friend Father Ben Lee.�
�Oh now wait a minute, Andy, I�m not in need of a chaplain if that�s what you�re trying to set up.�
�No, not at all, I just think that you might find talking with him interesting. George Kelshaw spent the last hours of his life with Ben. In fact, he gave Kelshaw last rites at the hospital; he didn�t even know whether George was Catholic or even a Christian for that matter. He�s not a holier than thou type. He�s been a good friend to me as well. Who knows, he might be able to help you find another way to turn your mind off. The alternative isn�t working too well, is it?� Andrew asked ponderously.
Jack was quiet.
�Okay,� Andrew closed the subject. �Now how about some breakfast and then I want to know what Kelshaw wanted you to do for him and what you got out of the deal.�
Jack drained his coffee cup, set it down and nodded as Andrew moved to start breakfast. �First, I think I�ll grab a shower, if you don�t mind. Hold the eggs until I come back.� He yawned and stretched as he moved toward the bathroom.
�Good plan,� I have to make a call.� Andrew quickly dialed Charlene. �Good morning,� he said pleasantly, hearing her say �hello.�
�Good morning to you,� she said warmly. �I heard your last show yesterday; I wondered�� She waited.
�I hoped you heard; I called Father Ben. I thought about calling you, but I wanted to see you in person and talk about it. That�s really why I phoned; I�d like to set something up for tomorrow or maybe even later on today?�
�Yes, either way. Later today would work too. If not then, pick me up at St. Mark�s about the same time as before. What�s going on?� she asked, slightly puzzled.
�My friend, Jack Hubbard, blew into town and dropped in on me yesterday and we spent most of last night swapping stories. I�m not sure how long he�ll be here so that�s why I�m a little vague; I�m sorry.�
�Don�t apologize, Andy. I know who Jack Hubbard is; I�ve read quite a few of his pieces. Have fun and enjoy your time together. Call me later and we�ll go from there; just let me know. Bye now.� She said lightly. She had wondered about his departure from KGM and looked forward to learning the details. �Oh well,� she thought,
�I can�t compete with Jack Hubbard, sooo� I have other things to do.�
�Yeah, �bye, I�ll definitely call later.� Andrew gently laid the phone in the cradle as Jack reappeared. This time he looked genuinely refreshed. �I borrowed your razor,� he said stroking his face. �Now I�ll have that breakfast.� Eyeing the phone, �I hope I didn�t interrupt. Someone special?� he asked.
�Scrambled eggs and bacon coming up,� Andrew cleared his throat, �She�s pretty special.� He wished his stomach would stop feeling like a teenager with a first time crush.
Jack pulled out a stool at the counter and studied Andrew, then said. �Does she, by any chance, have any influence on your decision about the future?�
�Not about my professional goals, if that�s what you�re asking. Personal future is another matter. It�s Charlene Thayer.�
�Ahhhh, the widow Thayer?� Jack bit into his toast and chewed thoughtfully, looking out the window. �A little sudden isn�t it?�
�Yes it is, and yes, it is sudden, but it�s real. Well, go ahead; aren�t you going to pontificate with your usual sage wisdom?� Andrew asked with slight irritation.
�Oh no, Andrew, my friend, I�m afraid romance is not my forte. Just watch yourself in the clinches,� Jack smiled knowingly.
�Now let�s talk about Kelshaw. You asked what he wanted me to do for him and conversely, what I wanted him to do for me.�
�That�s right.�
�Simply stated, George wanted me to be a safe conduit for information to Neil Klein. He wasn�t certain who to trust. He already knew there was one double agent operating in the CIA arena and couldn�t afford to take chances.
�My request was simple as well; I told him I wanted to go along with him on his search.�
�What did he say?� Andrew asked with a laugh.
�At first he said no, then, that he would consider it. I told him it was my way or no way, and I wanted an exclusive story, of course. I didn�t hear from him for a couple of days, and then one night he showed up in the hotel bar. He just nodded his head and we met the following afternoon at the monastery to work out the details.�
�Jack, what do you know about General Bradley Coleman and his time in Vietnam?� Andrew asked casually.
�Oh, you mean the guy who is now Deputy in the DIA?�
�Yeah, that�s the one.�
�Well, he was there when I was. He was a full bird-colonel then. I saw him at press conferences now and again. He was a J-3 directly under Westmoreland, I think. Why do you ask about him?�
�Did you know that he had an affair with Lia Dupr�?�
�No�who told you that, Andy?� Jack asked surprised.
�Neil Klein,�
Jack paused and then slowly nodded his head as memories returned. �Maybe�, I recall now that I did see them together a few times, but I didn�t think too much of it.
She was always with someone of rank or privilege. Like other correspondents, I was in an out of Saigon, and much of that kind of gossip escaped my notice.
�It�s interesting that you mention Coleman, though. There was a car bombing that happened sometime, maybe March or April of 1970. Curiously the officer inside was identified as Paul Thayer and was supposedly a close friend of Coleman�s. Coleman left to accompany what was left of the body home.�
�You knew?� Andrew exclaimed.
�About Thayer? Yes,� Shrugging, Jack said. �Yes, I knew, I was there. It was quite a surprise to me to hear about the death of Paul Thayer again � this time in Laos. And, this time, through Kelshaw and Klein. Nobody knew who died in the car or who planted the bomb; and nobody ever saw Thayer again in Saigon. That said, how much does Charlene Thayer know?�
�Only that whoever is buried in Thayer�s grave isn�t Thayer. Klein didn�t tell her anything definitive; only that he was aware of the discrepancy. Is that what you meant about Klein being almost one of the good guys?�
�Yeah,� Jack responded. �Discrepancy! Is that what he called it? He knew Thayer was alive and well, temporarily at least, and was incommunicado in Laos, by his orders. I don�t know why I should have been surprised; the intelligence clowns were always playing some clandestine spook game but this seemed to be over the top. Although the stakes were high as it turned out, if they could have gotten Chernakov out�� He didn�t finish.
�It�s strange you didn�t meet Kelshaw in Saigon at that time, but you met Neil Klein.�
Jack shrugged, �I don�t know if you could call it strange, I�m sure it was just coincidental that our paths didn�t cross, there were always officials coming and going. Klein was with the State Department, an official face, so everyone in the press corps was aware of him. Kelshaw, on the other hand, would have been just another military face and in and out all the time as well.
�Why do you ask about Coleman, Andy?�
�I�ll go into that later; but right now I want to hear what happened with you and Kelshaw.�
�As I told you, Kelshaw was doing detective work in Thailand and Laos for a little less than two years. Some of that time he was hidden in a village recovering from the bullet wounds he picked up at Udorn. When he left Udorn, he was trailing the agent who killed Blair and the Meo, his own wounds had only been superficially treated. He had lost a lot of blood and within a short time his shoulder became badly infected.
�He remembered a village where his parents had worked and made his way there on a chance that someone would have knowledge of them. George�s language skills were one of his best assets. The Laotian language is very difficult, Andy, there are many different dialects and the same words have different meanings depending on the intonations. I was always awed by his knowledge and ability to speak that very complex language as comfortably as a native. Anyway, some of the older people in the village knew the name �Kelshaw� and hid him and nursed him back to health.
�As soon as he was able, he took up the chase again and acquired a lot of information from some of the other CIA outposts. The agent he was trailing dropped off the radar for a time.
Then he got word that someone was trying to make contact with General Vang Pao, the Hmong tribesman who had been working with the U.S. in Northern Laos. Vang Pao truly hated the Pathet Lao and the North Vietnamese. George was worried; he knew if the wrong guy could locate him, Vang Pao�s days could be numbered too.
�He figured the agent he was trailing had made his recent contacts in Vientiane so that appeared to be the best jumping off point for his next move. That�s where I came in.
�George wanted me to guarantee the delivery of the information he collected, to Neil Klein, in the event that something should happen to him. He was counting on my ability as a correspondent to send communications without being intercepted, and/or to get word to the ambassador in Vientiane if necessary. I told him I would do it. He agreed to my terms,� Jack paused.
�Go on,� Andrew urged. �What happened next?�
�George arranged a contact with Vang Pao, and they agreed to a meeting place near Sam Neua right in the middle of enemy territory. George had a map of villages and a mental list of persons who he had been told he could trust, who would help him.
�I know that I complicated his life; George was built slighter than I, not to mention the difference in our heights, and I know that I slowed him up. He moved through the jungle with the ease of a native. I felt like a giraffe traveling with him. Plus, I didn�t understand any of the language other than a few words here and there. He was good at finding trails and avoiding the Pathet Lao and the NV guerillas; I spent a lot of time hunching along behind, trying to make myself less visible.
�It was amazing, moving around that country with George. He could tell just by observing a village for a time, whether or not it was safe for us to enter. It was uncanny, when we would finally enter it, George would seek out the oldest inhabitants and before long they were old friends. Occasionally, we would find a village elder who remembered George�s parents. It was like that until just before we got to Sam Neua,� Jack said thoughtfully.
�We had come to the rendezvous point where we were to hook up with Vang Pao�s people, and suddenly we were looking into the muzzles of five North Vietnamese weapons pointing at us. George started talking and gesturing, telling them that we were journalists and were lost. It was silly, he knew arguing was hopeless� they kept shouting in Vietnamese, �CIA and something else that I couldn�t understand. George kept telling them, �No, no, Journalists, news correspondents,� over and over. The long and the short of it was that they didn�t believe him or didn�t care and they were getting madder by the minute. I remember saying to George, �Let�s just do as they say!� I was scared.
�They kept prodding us with their weapons and gesturing for us to start walking down the trail. So we did; we�d gone about fifty yards and there were shots. At first I thought we�d bought it�we dove into the jungle beside the trail. When we looked, the North Vietnamese troops were dead and we were surrounded again, but this time by Vang Pao�s men.
�George looked at me, I think I must have been shaking all over like a leaf, and he calmly asked, �Is this enough adventure for you, Hubbard?� Then he laughed.�
�With you gone from Vientiane with Kelshaw, what happened with the Peace Negotiation assignment?� Andrew questioned.
The phone was ringing, he frowned, hesitating to answer it before Jack could respond, but reached for it and reluctantly said, �Hello.�
�Hi, Andy, it�s Jim. I�ll be in your neighborhood in about ten minutes. Meet me downstairs, I�m on a short leash and haven�t time to park and come up. It�s Saturday, you know. I�m on my way to a Scout thing for one of the kids, but I have this present to deliver to you, so I�ll put it in your hands and go on my way. Okay?�
�Fine.� Andrew responded. �I have a friend here with me, so a drive by will work perfectly.�
�I�ll be back in a minute,� Andrew told Jack. �I have to meet a guy downstairs who has something for me,� he said vaguely.
An unsmiling Detective Savalza was standing at the entrance by the time Andrew opened the front door of the apartment house. �You�re here already! That was fast. What do you have for me?� Andrew asked, noting Jim�s frown and the empty hands.
Jim said grimly, �Here�s your present. We did the sweep of your apartment and Ms. Thayer�s house. There are taps on your phones and there are also some very exotic listening devices in each of your homes. In fact, the guy who did the sweep said the �stuff� is so sophisticated that whoever has access to it would have to be connected to, or be part of a high level intelligence agency.� Lowering his voice, he asked with urgency, �Andy, for crying out loud, what have you gotten yourself into?�
Andrew shrugged, �I don�t know, Jim, but I�m working on finding out. Thanks for the report. I�ll talk with Charlene later and I�ll be in touch with Evan Scott also, by the way, Scott�s real name is Neil Klein.� He was thinking about his and Jack�s conversations of last night and this morning, and wondering who might have been tuned in.
�Neil Klein, uh huh, okay, take care of yourself, Andy. If you need anything, holler,� Jim said as he walked to his car.
Sticking his head in the door of the apartment, Andrew motioned for Jack to follow him. He led the way to the elevator and pushed the button to the garage. On the way down Andrew explained the reason for Jim�s visit and the sudden change in his behavior.
Jack commented, �I wonder who you�ve ticked off so much that they want to hear every tiny little word, Andy. This has got to be linked to Kelshaw.�
�Probably and there is one person I can think of that just might fit that profile,� Andy said.
Jack offered,� Before we get back to your pad, in answer to your question about the assignment, as it turned out the experience with Kelshaw became far more relevant than any possible source of coverage on Peace Negotiations in Vientiane. But we�ll have to go into that later.�
Andrew nodded, �We will, I want to know all about that, but right now I�d better make a few calls.�
* * *
Washington, D.C.
Saturday afternoon, 4:30 PM

When Brad�s plane landed in Washington, he anxiously looked for Olivia at the gate, but as he entered the terminal he was intercepted by his DIA aide, Lieutenant John Carswell, who handed him an urgent message. As she hurried toward him, Olivia saw the officer hand Brad the message and noted the look of anger and then concern cross his face as he read it.
Seeing her he quickly forced a smile and opened his arms to warmly greet her, �Olivia,� he started to kiss her, but she turned her cheek to his lips. �It�s so good to see you, my dear,� he said attempting to overcome the chill.
�How are you, Brad,� she asked coolly. �How was your flight?� She restrained herself from asking about the exchange with the aide.
�Fine; Olivia, please� my dear, let�s not have this kind of unpleasantness when I arrive home,� he pleaded. �Please.�
She sighed, �I�m sorry, but sadly too much has happened that must be addressed before the �unpleasantness� will end, Brad. When we get home we have to talk. There are serious questions that must be answered.�
�Yes, Olivia, you�re right; we do have to talk and I promise you all of the questions will be answered to your satisfaction. But it will have to wait. An urgent matter has come up and I must take care of it. I will have John take you home and I will drive myself to the office and be home as soon as possible. This should not take long. I promise we�ll talk just as soon as I get there and for as long as you want.� He kissed her cheek and instructed Carswell to escort Mrs. Coleman to their home.
Brad�s attempt to exude the old self-confidence he often used in dealing with Olivia�s doubts or concerns felt hollow. He was having trouble convincing himself. The message his aide had handed him was from Dolliver reporting conversations picked up in Andrew Kincaid�s apartment between Kincaid and Jack Hubbard the night before and earlier in the day.
In his office Brad quickly returned Dolliver�s call. His anxiety level rose hearing the content of the recorded conversation. His own name connected with Lia Dupr� had been a major topic in their talk together.
He listened to the information about Kelshaw and Thayer and the plan to get Chernakov. Kelshaw had told Hubbard what had happened to Chernakov and Thayer. Brad learned that Neil Klein was still a player in the Kelshaw matter. He was now certain that whoever Evan Scott was, that he must be connected to Neil Klein.
Brad intensely disliked Neil Klein and those of the State Department hierarchy who had continued to declare a �cover-up� regarding the Southeast Asia prisoner exchanges and MIAs. The controversy with Klein over POWs continued even now. His investigations and probing had caused a major problem with key senators in voting money to help rebuild North Vietnam.
Brad�s apprehensions were further raised knowing that now Neil Klein was in contact with Andrew Kincaid. This knowledge heightened the fear that Kincaid along with Charlene Thayer would continue to probe into matters that could ultimately be disastrous for him. How much they already knew was unsettling.
Ramsey had been badly mistaken. Kincaid had interacted with Kelshaw at some point before he died. Although not mentioned, the information that Kelshaw carried must have found its way through Kincaid or Charlene Thayer to Evan Scott and most probably to Neil Klein.
Brad couldn�t afford to allow Kincaid�s and Charlene�s probing to continue. It had now involved Olivia. It would be next to impossible to control a nosey Seattle newspaper columnist and a woman determined to uncover a ten year old mistake. He knew it wouldn�t stop there. The potential of discovery could cost him everything.
�Dolliver, we don�t need any more information. I want this taken care of immediately and finally. You know what has to be done.�
�What about Hubbard, Sir?�
�Not yet�just the first two.�
�Yes Sir, it will be done as soon as possible, Sir�
�I�m counting on it,� Brad said confidently.
* * *
It was late when Brad left his office in the Pentagon and he was tired as he started home to Alexandria. He dreaded facing Olivia. He hoped she would be in bed.
On the drive, remembrance of Vietnam was once again magnified in his mind. The headlights of the car caught an object on the edge of the roadway, startling him. He quickly recognized it as a rolled piece of plastic and cardboard that probably fell from some passing vehicle but it caused an image to flash into Brad�s mind of a body, that of Lia lying on the road to Bien Hoa. He swerved and missed hitting it, but it threw the memory front and center before his eyes and it sickened him. �I was a fool,� he said to himself.
* * *
Brad had been sexually addicted to Lia Dupr� he couldn�t help himself. Her artistic and rapacious love-making totally controlled him. When he was away from her he couldn�t think of anything else. By the time Brad found out that Lia was heavily involved in the Communist Peoples Liberation Party in Saigon it was almost too late to extricate himself from the affair. She had used her influence with CIA Station Chief T.�R.�Perkins and Brad to learn much about American operations in the area.
At first he told himself that Lia might have been innocently duped by misplaced loyalties, but as subtle bits of information shared while in bed with Lia became known to the Viet Cong, he realized that this was a dangerous liaison.
He remembered a meeting with George Kelshaw and T.�R.�Perkins discussing security breaches and an unofficial CIA watch list that had included Lia�s name. The list was the topic of a heated argument. T.�R. adamantly insisted that Lia was not a security threat; that she was his right hand and he would trust her �with his life�. Kelshaw argued that too much evidence clearly proved otherwise. Brad had remained uncomfortably quiet, commenting only that further information had to be gathered before the list could be acted upon.
The last straw was the discovery of a Viet Cong listening post outside Army Headquarters at Than Son Nhut Airport. Its discovery was discussed at a briefing with T.�R.�Perkins, Brad and George Kelshaw. Kelshaw made it clear that he believed Lia and her cohorts were behind its placement, in spite of T.�R.�s objections. Kelshaw and Brad now knew that Lia had been passing damaging information to the enemy on a regular basis.
Brad knew he had to disengage from Lia. She would get no more information from him, but she was still the most sexually desirable woman he had ever known. He was determined that he could control the relationship; and when it had to end that it would be solely on his terms. He was to learn much later the depth of her Communist ties would make it impossible for him to escape from her unscathed
* * *
Respite from the immediacy of a decision came in July of 1968 when Lia left for Paris to attend a gala birthday celebration of Pablo Picasso. She would not return to Saigon before Brad left in August on a temporary duty assignment to Blackhorse the 11th Armored Cavalry Regiment for several months.
In July of 1968 the Regiment had come under the command of Colonel George S. Patton, Jr. It excited Brad to be assigned even temporarily to a regiment known for its expert action against the enemy. And to serve with a man whose own reputation like that of his well known father was respected throughout the United States Army was an opportunity that Brad relished.
He smiled as he thought back to the months he had been attached to the Blackhorse and of the battles in which they had been involved. Names of missions, operations and places he had once forgotten flew into his mind; villages like Lai Khe, Tan Binh, Binh Co, and Bien Hoa surfaced in his memory.
He had loved the challenge of combat. It excited and tested him. He would like to have remained the Armored Cavalry Regiment, but was ordered to return to Saigon in mid December.
* * *
Arriving at Headquarters he reported to General Abrams. Brad was relieved to find out that Lt. Colonel Thayer had been called to Washington; he had little interest as to why. He could now focus on handling the problem of Lia. That would take some skill and not having Paul around took the pressure off.
He had thought about her and his physical desire for her and imagined their first encounter after being away from her for months.
He was pleasantly surprised by an invitation from Lia to a party to be given by her father at their home to introduce T.�R.�Perkins� newly recruited information specialist, Australian born Phillip Durkan.
Durkan had been operating as a mercenary against the Communists in Thailand, Cambodia and Laos as well as North and South Vietnam. He had made himself available to the CIA and the military. Because he traveled across borders easily without problems, Perkins had used him on several occasions to verify intelligence in areas when other sources had been compromised.
He had won Perkins�s gratitude by identifying the Viet Cong infiltrator responsible for the listening post outside of MACV Headquarters thereby clearing Lia of any complicity and proving George Kelshaw wrong. Now T.�R. had made Durkan one of the �family�.
That Lia should be attracted to Durkan was not a surprise; he had a masculine sensuality that drew her like a magnet and the fact that he had T.�R�s. approval was the clincher. He was about to be one of her conquests and for that Brad breathed a sigh of relief; it would play into his plan.
At the party while Lia�s mother sat quietly smiling and nodding approval, Lia�s father had graciously introduced their good friend, T.�R.�Perkins who enthusiastically presented Phillip Durkan as a new member of his team to military and embassy staff and a few of the local Vietnamese politicians.
Durkan�s six foot muscular build reminded Brad of some of the young coal miners from his youth. Their physical strength was the only thing about the industry that Brad had ever wanted to emulate. Durkan appeared to be in top physical condition. Brad thought of the old body building magazine ads showing an individual with rippling muscles. Durkan rippled� he looked strong enough to wrestle a bear�and win.
Between thirty and thirty-five years old, his close cropped sandy hair gave him a far more youthful appearance than his life experience would have allowed. He laughed and smiled a lot displaying even white teeth that gave the impression of warmth and humor; but the blue eyes that looked out from his deeply tanned face and swept the room capturing every detail, were as cold as steel.
As the evening wore on Perkins and Durkan regaled the guests and each other with outlandish tales of their exploits. Durkan talked of his Australian parentage and told of how he had knocked around Southeast Asia most of his life. In more recent years he saw himself as a kind of �soldier of fortune� serving as a mercenary against the Communists.
Perkins was a leftover WWII pilot, who for years, had been in Southeast Asia and prior to that in China for a long time as well. Recruited by the CIA, he had flown for Air America and eventually became the CIA Station Chief in Saigon. He fancied himself to be more knowledgeable in the Asian mindset than most of his peers. If truth be known, he now regarded the war as an inconvenience to an undeclared lifestyle of dissipation and profit.
Brad seated across the room was admiring Lia who was perched close to T.�R., her long legs crossed showing an appealing portion of thigh from the opening on the side of her richly embroidered saffron colored silk dress. He was wondering how her evening would end, with him or Durkan. Either way he had determined it would be all right. Without Paul around to play �parent� he was free to take advantage of an opening if it came his way.
It was time to find out. After saying goodnight to Lia�s father and mother, he moved to leave. Lia was quickly beside him linking her arm in his brushing her body against his as they walked to the door. Her fragrance sent his blood racing and he was finding it very hard to retain the self control that would be his only ally.
Standing seductively close she whispered, �Shall I see you tomorrow?� then stepped away.
Brad smiled and leaning close to her ear, replied softly, �It�s possible, but I have a lot of paper work to catch up on. I�m thinking about arranging for some R and R and asking my wife to meet me in Tokyo.� He saw the expression on Lia�s face turn from a teasing smile to surprised anger. He heard the door close behind him, but did not look back.
* * *
Earlier in November of 1968, CIA operative Fred Wellman had arrived in Saigon from Thailand to meet with State Department Intelligence Officer, Neil Klein and George Kelshaw. Wellman had warned Klein and Kelshaw about a prominent young Vietnamese woman Lia Dupr� and her seemingly innocent trips to Paris. He informed them that the group of student art enthusiasts of which she was a part, was a cover for a powerful communist cell. It operated under the direct supervision of the Soviet Embassy in Paris and GRU chief, Colonel Yuri Karpov.
Each time there was a significant artistic event of international importance, Karpov would arrive from Moscow to attend. Lia had connected with Karpov at the Picasso birthday celebration at the Palais Royale in Paris earlier in the summer. During her stay in Paris, Karpov had invited and escorted her to a party at the Soviet Embassy. Since that time Lia�s trips to Paris would be closely monitored.
* * *
It wasn�t until June of 1969 that Brad would learn how Wellman�s November visit would impact him.
Paul Thayer was preparing to leave for the States expecting to be gone from Saigon for about thirty days. The evening before he left, Paul had initiated a meeting with Coleman for dinner. Their professional relationship had remained amicable, even so their friendship had cooled since the heated argument over Lia and Paul was uncomfortable allowing acrimony to continue between them. He believed Brad felt badly as well.
At dinner they talked of the war each one holding back the pessimism that permeated much of their day to day experience. Talk then turned to casual reminiscences of their days at West Point. They laughed some and talked of Olivia and Charlene. Then Paul became serious again and told Brad about Fred Wellman�s information regarding Lia, commenting, �I�m glad you didn�t let it go any farther and went to the 11th when you did, Brad. Perkins may wish he had gone somewhere too before this is over.�
Brad sucked in his breath and mumbled lamely, �I�m glad also. Have you or Kelshaw shared this information with Perkins?� he asked.
�No,� Paul replied, �We haven�t�it could jeopardize other areas of intelligence if we did. He�s out of the loop. So far T.�R. hasn�t been willing to consider Lia as a security threat even with evidence staring him right in the face; and after the routine that Durkan pulled on finding the listening post culprits, both Kelshaw and I are persona non grata. The situation is time limited anyway; rumor is that T.�R. expects to retire in a few months�and then we�ll see what happens. If Perkins is lucky, he�ll walk away with his pension. If not, oh well��
Brad agreed, �Yes, it will be interesting.� Glancing at his watch he said, �I guess it�s time to call it a night. By the way, I�m meeting Olivia in Hawaii in July for R and R. So I may not be here when you get back. Take care of your self, Paul, and watch your back,� Coleman said only half kidding.
As they shook hands, Paul smiled and said warmly, �I will. Tell Olivia hello and give her my love.�
�I�ll do that and thanks, Paul, we should have done this sooner; too stubborn, I guess.�
�Something like that,� Thayer smiled.
* * *
Coleman was gratified that a friendship had been restored that once had meant a great deal to him and because of the information regarding Lia. She was more than just a local Communist informant, she was connected to the Soviet �big boys�; she was a spy. He didn�t know how much information she had passed on to Karpov, but he was sure that whatever information had passed through T.�R.�Perkins�s hands had probably found its way to Moscow.
He was glad that he would be leaving in a few days hopefully Lia would not be in Saigon when he returned.
She had become more assertive and demanding and their little time together was increasingly burdensome and dangerous for Brad.
They had often quarreled over her jealousy of Olivia. Though it seemed totally irrational to him, Lia was furious that he was not jealous of her affair with Durkan.
They argued bitterly when Lia found out that Brad was leaving for Hawaii to meet Olivia. For the first time Brad confronted her about the information she had earlier passed to the Viet Cong, careful not to mention the further information he had learned from Paul. �I know that information on our POW�s was given to the VC and it came from you. You sold out some of your own people.�
He then told her the relationship was too dangerous to continue.Eyes snapping she struck back ridiculing him, �Who are �my� people? Just remember, Baby, the information came from you, so if I get caught you get caught too.�
She accused him of believing everything Paul Thayer told him saying, �Oh yes, I know the two of you have dinners together, how cozy! You think I don�t know what goes on? People tell me things. You let Paul Thayer make up your mind for you and he tells you lies about me.
�Our relationship will be over when I say so� Baby! Don�t forget I always know what you like and how you like it, more than that dull wife of yours. Does she make you feel the way I do, Baby?� she screamed.
For the first time he quietly walked out in response to her fury, vowing to dissolve the relationship one way or the other. He stayed as busy as possible hoping Lia would see Phillip Durkan when he was in Saigon, but it was clear that her relationship with Durkan was not as intense as Brad would have wished.
Durkan didn�t offer Lia the prestige she desired, but now it seemed that her trips to Paris had added a new dimension of excitement to her life. Small wonder, Brad thought. He looked forward to R and R and seeing Olivia.
* * *
It had been wonderful with Olivia in Honolulu. The excitement of their courtship was rekindled and Brad silently vowed that he wouldn�t risk his reputation or career any longer. The time with Olivia in Hawaii would hold Brad�s resolve that nothing would stand in the way of his military career or of a marriage that was very much an asset to all of his plans.
* * *
He recalled his last six months of duty in Vietnam. During that time his encounters with Lia had been few. The war was creeping closer to Saigon and there had been numerous raids on Than Son Nhut airport. Brad�s responsibilities at Headquarters left little time for anything else. When he did see Lia it was usually at the embassy or at meetings with Perkins.
His friendship with Paul Thayer had strengthened and though Paul�s assignments often took him out of Saigon, they had managed to socialize once or twice a month.
On a March evening of 1970, Brad and Paul had had a drink together earlier. Paul was preparing to drive to Long Binh early the next morning. Brad had returned to his office and was preparing to work when he heard shouting and a commotion in the corridor. Military Policemen were there in numbers searching through the buildings.
Inquiring what was going on he was told that a sailor who had been slightly injured on a river boat mission had walked away from the hospital. The patient, Bos Anderson was due to be returned to duty later in the week, but he had managed to slip out and was missing. The dispensary had been burgled; narcotics had been stolen and it was suspected that Anderson was the culprit. After a thorough search it was determined that Anderson was not on the premises and was listed as officially AWOL.
The search continued, but Anderson had managed to elude his pursuers. He noticed a supply truck that was returning to Saigon and jumped in the back. As soon as he was in the city he looked for one of the hotels where some of the military officers were billeted. He saw an officer standing by a vehicle close to the Ham Ngi and speaking with an army non-com gesturing toward the jeep. Anderson got close enough to hear that it was all fueled and the driver would be there at 0400. He would wait until just before the driver was due and take the vehicle.
Brad returned to the hotel and was tempted to knock on Paul�s door but remembered Paul was leaving for Long Binh at 0400 and would be asleep by now.
When Paul Thayer entered his quarters he was surprised to find George Kelshaw waiting for him.
�What�s going on?� he asked Kelshaw.
Kelshaw spoke hurriedly, �We�re leaving now�leave everything behind�no ID; we got the message��The Bird is in the air�. We have to meet Klein, now.�
Shortly before morning a blast tore through the street close to the hotel. It jarred Brad and the residents out of bed. Throwing clothes on quickly everyone was running and it was unclear where the attack had originated.
Outside, Paul�s driver spotted Brad in the crowd and moved to his side. �Colonel Coleman, Sir, I�m Corporal Bodega, I was to drive Colonel Thayer to Long Binh this morning. That�s the vehicle we were to use� I was detained at a road block; they�re looking for some guy who bailed out of the hospital and checking everybody in and out. Anyway I was late trying to get to Colonel Thayer. Have you seen him, Sir?�
Brad surveyed the crowd and then said �Let�s check his room. I�m sure he didn�t sleep through this.�
After checking Paul�s quarters and checking through the hotel it became clear that Paul was not there. No one had seen him and most of his personal items were still in his room.
Shock was beginning to make its way into Brad�s consciousness. After a fruitless search for Paul, it was determined that everyone else was accounted for except Thayer. What was left of a charred body was found inside the burned and twisted hulk of the vehicle; and as the morning wore on and Paul didn�t appear Brad�s worst fears became reality.
Later, after a preliminary investigation it was concluded that Lt. Colonel Thayer was the victim. The investigators conjectured that an explosive device was placed in the vehicle in such a way that it was triggered by the weight of something or someone as they entered it.
Little forensic evidence or even dental work was available because of the extensive damage to the body, burned beyond recognition.
Brad was thoroughly shaken and wondered if Paul had been targeted and why. Thayer was well liked by everyone who knew him with the exception of one person whom Brad knew hated him. But surely she wouldn�t go that far, would she?
* * *
With difficulty Brad wrote a letter to Charlene telling her of the explosion that had claimed Paul�s life and then wrote to Olivia. He then made arrangements to accompany Paul�s body home.
Lia was in his quarters waiting for him when he arrived to pack for the flight.
�What are you doing here?� he demanded. �I thought I told you it was over.�
�You don�t have to worry anymore, Baby, now that Paul Thayer is dead. We�re free and clear!� She said softly, wrapping her arms around him. �No more Paul Thayer to tell lies to you about me and keep watch on you. Now we can be together as much as we want,� she insisted. �I made sure of that.�
�What do you mean, you made sure of that?� Brad�s voice was low and he felt frozen inside. �What did you do or what did you have your Commie friends do?�
�What do you think, Baby? Colonel Thayer was making big trouble for me� and for you too, but no more.� She was smiling as she slowly removed her dress. �Let�s make love, Baby, I�ll make it good for you,�
Not responding verbally, Brad succumbed, hating himself, but unable to resist the sight and the excitement of her body. This would be the last time. He knew it had to be.
Afterward she was languishing on the bed as Brad poured scotch into two glasses and handed one to her. He clinked his to hers and said �I toast you, Lia, no one can cook like you.� He drained the glass and said, �Get dressed we�re going to take a little drive, I want to talk with you privately. Let�s have another for the road,� He poured more of the amber liquid into her glass and then his. He watched her as she dressed.
She brushed her hair and touched lipstick to her mouth, but not before she kissed Brad long and sensuously. Where are we going, Baby?� she asked.
�Just for a drive� you�ll be safe�we won�t take many chances,� Brad laughed casually.
They were in the car on the road that led to Bien Hoa. The rains had stopped and the road had dried enough so clods of the red dirt whumped under the car as they sped along. Brad was feeling the liquor as was Lia.
Turning to her he said calmly, �I�m leaving tomorrow for the States and this has to end before I go. I know that you�re a goddamned spy and you�ve been playing games with the Soviet KGB. I know that every time you take your little trips to Paris, you�ve been handing over information to the Russians. You have played Perkins like a fiddle but you haven�t fooled everybody.�
�Everybody?� she countered. �Who is everybody? Does that mean that you know everything Kelshaw does? Did he tell you about the big time defector?�
�Defector? What are you talking about?� Brad pressed.
�I hear lots of things� do you? Why don�t you ask George Kelshaw? Aren�t you on the top secret inner circle with Georgie? Even Phillip Durkan knows more than you,� she goaded. �What do you think Kelshaw would do if he knew you had given me the information on the POW�s that got back to the VC? So you found out that I have some powerful friends in Moscow�so what?�
Lia moved closer, �If you knew, why didn�t you do something to stop me, Baby?� she whispered huskily. �You and I both know why, don�t we?� she said as her hand caressed his thigh. �I told you before that it isn�t going to end unless I want it to and I don�t! Get used to it, Colonel Baby, I�ll be waiting when you get back� taking care of Paul Thayer was my pleasure,� She laughed.
�Brad had stopped the car. She saw the gun in his hand and began pleading. �No, Baby, no! You don�t want to do this. I won�t bother you more� please, please don�t.�
�Get out of the car,� he demanded angrily, �Now! I�ll be doing my country a favor. Go on get out!� She shook her head defiantly. Not waiting, he fired� the bullet entered her left side and her eyes widened in horror. She slumped as Brad reached across and opened the door and pushed her out. Getting out he walked around the car to where she lay on the ground; standing over her he muttered, �We could have ended this another way, but you wouldn�t listen, you stupid�� He fired again and prodded her body with the toe of his boot.
Lia lay crumpled in the red dirt at the side of the road. He fired once more saying, �That one was for Paul,� then Brad calmly returned to Saigon. He needed a shower and good night�s sleep before leaving with Paul�s body the next day.
* * *
It was after 10:00 PM when Brad drove into his driveway in Alexandria. He couldn�t put Olivia off any longer. �Maybe she�s gone to bed,� he said to himself.
Opening the front door he saw a light from a door ajar in the den.
�Is that you, Brad?� she called out.
�Yes Olivia, dear,� he said opening the door. He saw a small fire burning in the fireplace. Olivia was seated in a comfortable leather chair close to the fire. Her hair was loose like she worn it when they first met. He thought how really lovely she was. �You waited up� I�m sorry to be so late, but it was unavoidable.
�She nodded understanding, then said, �Sit down, Brad. Would you like a drink? I�m going to have one.�
Brad was surprised, his wife rarely decided to imbibe alone. He quickly moved across the room to a small bar saying, �Stay seated, I�ll fix us one; what would you like?�
�Bourbon and soda will be fine for me,� she said softly.
Brad prepared the drinks and handing her one he said lightly, �All right, my dear, you have some questions. I�ll be glad to clear up anything that I can, to ease your mind.� Brad took a long drink and waited.
She smiled, �Thank you, Brad. I want you to tell me about the letter from Paul that Charlene received and then I want you tell me about George Kelshaw. Most of all I want to know why you felt you had to lie to me.�
Brad was ready with his reply, �The problem Charlene called me about was a letter from Paul, but it was a letter written about a year after the car bomb that we assumed killed Paul in Saigon.
�At first I didn�t believe it could have been authentic and I didn�t want to upset you, but I have since have found out that it is. It was not Paul that was killed; he died on a black mission and no one knew.�
Olivia gasped, shocked to hear about Paul. �Wha-what about George Kelshaw?� she stammered. �Charlene told me he had been murdered in Seattle.�
Brad was rapidly thinking on his feet. �George Kelshaw apparently got to Seattle on a freighter from Southeast Asia. He was attacked and killed before anyone could speak with him. The Seattle Police Department ruled it as a robbery/homicide by persons unknown. Kelshaw was just in the wrong place at the wrong time.�
�Why did you lie and tell Charlene and me that you didn�t know George Kelshaw?�
�What did Charlene tell you?� Brad sounded annoyed.
�Never mind, Brad� I�m asking you,� she said with forced patience.
�I did know George Kelshaw, but it was unbelievable that he could be alive after all this time. The last I knew he�d been taken prisoner in Laos and we never heard more about him. When the war was over and the POWs were returned and his name wasn�t on any list, we all assumed that he was dead.
�So you see my dear, I did not lie to you. The whole story was so surrealistic that�well, Olivia you know that I am a logical, rational man. It took some serious thinking and investigating to conclude that the letter that Charlene received was genuine. We now know that it was; someone else was killed in the car.
�Now shall we go to bed�I�m very tired.�
�Thank you, Brad for your very thoroughly logical explanation� yes, it is late. I have only one more question, and then we can go to bed. Brad, who is Lia?�
Brad was stunned; he blanched, stammering, �Lia� what are you talking about, Olivia?� His mind was reeling. What could she know?
�I�m talking about the woman that you were sleeping with in Saigon. Don�t deny it, Brad, I have my sources of information. Washington and the Army are small communities and people talk; you were not exactly invisible, people know us.�
�Did Charlene Thayer tell you?�
�No, Brad, she didn�t. Does Charlene even know? Did Paul know?�
Brad sunk into a chair, shaking his head, �Paul knew. When he found out, we quarreled; he didn�t want you to get hurt. I didn�t think he told Charlene. I told him it was over,� Brad paused, �Why didn�t you say something?� he asked wearily rubbing his forehead.
�Because I loved you and I had decided to let it go as a casualty of war. Our time together in Hawaii was such a special healing time and I loved you enough to forgive you almost anything. But you�ve lied to me and after listening to your very logical explanation about Paul�s death and George Kelshaw, I realize I don�t know you anymore, Brad. I have forgiven you, but how can I trust you?�
�Livy, what are you going to do?� Brad was visibly shaken. Brad had not addressed her by the pet name since Hawaii.
She paused for a moment, her hand on the back of his chair and then stated, �Right now I�m going to bed� you can have the guest room. I don�t know yet what I�m going to do.�
* * *
Instead of the guest room, Brad remained slumped morosely in the chair in the den. His marriage, his world was falling apart. He couldn�t let it happen. He would plead with her and beg her forgiveness. She must forgive him.
The memories of Vietnam seemed so fresh. He had returned to Saigon in September of 1970 a few months after Paul�s death. He looked forward to leaving Vietnam for the last time. He and Olivia would be going to Germany. Now he would finalize his MACV responsibilities in Saigon and this time he wouldn�t have to deal with Lia; he had gotten rid of her just in time.
He was shocked when he returned to the embassy compound to find an angry T.�R.�Perkins packing his office getting ready to leave.
�What�s going on, T.�R.? Are you really retiring?� Brad asked incredulously.
�Retiring, hell, I�ve been fired!� He spit the words out with acute intensity. �They call it retiring, but I know they�re pulling my ticket.�
�Fired�why? What�s happened? I heard that someone killed Lia Dupr�,� Brad declared innocently.
�That�s right, Coleman, someone did and I still can�t believe it. Her family is devastated. We, her dad and I, sure as hell looked for whoever did it, but in the meantime I found out that she really was a damned spy. She had been passing information to the Russian Commies� so maybe one of them shot her.�
�How did you find that out� what convinced you she was a spy?� Brad asked inquisitively.
�Phillip Durkan caught her. He found out she had some major ties in Moscow as well as Hanoi. Durkan is a good man. They wanted him to fill in until H-Q assigns someone else to take over for me, but he said no. I think he�d really rather stay in the field and not be tied to a desk. He always reminded me of a caged cat after a few days in the office.�
Perkins continued, �Oh, yeah, you might be interested to know that the body you took back to the states might not be Thayer.�
�What are you talking about, T.�R.? Did Durkan tell you that too? Who do they think it was and if true where is Paul Thayer?� Brad was stunned.
�Yeah, Durkan did tell me that. We don�t know the answer to either question. Thayer took orders from someone in the Pentagon and they didn�t bother to let our office know who. I have a hunch he and Kelshaw were hooked up with the same gang and probably with Neil Klein too.
�Word is that a high level Soviet General was looking to defect. Apparently somebody didn�t think my office should handle it� maybe Klein; I think he�s a climber� wants the recognition and you can bet your ass he knew who, where and what was coming down. I was really pissed-off for awhile. Now I say screw �em; I don�t need the goddamned cloak and dagger crap anymore!�
Perkins went on, �Oh yeah, about the guy that bought it in the car bombing, personally, I think it was an AWOL S.O.B, Bos Anderson. He was a low-life enlisted type that the Navy hadn�t weeded out. He got a scratch on a routine river mission and afterwards told a corpsman that he could make more money and have more fun in the black market and that no matter what, he wasn�t going back to combat.
�But who knows, Coleman? Maybe it was Thayer in the car after all. Anyway, good luck, Colonel; maybe our paths will cross stateside,� T.�R. philosophized as he threw the last bit of paraphernalia from his desk into a box.
�Where�s Durkan now?� Brad queried.
�Who knows? I don�t know and I don�t care,� Perkins responded lightly. �I just want to pull my stuff together and move outta� here. It�s been fun, but the fun�s done,� he quipped.
Brad offered, �I�m getting my �stuff� together to go home too, T.�R. and I�m looking forward to it. I�ve been here too long.�

Chapter 14

Sunday, September 28, 1980

Arriving at St. Mark�s shortly before services were over; Andrew had found a parking place close to the front of the Cathedral. While he waited in the car for Charlene, he pondered his and Jack�s conversations of yesterday. He thought about the listening device in his apartment, wondering what information had been heard. He and Jack had covered a lot of ground. What had Jim said? �Very sophisticated devices��
His thoughts focused on Jack. He was seeing Jack in a different light. He was sure Hubbard was experiencing some sort of burnout, but the drinking was just a symptom of something much deeper. He hadn�t heard the rest of the story of Jack�s time with Kelshaw. He resolved to help his friend and mentor if he could.
With a sardonic chuckle he was thinking of what an unlikely turn his and Jack�s friendship had taken when he saw Charlene coming through the front doors of St. Mark�s. She was with a crowd of people who were stopping to greet and shake hands with the priest. She warmly greeted the cleric and smiled and exchanged pleasantries with some of the other members of the congregation.
When she saw Andrew she hurried to the car and said, �Just a minute while I get my tote from my car. I thought after we had talked with Father Ben we might take advantage of the sunshine and take a walk on the beach or something. By the way, it�s good to see you, Andy.� She ran to her car and grabbed a tote bag from the back seat and rejoined Andrew.
�Sounds like a good plan,� he said pleasantly. �It�s good to see you too. Let�s see,� he said looking at his watch, �It�s about 12:15 we have some time if you�d like to have lunch now.�
�Definitely, I�m starving,� she said cheerfully. �But I am holding out for a walk along the beach later unless you and Mr. Hubbard have another session scheduled for today.�
�Oh, no, no, Jack needed some time to regroup and then he was going to get together with a couple of the news editors today, socially I think. Besides, I needed to see you. We have a lot to talk about.� He took her hand and held it momentarily before backing out of the parking space and leaving St. Mark�s.
Over lunch he told her of Jim�s visit and what he had found, saving the discussion of his departure from the station until after their visit to the Center and their conversation with Neil Klein.
* * *
Promptly at 2:00 the Seamen�s Center telephone rang. Father Ben answered and spoke briefly with Neil Klein before handing the phone to Charlene. She was still dismayed that their privacy could have been violated when Andrew told her the reason for the call taking place at the Center.
Taking the phone and saying, �Hello,� she heard the familiar voice of Evan Scott responding,
�Hello, Charlene, you met me as Evan Scott, but before we go any further I want to introduce myself, my real name is Neil Klein and I am the Assistant Secretary for Intelligence and Research for the US State Department.�
A moment of silence was followed by, �Oh so that�s who you are. Thank you for telling me. Why the call, Mr. Klein?�
�I have some things to tell you and I want you to listen to me very carefully. First, I want you to know how very sorry I am to keep you in the dark on some of the issues we spoke about, but for the time being it�s the way it has to be.
�You know that George Kelshaw�s death was related to his work and he was deliberately targeted.�
Charlene listened and then asked, �Of course, but what did his work have to do with me, with us? Other than Paul�s letter why are we affected by all this? And how long will this go on?� referring to the electronic surveillance.
�Charlene, Father Ben and Andrew were the last people to speak with George Kelshaw and he tried to call you. As this unfolds you will know more. I must ask you again to be patient and I promise it won�t go on much longer.
�On another subject, I understand General Coleman paid you a visit; did it go well?�
�It was a bit difficult at first, but I suppose you already know that since you have spoken with Andrew. The second meeting went better and Brad said that he would help me find the answers I�m looking for.�
�Do you believe him?�
�I really wanted to,� she said cautiously, �but, after I spoke with Olivia Coleman on Friday morning I�m not sure, I believe that Brad did know George Kelshaw. I also believe that you know a great deal more about what happened to Paul than you have disclosed.
�He did know George Kelshaw, Charlene.� Neil responded.
�At some future date I want to know who betrayed Paul. Can we agree on that?� She added.
�Yes, Charlene, we can agree, that when I�m able, I will tell you all I can. Back to General Coleman; I sense that while you consider him to be an old friend, you have some reservations. Follow your instincts and be careful, Charlene, sometimes people change.�
�I understand and I will be careful.� Charlene held the phone to Andrew, �He wants to speak with you.�
�Good, because I want to speak with him too,� he said as he took the phone from Charlene�s hand.
�Neil, I thought you should know that Jim Savalza came by my place yesterday to inform me that you were right about the electronic surveillance. Jim wouldn�t even come to my door. He called me on a pretext to meet him out front because he was making a quick stop on his way home. The fact is he told me that the listening devices were so sophisticated that the guy who did the sweep said that it had to come from some �super spy� agency. Does that ring any bells with you?�
�Andrew, that doesn�t surprise me, but it does confirm a couple of things. I hope you have been discreet in your conversations.� Neil replied calmly.
�I think that might be a problem. You see Jack Hubbard turned up on Friday and after dinner we crashed at my place and I got a blow by blow of the Hubbard, Kelshaw and Klein connection. Jack gave me a lot of history and I told him some things as well. To be honest, I was careless and stupid. I couldn�t believe that there would be any real interest in my place, but I guess I was wrong. I tipped Jack off as soon as I got back into the apartment so little else was said but��
Neil interrupted, �Can you remember what you discussed, exactly?�
�I�m not able to tell you that.�
�All right, I understand; Charlene Thayer or Paul was one of your topics� and were there others as well, I and General Coleman for example?�
�Yes, you�re partially right; I�ll call you tomorrow morning from the Times.�
Neil cautioned, �Considering what you�ve told me, I want you to be extremely careful from here on out, Andrew. Without alarming her, urge Charlene to be extra cautious, in her conversations as well. I�ll call Savalza. Now I would like to speak with Father Lee before we end the call.
�Father Ben, George Kelshaw�s service will be on Wednesday; it will be private for family and close friends. I want you to know Myra Kelshaw, George�s sister knows of your help and support in the last hours of his life. She wants you to know that she is most grateful.�
Ben answered in surprise, �His sister? But when I asked if we could notify someone, Mr. Kelshaw said there was no one left to tell. Why did he not tell us?�
Neil responded, �I would suppose he knew that when I was contacted, I would know that his mission had been completed� without him. You see, Father Ben, Myra Kelshaw is Myra Kelshaw Klein, my wife. Her brother and my friend, was professional to the end, as I believe you are, Father.�
�Thank you, Neil, please relay my sincere condolences to Myra Kelshaw. I am so sorry that she and her brother could not have been reunited.�
�Thank you, Father�
As Ben replaced the phone in its cradle, Andrew quickly asked, �Myra Kelshaw? What�s going on, Ben?� Ben slowly sat down. �George Kelshaw had a sister.�
�Why did he�?�
Father Ben answered Andrew�s query, �I think I understand his reasons, Andrew, you see Neil Klein is married to George Kelshaw�s sister, Myra.�
�So that�s it. That explains a lot of things.�
* * *
West Seattle�s Alki village seemed to be a natural destination for Andrew and Charlene. It afforded a beach walk and friendly benches where one could sit and gaze at the water or admire the view. Often a ferry could be seen or the occasional tug and barge outbound, and one could always observe sailboats offering other pleasant points of interest.
After a brief wordless stroll, Andy pointed to a bench and said, �I want to talk with you about the station and all that.�
Charlene nodded in agreement and asked, �Are you thirsty? I have a thermos of tea and some cups in the tote.�
�Yes, thanks,� he responded as she took a small thermos from the tote and poured a cup for each of them. Then setting the tote slightly under the bench she raised hers in a toast.
�Cheers,� she said touching her cup to his. �So, talk to me about Friday.�
�Where do I begin?� he said, deciding not to tell her about his encounter with Coleman. He picked up at the point of his surprise and pleasure of finding Jack Hubbard at the Seattle Times.
He told her about his resolution to put the Bob Mitchell problem to rest with the station; recounting his and station manager Carmichael�s subsequent conversation that led to his resignation.
Then, taking her hand he said quietly, �I know I probably seem very stubborn and uncompromising in this whole thing, but to apologize as Carmichael and the station wanted me to would have been completely dishonest. I couldn�t do it, so I resigned. Can you understand that?� He asked, relieved as she nodded her head.
�Of course, Andrew; you are a man of integrity, of that I�m certain. Frankly, I would have been surprised if you had apologized,� she said emphatically. Then added, �The �reflect and rephrase� method doesn�t always work.�
Still holding her hand he said abruptly, �I, I want to ask you something.�
�What is it?� The seriousness of his tone caused her to search his face.
�Charlene� Charlie,� he started again, �I�m not awfully good at this� journalists as a whole or even columnists don�t make large salaries, but I�m asking you to�consider marrying me. And before you flat out say no, I realize it can�t happen right away. I can�t offer you much right now. I just want you to think about it. I love you; that�s firm and it isn�t going to change,� he said, looking into her eyes that were now filled with tears.
�Andy,� She whispered as she touched his face with her hand. �Oh, Andy, I won�t flat out say no. That was wonderfully sweet, but,� she paused, �You�re right, there�s a lot to consider. Things that must take time and believe me, it doesn�t have anything to do with money. We are very different people and we need to get to know each other under different, less stressful circumstances. I think I love you too. I didn�t think I could ever say that to anyone again, but�� Her voice softened, �So for now, let�s take some time and see what happens.�
�That�s good, very good!� He said kissing her gently.
�Just one other thing, Andy,� She said pulling away. �Not in any way can I be a reason for any career decisions you make. I want you to promise me that or else I will have to say no, now. Will you promise?�
Andrew knew she meant it, �You drive a hard bargain, lady. What if I get an offer to go to Outer Mongolia or somewhere equally as remote; are you saying that you don�t want to weigh in, just a little, on that decision?� Andy quizzed trying to add a little humor.
�That�s right, I don�t, and I am serious,� she said firmly. The plan for your life has to be yours and God�s. If I�m to be a part of it, I will be, because it will be the way it�s supposed to be and not because we�ve manipulated the process. Do you understand?�
�Yes, Ms. Thayer, I do understand and I surrender to your terms� Whoa, hey, watch out!� Andrew yelped as a runner with a hood pulled over headphones stumbled into their bench, the hood apparently blocking his peripheral vision.
�Wha�, sorry, man, didn�t see ya�,� he mumbled as he regained his balance and galloped off.
�Did he hurt you?� Andy asked. �He almost landed in your lap!�
�No, I�m fine; he just wasn�t paying attention; intent on his music, no doubt. Let�s go across the street and look in the shop windows before we go. There�s an interesting little book store I want to look in.�
�They�re not open on Sunday, you know,� Andrew said as he guided her across the street between the parked cars.
They had reached the curb by the Land Cruiser, when Charlie broke away and starting back across the street, called out over her shoulder, �Just a minute, Andy, I left my tote by the bench.�
Andrew caught off guard, yelled, �Wait, Charlene, I�ll get it. Watch out!� he shouted, as a passing car narrowly missed her, she jumped back momentarily. As she started forward again the world exploded in front of her. Suddenly the air was filled with flying debris. Pieces of the bench where they had been sitting were landing on the Land Cruiser, and a few cars parked close behind. Glass from two store windows behind Andrew shattered.
The car that had caused her to jump back had taken the brunt of the explosion, and had landed partially on the parking strip and sidewalk; its two occupants were slumped in the front seat. Someone was trying to help get them out and away from further danger from the car. Charlene lay motionless in the street.
Andrew had been hit by debris and the explosion had knocked him to the ground beside the Land Cruiser. He was trying to clear his head and grabbing onto the car, he struggled to raise himself to his feet. He saw Charlene in the street and lurched forward toward her calling her name, but she didn�t move.
�Oh, God, Charlene,� he cried as he reached her side. �Somebody help! Help her!� He was on his knees beside her. He could barely hear the sirens over the ringing in his ears.
Someone was beside him trying to help him to his feet. A voice that sounded far away, was saying, �Someone called 9-1-1. Come on, fella,� you�re bleeding, you�re hurt; let us help you� The ambulance will be here in a few minutes,� Andrew pulled away from the hands trying to assist him, refusing to leave Charlene, he said hoarsely, �Help her, please,� he pleaded.
A crowd had gathered now and people were helping others who had been hit by debris. �What happened?� people were asking.
A police car reached the scene first and blocked off the street to allow the emergency vehicles to get through. A fire truck and two Medic One units had arrived and the paramedics immediately started to work on Charlene. Andrew would not move until someone assured him that she was alive. His ears were still ringing as the medics guided him to a waiting ambulance and put him inside, along with the two people who had been in the car. The medic assured him he could see Charlene at the hospital.
Seeing the Seattle Policeman outside, he motioned him to the doorway of the ambulance, saying, �My name is Andrew Kincaid, officer, please get hold of Detective Jim Savalza and tell him what happened here and ask him to meet us at Harborview.�
�What did happen here, Mr. Kincaid? What caused the explosion�was it a bomb?� The officer asked looking at the residue.
�Yes, it was a bomb.� Andrew asserted. �Get hold of Detective Savalza and tell him.�
* * *
The scene in the emergency room seemed like controlled chaos. The medical staff was operating in over-drive, moving rapidly from one injury to the other, triaging and treating the blast victims expeditiously. Charlene had been taken immediately into a treatment area where physicians and nurses were working to save her life.
After arguing and losing, Andrew had been moved away from her to an area with some of the less severely injured blast victims. A person with a clipboard and forms was asking for information. He asked her where he could go to make a phone call and she directed him to small waiting area where he spotted a telephone on a table in the corner. Walking past the others waiting to be treated he quickly dialed Father Ben�s number.
His ears were still ringing so badly he could barely hear Ben�s voice answer.
His own voice echoed as he spoke, �Father Ben, this is Andrew. Can you come to Harborview Emergency? There has been an accident.�
Ben instantly responded, �Andrew, you sound strange are you all right? Never mind, of course I�ll come. I�ll be there as soon as I can.
Andrew placed the phone back in the cradle and turning he saw Jim Savalza coming down the hall. �You got the word�do you know what happened?�
Jim looked at Andy��I heard. Holy smoke, Andy, you�re a mess! Shouldn�t you be in there lying down?� he pointed to an exam room.
�I�m okay. It was a bomb, Jim. Someone tried to kill us. When you talk to me, Jim, I need to look at you. I�m not hearing too well. You have got to find out about Charlene�I�ve got to know how she is and nobody is telling me anything.� He was talking rapidly and Jim noticed his hand was shaking as he reached for the back of a chair for support.
�Okay, Andy, take it easy, I will, but I want to know what hap��
Andrew cut him off adamantly, �Not until I know about Charlie, Jim. I mean it!� he said swaying slightly.
�All right, all right. I�ll find out, but you�d better sit down�you don�t look so good.�
Jim grabbed the first person he could find that looked medically official and showed his badge, �Detective Savalza,� he said identifying himself, �How is Charlene Thayer, Doctor? I�d like to ask her some questions, is she conscious?�
�Sorry, Detective, she�s not conscious and we�re not sure what all of her injuries are.�
�Is she going to be all right?�
�Don�t know yet; she�s alive and we�ll be able to tell more after we�ve run some more tests. Right now I�d say she has a little better than fifty-fifty chance, given what we see on the surface.�
�Thanks, Doc, I�ll want to talk with some of the other victims as they can.�
�I understand Detective and I�ll keep you posted on Ms. Thayer,� he said as he hurried toward a treatment room.
Jim returned to where Andrew was sitting in a straight chair, eyes closed, his head resting against the wall. Opening his eyes as Jim touched his shoulder, �What did you find out?� he asked urgently.
�Not a lot, but the doctor thinks she�s got a good chance. She�s still not conscious. Andy, look, I need to ask some official questions. I know you and Charlene were at Alki. Where was the bomb?�
Andrew grimaced as he closed his eyes tightly trying to visualize the moments before the explosion. �It had to have come from the bench�and it had to be the runner that did it. He must have dropped it into her bag and we didn�t notice�� he said it slowly and thoughtfully. �We had been walking and then sat down to talk-�
�What runner?� Savalza was writing as he questioned.
Ponderously, Andrew continued, �We had been sitting on a bench talking. We were just getting ready to leave when this guy comes running out of nowhere and stumbles into the bench. He almost landed in her lap. I yelled, and I think he muttered something like �sorry, didn�t see ya�, got his balance again and ran off. He was wearing a two piece sweat suit and he had the hood of the jacket pulled over headphones he was listening to; no wonder he didn�t see us.�
�What did he look like?�
�I don�t know�just a guy; you know�average build, average height nondescript sweat suit� dark gray I think. I couldn�t see his face because of the hood. Now we know why, huh,� Andrew sighed and leaned back again.
�We crossed the street and Charlie wanted to look in the windows of a book store close to where we�d parked the car. Then she remembered her tote bag by the bench, those other people were in the car� he said pointing to the room where two of the victims were being treated, �Charlene almost ran into their car� everything happened so fast,� he shook his head, �I yelled at her to be careful; that I would get the tote, but she didn�t listen,� he said softly. �Anyway that�s when it happened.�
Jim listened intently then closed his notebook saying gently, �That�s enough for now, here�s Father Ben,� he said seeing the priest approaching.
Ben�s usually placid face reflected shock and concern seeing Andrew�s cut arms and bandaged head. His shirt was bloodstained and tattered. �Andrew, Andrew my friend, what happened?� Father Ben asked urgently. He looked at Jim and hesitantly asked, �Where is Charlene?�
�She�s really hurt, Ben,� Andrew answered emotionally.
Jim interjected, �Doctors think she�ll be okay, Father Ben. Let me fill you in.�
A harried looking young man in a green scrub suit appeared, �Come on Mr. Kincaid, you�re next,� he said as he directed Andrew into a treatment room and pointed to an examining table. �By the way, I�m Doctor Doug Bennett; now let�s see, Andrew�� he said as he glanced at the information on the clipboard the young woman had gathered earlier. �It says here that you were near the blast. I see that you have some cuts and abrasions and you complained of ringing in your ears which is not too surprising�often happens to people who have been close to an explosion. Is that all?�
Andrew nodded, �Yes, that�s what I said.�
�Well, let�s just have a good look to make sure there are no other problems, shall we?� Dr. Bennett looked in Andrew�s eyes with appropriate �Mmhmnns and then examined his ears and listened to Andrew�s heart and lungs; then, after thoroughly examining him for any other neurological damage, stepped away saying, �You�re a lucky man, Mr. Kincaid, you do have a mild concussion, but there is no permanent damage. As for your ears, the ringing will go away in a few days.
�That�s a nasty gash on your head and it looks like it will probably need a stitch or two,� he said removing the temporary dressing from the injury on Andrew�s forehead. �Bad bump there along with the cut�how did it happen? Did you get hit by debris?�
Andrew shrugged. �I don�t remember exactly� it hurts though.�
�Well, we�ll take care of that right now.� While a nurse cleaned and bandaged the contusions on his arms, Dr. Bennett sutured the gash on Andrew�s head, �This won�t take long. You need to have someone look at it in a week or��
�Dr. Bennett�I want to see Charlene Thayer,� Andrew said emphatically, interrupting the doctor.
�I�ll see what I can do, ah�� he paused, �Are you a relative?�
�In a way, look, I need to see her,� Andrew insisted.
�All right, don�t get excited, I�ll arrange it�right after you get a tetanus shot.� Dr. Bennett said quietly, as he nodded to the nurse and she injected Andrew.
Coming out of the treatment room the doctor spoke with Father Ben and Jim briefly. �He�s okay�he can go home if there will be someone with him. He should be kept quiet for a few days. No driving etcetera, and his physician should check that head in a week or so.�
Father Ben shook his head, �I don�t believe Andrew will leave the hospital unless he knows that Mrs. Thayer is going to be all right, doctor.�
�Mrs. Thayer?� Dr. Bennett looked surprised. �Is there a Mr. Thayer?�
Jim answered the inquiry, �No Doctor, Charlene Thayer is a widow. I think Father Lee is right�I don�t think Andrew will want to leave. We�ll take care of him, and thanks� you take good care of her. She�s a special lady,� he urged, his voice dropping. They waited with Dr. Bennett as Andrew emerged from the room.
�Come on, Andy, let�s get you home and cleaned up a little. Then we�ll bring you right back here. Okay?� Jim put a strong hand on Andrew�s shoulder.
�I will, but I have to see her before I go� the doctor said��
Dr. Bennett nodded and guided Andrew to a room where a medical team conferred as a nurse was monitoring Charlene�s vital signs. She was still unconscious. Dr. Bennett nodded to the nurse as Andrew moved to the bedside. Taking Charlene�s hand he gently kissed it and whispered, �Hang in sweetheart, I�ll be here.�
Jim and Father Ben were eager to hear any report from Andrew, but he just shook his head as he rejoined them. �She�s still out.� His words were mixed with frustration and concern. �Ben, please, will you stay here until I get back? I�ve got a couple of things to do.�
�Of course I will Andrew, and I will anoint her. Remember, my friend, we have a great source of help in our Lord. I will be praying�for both of you. It will be all right,� he said reassuringly.
�Come on, Jim, let�s go.� Andrew felt slightly energized. Maybe it was pure adrenaline. He had something to do.
* * *
Andrew had forgotten about Jack and found a note telling him that Hubbard would be at the WAC asking that Andrew call later.
On the way home, Andrew had told Jim they had to remove all the bugs in the apartment. They entered quietly and Jim silently pointed out each of the locations of the listening devices and then carefully removed each one. As they finished, Andrew breathed a sigh of relief. �If I had just been smarter, Charlene and those other people would be all right now. Me and my big mouth!�
�C�mon, Andy, you were targeted,� Jim said in defense. �Maybe something worse would have happened; you know better than to think that whoever did this was going to just forget about you and Charlene Thayer.�
�Maybe you�re right, but whoever was listening picked up some things that I wish they hadn�t heard. Have you spoken with Neil Klein today?� As he talked, Andrew stripped off the damaged clothing and splashed some water on his face. Looking in the mirror at the reflection of the bandaged and bruised individual looking back, he shook his head. �Looks like I�ve been in a fight with a big cat and lost,� he said, closely examining the scratches and the bump on his forehead.
�In answer to your question, no, Andy, I haven�t talked to Klein today, but then I haven�t been home all afternoon,� he said wryly. �And yeah, you do look a little the worse for the wear. I suppose now you�d like to go back to Harborview,� he stated.
�Not just yet. I need to make a couple of calls but not from here unless you know how to remove a phone tap, Jim?�
�Uh uh, negative, not this one. Want to go to the Times or my office?�
�Your office would be more private, right? Then you can drop me at the hospital.�
Jim nodded as Andrew closed the door behind them.
* * *
Jack had looked forward to getting together with a couple of the Times editors that afternoon. It was a nice day; the sun was shining and there had been mention of a barbecue pending the weather.
Instead of a barbecue the afternoon was spent with editors Jim Griswold and Bill Cunningham on Cunningham�s boat at the Shilshole Bay Marina. Bill had loaned him a heavy fisherman�s sweater remembering that though a lovely day in Seattle, Jack was still acclimated to Southeast Asia.
The camaraderie with the men from the Times felt good as they sat in the cockpit of the boat and talked. Jack almost felt like he did as a summer intern years ago at the Minneapolis Tribune; safe in their company; not required to prove himself. The conversation flowed freely as well as the Scotch.
When Jack returned to the Athletic Club it was nearly 8:00 PM Sunday evening. He checked for messages from Andrew at the desk, not finding any he went to his room. After changing his clothes and pouring himself a drink he tried to read and then watch the news on television. There had been an explosion in West Seattle injuring several people. Jack cursed, �Even here, I can�t get away from it!� he said throwing the glass against the wall and snapping off the TV.
He flopped across the bed. His body was tired, but his mind continued to play the images and sounds he so desperately wanted to leave him.
He closed his eyes and could still see George Kelshaw�s face and remembered the time they had spent with Vang Pao. The first night George spent talking with the Hmong leader as though he was an old friend. Jack could see the affection that he had for the Hmong people. Kelshaw felt at home.
Kelshaw related the incidents at Udorn and of himself being wounded. He told Vang Pao that he was trailing a man who he believed was a rogue American agent and was responsible for Thayer and Chernakov�s betrayal and ambush.
Vang Pao sat nodding as he listened. George continued, �It is strange, I have been in many villages looking and no one has admitted to seeing a person that might fit this guy�s description. It�s true that I didn�t see him clearly, but I�m certain he�s an American and something tells me he�s not far away.�
Vang Pao spoke thoughtfully, �Kelshaw, I will relate to you what I know and what I suspect. Two days before we were to go to the airstrip we received word from CIA that the rendezvous would be delayed. We were to wait for a new time. Three of our people were keeping watch at the airstrip and saw a military truck arrive. It carried a Soviet officer with a driver and a guard. As my men watched, the guard and the officer got out of the truck and it was apparent that the guard intended to kill the officer, but the truck driver shot the guard and after conferring with the officer briefly, drove away leaving the officer alone.�
�What happened to the officer?� Kelshaw asked excitedly.
�He remained, then our people saw a helicopter land and the officer was taken on board. The helicopter was about to take off when Pathet Lao and North Vietnamese troops attacked. The helicopter was struck and there was nothing they could do.�
�It had to be Thayer and Chernakov.� George looked at Vang Pao. �Where the hell were you? They needed your help!� he was almost shouting.
�Kelshaw, there too many and we were not prepared for such an attack. The number of troops and weapons were greater than we could withstand. Our observers were unable to warn us in time,� Vang Pao spoke urgently and sadly.
�George drew a deep breath and said quietly, �I�m sorry, General, forgive my outburst� I know you were tricked as well. That�s all the more reason for me to find this American traitor whoever he is.�
�You said you are certain that he is an American. Describe him for me.� Vang Pao asked.
�Yes,� George replied. �I only got a glimpse of him before he shot me and I know I winged him. The man I saw was Caucasian. I�d say he was in his thirties; a big man, very muscular.�
�He may be Caucasian, but he is not an American. His name is Yanov Zemenek and Kelshaw, he is Soviet. He speaks like an American, but he is an agent for USSR.�
�How do I find him?� George asked with urgency.
�Wait, it is important for you to know all of what our observers saw at the airstrip,� Vang Pao continued, �It was reported by one of my soldiers that there were two white men with the NVA troops. One was in a soviet uniform; the other I believe was Zemenek.�
�There were two Russians with the NVA?� George queried. �What were they doing?�
�After the fight ended, they ransacked the helicopter and then searched the bodies they found in the bunker.�
George interrupted, �What happened to the bodies?�
Vang Pao looked at Kelshaw for a long minute before he answered. �Everything was destroyed�the aircraft, the bodies, everything blown up. There was nothing left. Thayer was your friend? I am sorry.�
�Yes, he was my friend,� George was standing and hearing Vang Pao�s answer, turned away into the darkness briefly. Then turning back he asked, �Go on, tell me, did the NVA or the Russians find anything and what happened to them?�
Vang Pao shook his head, no. �The soldier left with the enemy troops, the other, the civilian, Zemenek, did not leave right away. One of our people saw him again at CIA station 36 at Na Khang. He pretends to be American CIA�he is not.�
�Where is he now? George pressed again. �How do I find him?�
Vang Pao said, �I heard he had left Laos, but I have also heard that he is with Pathet Lao and NVA troops helping to move groups of prisoners across the border into North Vietnam. This is what I suspect to be true. I have had a report of some prisoners being held in caves near the sacred mountain. It is believed they will be moved soon.�
�Thank you, General; then we must leave at first light. I must find him before he leaves the country.� Kelshaw looked at Jack who had been watching and listening to the conversation, �Sorry, but we�re going to have to move on. You need to go back to Vientiane. Vang Pao, will you help my correspondent friend get back?�
* * *
They left together with two of Vang Pao�s men as guides. Travel was difficult�the trails they used were not the main routes often guarded and sometimes mined.
At night they ate cold provisions and tried to rest, but the jungle noises interspersed with distant gunfire prevented Jack especially, from any success at sleep. He tried to make a few notes in the semi darkness, but finally gave up promising himself that each event would be committed to memory and to ensure accuracy he would recall each day in minute detail.
The third morning George stopped and said quietly, �This is where we part company, Hubbard. You must go back to Vientiane� write what you have learned�� Kelshaw stopped; his eyes warned Jack that something was wrong. In a few moments they were surrounded by Pathet Lao troops.
The Meo guides were gone and Jack and George were taken prisoner. This time there was no attempt to negotiate. An English speaking Lao soldier roughly forced them to the ground and searched them. Then they were blindfolded and their arms tied behind their backs.
At first Jack felt pure terror, but something hidden in his memory surfaced and he could almost hear his favorite Grandmother saying to him as a small boy, �Remember Jack, nothing is going to happen to you, ever, that you and your Maker together can�t handle�� He muttered to himself, �I�m not so sure of that Gran.�
He tried to speak to George, but received a harsh blow across his back and the English speaking soldier said fiercely, �You will not speak!�
They walked for hours, stumbling and often falling. Their captors took delight in pushing them into areas where they were told might hide mines.
At night they were chained to trees and were threatened not to talk or try to communicate with one another.
After several days they were brought to what appeared to be a temporary camp holding other prisoners. There were some huts and some of the prisoners were held in bamboo cages. George and jack were once again chained to trees with two other prisoners while cages were built for them by their captors.
Kelshaw attempted to communicate with one of the Lao guards in their language, but was struck across the face numerous times, knocked to the ground and kicked repeatedly. The English speaking soldier spit at him calling him a CIA dog!
Jack watched in horrified silence at the brutality. The guard�s eyes darted here and there as the cages were built, watching the captive�s reactions. He reminded Jack of a ferret, ready to attack at any moment.
George had been temporarily chained closer to Jack, still under close guard. A brief opportunity to communicate occurred as a result of a change of guards. Kelshaw spoke urgently in a half whisper, �If you get back to Vientiane go to the Embassy and try to get through to Neil Klein and tell him what�s happened. I hid a packet and a letter in the monastery. About six feet inside the door and about six feet up from the floor there�s a loose stone in the wall. It pries out� everything is there. Make sure Klein gets it if I don�t get back.�
�C�mon, Kelshaw, don�t talk like that, you�ve got to; they�ve got to let us go. They shouldn�t even be taking prisoners since the Peace negotiations have started,� Jack said angrily.
�Listen to me, Hubbard, they might let you go� don�t fight them too much; pretend to cooperate as much as possible when they start asking questions. Tell them that you came to get a story; that you don�t know anything about me and if they ask about Vang Pao, tell them you�re curious about him, had hoped to meet him, but that�s all you know.� George instructed.
�You don�t think for a minute they�ll believe me, do you?� Jack asked doubtfully. �I don�t really think these guys care a lot about the Peace �negs�.�
�They might. Once they�re convinced you are a news correspondent they might let you go. I don�t hold a lot of hope for me, at least at this point. They believe I�m CIA and they�ll be interrogating me soon, I�m certain,� George added. �Remember, I told you about another side of the story? These guys are it. Just don�t lose your nerve, kid; it won�t be easy, but you�ll get out of this,� he spoke confidently to Jack.
A guard was approaching and the conversation ceased.
They were unchained briefly and moved to now completed cages. Jack thought about George�s instructions and wondered if he had the guts he knew he would need to get through. The cage was small and too low for Jack to stand up. He tried to sit, but the guard prodded him to stand hunched over.
He watched as two guards removed Kelshaw from his cage and led him, hands bound, to a thatched hut that served as the central interrogation center. The English speaking guard accompanied Kelshaw inside.
He heard angry voices directed at Kelshaw. He strained to hear, but a guard near him poked at him through the bars of his cage and said something that sounded menacing. Then he heard what sounded like a cry and a dull thud; then silence from the hut. Soon the guards exited dragging Kelshaw between them and threw him into the cage.
He was barely conscious and it was obvious he had been beaten. His face was swelling and there was a cut over one eye that was bleeding.
Hubbard was more frightened than he had ever been. He knew he would be next.
* * *
Jack had lost track of time, but he estimated that they had been held more than two weeks in this camp. The camp commander had questioned George every day and each day he was more severely beaten. The English speaking guard seemed to delight in dragging Kelshaw past Jack and the other prisoners as an example.
They had not communicated since before the first beating. Jack was sure Kelshaw was more dead than alive. Then one morning it was Hubbard�s turn. As he was led to the interrogation hut he passed Kelshaw�s cage and heard a faint voice, �Round one, kid; don�t lose your nerve.�
Inside the hut his hands were tied and he was forced into a chair as the interrogator began, �What is your name? What is your mission?�
�Jack Hubbard. I�m a correspondent for United Press International.�
�You are a liar, you work for CIA. What is your mission?� he repeated. �I will ask you again, what is your name and who are your contacts?�
�No, I do not work for the CIA� I work for United Press International. My name is Jack Hubbard and I came to Laos to get a story about the Peace negotiations.�
A rifle butt smashed into his side driving him to the floor. The English speaking guard was standing over him, grinning as he lay trying to breathe. The guard pulled him roughly back into the chair and the interrogation began again.
Each time Jack answered he was accused of lying and was struck again and again, blows striking his body and his head and face causing his nose to bleed and one eye to swell shut. Ferret obviously enjoying his work, looked displeased when the interrogation ended. Jerking Hubbard to his feet he pushed him toward the doorway causing Jack to fall. Hands still tied behind him he struggled to get to his feet while a guard kicked him ordering him to get up.
Finally, two guards grabbed him and dragged him back to his cage, throwing him in, leaving his hands tied. Jack fell face down on the floor of the cage. It hurt to breathe, but he was thankful that he still could. Hours later a guard opened the cage and forcing Jack to turn over, he thrust his bayonet at Jack lying helpless. For an instant Jack was certain he would be killed. Then the guard cut his hands free while laughing at the fear that had shown in Jack�s eyes.
* * *
Although Jack�s interrogations continued, there seemed to be a lessening of interest in him. He could tell that such was not the case with Kelshaw. It was almost as though there was a personal vendetta incorporated in the questioning.
�Ferret�, the English speaking guard, hated Kelshaw. He seemed to resent Kelshaw�s command of the language and his knowledge of the Laotian people. Each interrogation left Kelshaw weaker and more injured. Jack was afraid he would die. That terrified him more. One morning Jack looked at Kelshaw�s cage and felt sick to his stomach, the cage was empty, George was gone!
�Ferret� came over to Jack�s cage and goaded him by saying, �You�re accomplice is gone; he died last night. �You will be next,� he laughed as he walked away.
Jack was devastated. He couldn�t believe George was dead. He looked around at some of the other prisoners and saw three of the other prisoners were missing also. In a cage close to Jack, a remaining prisoner who had appeared listless and semi-conscious slowly shook his head, �no�. Jack understood. George and the other prisoners were gone, but still alive, at least for the present.
Mustering up his courage, Jack called to the guard. �I am a news correspondent. I was in Paris when the Peace Negotiations were going on. Why are the Pathet Lao still taking and holding prisoners?�
�It is of no matter, we are not party to your peace negotiations,� stated the guard. �They are of no consequence to us. You are of no importance and you are a criminal and an enemy of our country!�
Jack persisted, �That�s not true. What are you going to do with us? You don�t understand who I represent,� he repeated. �I have been sent to Laos to report on the Peace Negotiations and the Prisoner of War exchanges��
�Be quiet!! I told you, you are of no importance!� yelled �Ferret�. He slammed his rifle butt against the fingers of Jack�s right hand before he could remove it from the bars of the cage.
The next morning the remaining five prisoners were told they were being moved again. The number of guards had been reduced to six or seven. Jack determined that some of the soldiers must have taken Kelshaw and the missing prisoners to another location.
His hand was badly swollen and painful when the guard moved him from the cage; it was hard to stand straight after being kept in a bamboo cage for such a long period of time. He found it difficult to keep track of time. He wasn�t certain any longer how many days or weeks he had been held.
The prisoners and their captors were being moved again. Walking was slow and painful for the captives; many were in bad shape and had to be helped by the more able bodied prisoners. It was difficult for all of them to negotiate the trails.
One morning a plane was heard flying low over the jungle and the prisoners were forced off the trail and into the trees until the drone of the plane�s engine could no longer be heard.
The third day they arrived at a location where they were loaded into trucks and taken to what had clearly been a former POW camp.
It had started to rain and the prisoners were wet to their skin. Jack�s hand and now his arm had continued to swell and was badly infected. His head ached and he was shivering uncontrollably.
He was overheard trying to speak to one of the other prisoners. �Ferret� wordlessly opened his cage pulled him out and shoved him toward a hole in the ground that was partially full of water; he was pushed in. Jack would remain in the pit for four days.
Rations were short, only a small portion of rice was given to the prisoners; enough to keep them alive. Jack was given nothing. He had no memory of being dragged out of the pit. He was very ill. Later he was told he had lost so much weight his clothes hung on him like a scarecrow.
* * *
The two Meo guides who had accompanied Kelshaw and Hubbard had escaped and returned to Vang Pao�s camp advising him of the two men�s capture.
The General assigned several of his men to track and observe the prisoners and their whereabouts. Any attempt at rescue must not jeopardize any other prisoners. It had to be all or nothing.
Word came that the prisoners had been divided into two groups and had been moved to different locations. Kelshaw and three other prisoners were taken to a camp close to Phou Pha Thi. Hubbard and the remaining prisoners were being moved to a camp near the Plain of Jars.
It was reported to Vang Pao that Kelshaw, although badly beaten, was alive and had regained some strength. It was Hubbard that the observers reported was dangerously ill, having seen his hand and badly swollen arm.
Vang Pao decided while minimal numbers of guards were with Jack and the few other prisoners, they would attempt a rescue.
Vang�s Hmong soldiers waited until Jack had been recovered from the pit, making certain of where all the prisoners were located. Using knives and machetes, they silently and swiftly neutralized the Pathet Lao guards. �Ferret� realizing what was happening attempted to get to the American prisoners, but one of the Hmongs stopped him�forever.
Jack and the prisoners were taken to Long Tieng where Jack lay unconscious for days. Weeks of care followed before he had regained enough strength to be evacuated to Vientiane.

Chapter 15

Monday, September 29, 1980
A mix of nightmares had intermingled with terrible memories throughout the night. A knocking sound brought Jack back to the surface of consciousness; there was someone at the door. Without opening the blinds he fumbled his way in the semi dark room to open the door. He recoiled briefly seeing the Asian cleric.
* * *
Andrew had spent the night keeping vigil at Charlene Thayer�s bedside. The hospital was Father Ben�s first stop on his way to the Center. As he entered the room he saw a still sleeping Andrew in a chair by Charlene�s bed.
He touched Andrew�s shoulder saying gently, �Andrew, its Father Ben. Can I get you anything�perhaps some coffee? Or would you like me to stay here while you get some breakfast?�
Andrew stretched, winced and yawned, �Ben� Oh Boy am I sore!� referring to his various cuts and bruises. �No, thanks, I�m okay for now. There is something you can do for me though; I tried to call Jack Hubbard last night, but I was unable to get him. Would you stop by the WAC and let him know what�s happened?�
Father Ben nodded, �Of course, Andrew I will be happy to do that. How is Charlene?�
Andrew sighed, �Not much change. Be sure and tell Jack where I am.�
�I will, Andrew, and I will return later. Call me if there is any change or if you need anything,� he said as he moved toward the door.
* * *
It was a little past 8:30 when Father Ben arrived at the WAC and at the door of Jack�s room. He knocked once, twice and waited. He was about to knock again when a blurry eyed man opened the door and stepped back, somewhat shocked�, �Who are you? What do you want?� he asked warily.
Ben was astonished at the figure that stood in the doorway. He appeared to be slightly disoriented and it was evident that he had spent the night in his clothes. Ben noticed the smell of stale alcohol.
Sensing the man�s agitation Father Ben said quickly, �I am Father Ben Lee, Andrew Kincaid�s friend from the Seamen�s Center; are you Jack Hubbard?�
Reality slowly came to Jack. �Yes, come in, come in Father Lee,� turning over a chair that had been lying on its side, he said apologetically, �Please sit down. I�ll be with you in a minute.�
Ben heard the shower running and within five minutes Jack reappeared, still slightly wet and wearing a white terry cloth robe with W-A-C embroidered on the breast pocket.
�Sorry, Father for the mess,� he said sheepishly. �I think I walked in my sleep�it�s just when I saw you�,� he didn�t finish.
�I hope I didn�t come at a bad time Mr. Hubbard, but Andrew asked me to stop and tell you what has happened.�
�Where is Andy?� Jack asked.
Ben paused a moment and then said gently, �He is at Harborview Hospital with Charlene Thayer. You see, they were involved in an accident in West Seattle yesterday afternoon.�
�What happened, Father?� Jack queried anxiously.
�There was an explosion of some type. Charlene was closer so she was more injured than Andrew. Andrew has some minor injuries, but he will be fine; Charlene is not awake yet,� Ben continued cautiously.
Jack seated on the edge of the bed, listened in numb silence as Ben related Sunday afternoon�s events. As Ben talked he noticed that Jack had begun to tremble and was soon shaking violently. Ben reached for a blanket lying on the bed and wrapped it around Jack�s shoulders.
Alarmed Ben asked, �I�m very sorry to have upset you; what can I do for you�shall I call a doctor?�
Jack shook his head, took a deep breath and caught Ben�s arm, �I�ll be all right; just-just give me a minute. I had a very bad night,� Jack told him.
Father Ben appraising Jack�s bloodshot eyes, the half empty bottle of scotch and the broken glass lying on the floor across the room, said quietly, �I would say I agree with you.�
�I want to see Andrew,� Jack told him, anxiously.
�I don�t think you are ready to that yet�do you?�
Jack looked at the priest for a moment wondering what to do next then got to his feet and announced, �I�ll get dressed.�
�Good,� Ben agreed. �Then we will go to the dining room and you will have some breakfast and we will plan from there,� Ben said firmly.
At the moment Jack lacked the internal fortitude to stand up to this new Asian captor albeit a kindly Chinese priest, but Jack suspected he was in the hands of a velvet hammer.
* * *
Jack studied Father Ben over his coffee. He had eaten some of his breakfast without comment and Father Ben had remained quiet as well.
Finally Jack spoke, �I�ve heard a lot about you from Andrew; I had looked forward to meeting you. I�m embarrassed that it should be under� er, what I mean to say is that I would rather have made a bit better impression.�
Ben responded quickly, attempting to put Jack at ease, �Mr. Hubbard,� he paused, �May I call you Jack?� he continued, �It may have been providential that we meet this way. I am aware of the fact that you were somehow connected to George Kelshaw and I�m certain his death was a shock to you. I believe it was important for me to tell you in person, about Andrew being hurt.
Please do not be concerned about the circumstances of our meeting. I am honored to meet such a good friend of Andrew�s,� he assured him.
�Father Ben, how long have you known Andy?� Jack queried.
�For several years; he may have told you, one of our merchant seamen lost his papers. Andrew came to the rescue,� Father Ben chuckled, �He solved a problem that to me seemed overwhelming, within a few days.
�I am amazed by Andrew; he has so much integrity,� Ben said fondly, �He will go to any length to help if he believes in a cause or a person. He has helped me and the Center countless times since I�ve known him. And he has so much energy! He is a great friend.�
�Yes, Father Ben, he is a �great� friend.� Jack was thinking of his own reliance on Andrew�s integrity when he told George Kelshaw that he could trust Andrew for help.
Breakfast finished, Ben said quietly, �If you feel you are ready now, I will be happy to take you to the hospital to see Andrew.�
Jack nodded, �I am ready�let�s go.�
Ben sensed the deep undercurrents operating in Jack Hubbard and he prayed silently, �Help him, Father.�
* * *
At his office early this Monday morning, Neil Klein had received a call from Detective Jim Savalza, made much earlier Seattle time. He had also received another call late last night from Andrew Kincaid.
Neil asked Jim, �How is Charlene Thayer?� without waiting for a reply he added, �What have you learned about the explosion?�
Jim responded, �Our guys are working on trying to determine what type of explosive was used� Kincaid thinks that it was dropped into a tote bag by the bench where they were sitting. It did a lot of damage.
They were lucky� apparently Charlene left the tote by the bench and didn�t realize it. They had crossed the street when she remembered the bag and was trying to go back to get it when the thing blew up. We�re still not sure how bad she�s hurt� she�s still unconscious. There was a couple in a car that had just passed and they were pretty badly injured too. The rear end of the car took the brunt of the blast; it was a miracle that the gas tank on the car didn�t explode. Whatever it was, it wasn�t designed to take a wide area, otherwise nobody would be around.
�Andrew said he has some idea of who could be responsible. Oh, by the way, he and I cleaned �bugs� out of his apartment last night; just thought you should know.�
Klein responded, �Yes, he told me that too. Detective Savalza, please tell Andrew that we�re investigating at this end and that we have ideas too.�
* * *
As Jim was concluding his call to Neil Klein, Ed Peterson stuck his head in the office.
�Got a minute, Savalza?� he asked.
�Sure, what�s up?� Jim replied pleasantly.
Ed slid into a chair and spoke privately. �I had this call yesterday from Dora Maxwell.�
�Oh yeah? What did she want?� he responded, his curiosity aroused.
Ed produced a scrap of paper with what looked like a telephone number written on it and handed it to Savalza saying, �She asked if I could come by the house sometime yesterday and I did. She said she had been going through some of Monte�s clothes before sending them to Goodwill and she found this in the pocket of a suit that Monte had worn the week he was killed.�
Savalza shrugged saying, �Well it could have been in there for months��
�No,� Ed replied, �Dora said it had just come from the cleaners��
Savalza looked at the writing on scrap of paper; there was the letter �R� and what looked like a local telephone number.
�What do you think?� Ed questioned as he looked over Savalza�s shoulder at the paper. �Do you think it means anything?�
�I don�t know�let�s dial it and find out.�
Ed smiled, he loved a mystery, �You remember Dora said that Monte told her he was on a stake-out with me. I have to wonder if that number had anything to do with��
Jim was dialing; he waved Ed to silence. He heard a cold voice answer on the second ring, �Ramsey� hello,� he said again, impatiently.
�Hello, who did you say?� Jim asked innocently.
�This is Lyle Ramsey, who is this?� he demanded.
�This is Detective James Savalza, Seattle PD.�
Ramsey paused and then said coolly, �This is Lyle Ramsey of Ramsey and Carr. Your call came in on my private line, Detective, who were you calling and how did you get this number?�
�I�m very sorry, Mr. Ramsey, it�s obviously the wrong number or I must have misdialed. Please excuse the call; I�m very sorry to have disturbed you,� Jim offered apologetically.
He quickly hung up and looked up at Ed Peterson, �I got Lyle Ramsey on his private line�now why do you suppose Monte would have Ramsey�s private number?�
Ed scratched his head, �Beats me, Monte sure couldn�t have afforded a high powered law dog like that and why would he need one anyway? Do you think this could have anything to do with him being killed?�
�I don�t know, Ed, but I think it raises some interesting possibilities. You�re right, it certainly doesn�t fit Monte�s profile.�
�I have a meeting so I�ve got to get going, Jim, keep me posted and if you want me to do anything, just holler,� Ed said as he left the office.
�Thanks, Ed, I will, definitely.�
* * *
In his office Ramsey pondered the call and drew an uneasy breath. �It could have been a misdial.� Lyle shook his head in disgust thinking of Maxwell�s failure, �It is also possible that my number could have surfaced in some of that idiot�s belongings. This will bear watching,� he said to the portrait staring down at him.
* * *
Jim took the scrap of paper, tucked it into a plastic bag pocketed it and left for Harborview. He figured he could kill two birds with one stone; check on Charlene and talk with Andrew in the same visit.
He found Andrew in Charlene�s room�, �Any change?� he asked.
Andrew shook his head, but said quietly, �I think she had a good night.�
�That�s good. Let me buy you a cup of coffee,� he urged; seeing that Andrew was reluctant to leave he added, �This won�t take long.� In the corridor Jim spoke softly, �Had an interesting development this morning, I think you�ll find it very interesting as well.�
They reached the cafeteria and after getting coffee they took a table in the mostly empty room.
�What�s going on?� Andrew asked, �What is this new development?�
�Ed Peterson came in to see me this morning to give me this,� he removed the scrap of paper from the plastic bag and placed it in Andrew�s hands saying, �Ed had a call from Dora Maxwell yesterday asking him to stop by� she thought it might mean something. It came out of one of Monte�s suit pockets�a suit that he had worn the same week he was killed. Dora said the suit had just been cleaned.
�I don�t know what it means, but I called the number and guess who answered the phone? I rang in on the private line of Lyle Ramsey� you know, the Lyle Ramsey of Ramsey & Carr.�
Andrew stared at the name, �Hmmn,� Andrew puzzled over the telephone number written on the scrap of paper. �Why would Monte Maxwell have access to the private number of Lyle Ramsey? Unless�� Suddenly Neil Klein�s words �large and local� loomed in Andrew�s consciousness.
�Jim, if Monte had this number I would be willing to bet the farm that it�s connected to the murder of George Kelshaw. Now the question is how and what would Ramsey have to gain? Unless�� Andrew continued, �I think I�d better let Neil Klein know about this little development.�
�Good idea Andy, and in the meantime I�ll do some quiet investigating of Mr. Ramsey at my end.�
�Thanks, Jim� I�ll see you later and I�ll call you after I talk to Klein, but right now I�d better get back.�
* * *
10:00 AM
Andrew had just reached Charlene�s room when he saw Father Ben and Jack approaching. He noted Jack�s bloodshot eyes and haggard appearance. Andrew looked at Ben questioning. Ben returned his gaze without expression.
�Hi,� Jack said to Andrew, �How are you�you don�t look so good, buddy.�
�You don�t look all that good either, friend,� Andrew replied. I know what happened to me�but what happened to you?�
At that, Father Ben shook his head at Andrew with a �Don�t go there,� expression. �How is Charlene?� he asked.
�I don�t know; the doctor�s with her now.�
One of the nurses came out and called, �Mr. Kincaid would you step in here for a moment?�
Andrew immediately followed the nurse into Charlene�s room while Father Ben and Jack waited. To his surprise and delight Charlene�s lips were moving asking for Andrew and when he spoke she seemed to recognize his voice.
�Hey,� he said, �It�s about time you woke up� how are you feeling?�
The doctor broke in, �You can have a couple of minutes with her, Mr. Kincaid; now that she�s awake we have a few tests that we would like to do; then we�ll see where we are.�
The staff left leaving Andrew and Charlene alone. He leaned over the bed and lightly kissed her forehead, �You really gave me a scare,� he told her.
�Andrew, I can�t see,� she said weakly.
�That�s because your eyes are bandaged� but its okay, you�re going to be fine,� he reassured her.
�But what if it isn�t..? What happened?�
�It will be and we�ll talk about what happened later. Right now, you just need to get better. I love you and�don�t worry�not at all,� he admonished.
The doctor reappeared and Andrew kissed her hand and said, �I�ll be back,� saying to the doctor, �Take good care of her.�
Father Ben was smiling, �She�s awake?� he asked.
�Yes, thank God.� Andrew drew a deep breath.
�Yes, indeed thank God,� Ben replied.
Jack stood forlornly by the door. �Andy, I am so sorry�this should never have happened to you.�
�I�m sorry too, but too many things have happened that shouldn�t have and I�m going find out what�s behind them.�
Jack nodded his head as Andrew continued, �When this all settles down I want to know the rest of the story with you and Kelshaw.�
Looking into space Jack murmured, �Yeah.�
Father Ben had been watching Jack as he and Andrew were talking. Drawing Andrew aside he said in a low voice, �Keep us informed of Charlene�s progress and don�t worry, Andrew, her eyes will be just fine,� he assured. Then turning to Hubbard he said, �Come with me to the Center�I could use your help today, Jack,� he directed.
After speaking briefly with Andrew, Jack obediently followed the priest.
* * *
Dr. Bennett called Andrew into a small conference area saying, �Here�s the situation; Ms. Thayer doesn�t appear to have any significant injuries other than superficial cuts and abrasions and a mild concussion. However, she has experienced what often happens to people who have been close to an explosion; in layman�s terms, her eyes were burned by the flash.
�Although she was close to the explosion, the timing of the passing vehicle somewhat shielded her from its full force. We have taken precautions and have had an ophthalmologist evaluate her condition. We�re going to keep her for a few more days and then she can go home, but until the bandages can be removed from her eyes someone must be with her.�
Andrew listened attentively, and assured Dr. Bennett, �That�s good news, Doc, and she�ll be well taken care of. Now, may I tell her?� Andrew asked eagerly.
The doctor nodded, �Go ahead, I�ll follow up with instructions.�
* * *
It was mid-morning when Father Ben and Jack arrived at the Center; Sister Ruth, Byron and Davey were busy unpacking and putting away supplies.
Seeing Father Ben, Sister Ruth eagerly seeking news asked, �How are Mrs. Thayer and Andrew, of course?�
�You will be happy to learn that Charlene is awake and Andrew is much better! But when she is released from the hospital she is going to need some care because her eyes have been injured�do you think she might stay at the Convent for little while?�
Ruth�s face lit up, �Of course, Father; you didn�t even have to ask.�
�Well Andrew has volunteered to stay with her�� he didn�t finish.
�Well, of course not!� Sister Ruth exclaimed. �He�s much too busy and besides we can�t have that,� she stated.
Father Ben smiled, �That�s what I thought, but we�ll cross that bridge when Andrew comes to it; by the way, this is Andrew�s friend Jack Hubbard, Sister Ruth Myers, Byron Curtis and Davey Collins,� he said introducing each of them. �The Center would not run without these three people who keep me going too.�
Byron and Davey both smiled and shook Jack�s hand and Sister Ruth gave him a hug saying, �I�m so excited to meet you�I�ve read so many of your columns, I feel I almost know you.�
Sister Ruth just smiled, �You�re a good friend to Andrew and that makes you our good friend!� Jack relaxed.
Father Ben broke in, �Come into my office, Jack, we can talk there. I have a comfortable chair that just might fit you. Would you like some coffee?� Ben asked as Jack settled into a deep seated leather chair. �Andrew says that our coffee is terrible, but I drink tea so�,� he smiled.
Jack requested coffee in spite of Ben�s warnings and Ben said, �I�ll have Davey bring us some.�
Noting Davey�s childlike mannerisms, Jack commented, �Father Ben, Davey seems to have found a niche here at the Center. He seems happy.�
�Yes, Davey is much help to me and to all of us here. You have noticed he has a slight disability, but he has a good understanding of what needs to be done. When Mr. Kelshaw was attacked there was no one else I could rely on. Sister Ruth and Byron had gone for the day; Davey had to stand in the gap for me, closing and locking the Center without anyone guiding him and he did it very well. I have come to look at him through new eyes.�
Davey brought the coffee and tea closing the door to the office on his way out.
Father Ben began, �I saw your face while you were conversing with Andrew about Mr. Kelshaw at the hospital, Jack. It was very disturbing to you. I know that he was your friend, but I sense there is something else.�
Jack sat motionless and silent, then looking at Ben, he sighed, �Yes, Father Ben, there is something else and I don�t know if I can even talk about it right now,� he said carefully setting his coffee mug on the desk.
Ben sat in a chair opposite Jack and studied him for a moment before responding, �My friend, you need some relief from the weight of the burden you carry. If you do not get it, I am afraid it will continue to grow and devour you. While I do not know if I am the one to help you, I do know that allowing light into our dark places is often a way to begin the healing process. And perhaps later, together, we can work on finding a solution.�
�It was partly the explosion�� Jack offered.
�You mean the event that triggered Sunday night? But you didn�t know it was Andrew and Charlene� so it was the event itself.�
Jack mumbled, �Yes, Something like that.�
There was a period of silence�Ben waited.
Jack was thinking, �This isn�t going to be easy.� He spoke softly, �I don�t know where to begin.�
�Why not talk about George Kelshaw? When was the last time you saw him?�
�In July in Bangkok.�
�Of this year?�
�Yes.�
�How did you find him?�
�He found me� he had been looking for me after he had escaped from the Pathet Lao. He had escaped with the help of Hmongs and a Chinese man, and had gone to Vientiane where we had originally set up a meeting place. I had left word with my contacts where I would be in Bangkok.
�He and his Chinese friend had to get out of Vientiane and they made it to Bangkok where he found me. George was afraid he was being followed; he wasn�t sure by whom, but it could have been the Pathet Lao. At the time George was very sick he had malaria and he had not recovered from the treatment he had received as a POW.
�He knew whoever was following him had trailed him and his Chinese friend to Bangkok, so we had to be very careful to protect him while he was regaining his strength. Even so, George had a task he felt driven to undertake before he would leave Bangkok.�
Father Ben asked, �He was a prisoner for how long?�
�Nearly five years, from 1973 to 1978. We were captured together.�
Father Ben stopped and looked incredulously at Jack, �You said, �we were captured��were you a prisoner, Jack?�
�Yes, and it was my fault; at least it was because of me that George was captured,� he answered.
�What do you mean�your fault?� Father Ben asked.
�If he hadn�t been slowed down by me, he might have gotten away. I insisted that I go with him; I wanted an exclusive story�and I wanted to meet Vang Pao.�
�Getting an exclusive news story was your job, wasn�t it, Jack?�
�Yes�, initially, I was assigned to cover the peace negotiations, then Kelshaw came along and I saw it as an opportunity.�
�You acted as any good correspondent should, so blaming yourself is a fruitless exercise,� Ben said gently, and asked, �You got your exclusive story?�
�I guess I did,� Jack responded.
�Can you talk about what happened to you as a prisoner?� Ben pressed gently.
�It wasn�t just what happened to me, Father, but what happened to Kelshaw and others.�
Jack recounted the days and weeks in captivity. Then he spoke of George�s disappearance and how glad he was to eventually learn that George had survived.
�When were you released?� Father Ben asked.
�They didn�t release me, Father; I was rescued by the Hmongs, Vang Pao�s people. I don�t remember the rescue. The last I knew I was in a pit in the camp and I woke up in a hospital in a place called Long Tieng. One of the Hmong who stayed with me told me that George had survived, but that he was still a prisoner. Vang Pao had people watching and tracking where he was. I think they planned to rescue him if they could.
�Long Tieng was a strange place. I knew there were Americans there, I was treated by American doctors who patched me up� I guess I was in bad shape. But they really didn�t want to talk to me or answer questions other than about my medical condition. They didn�t even want me to go outside of the building when I was able. I�m sure they knew I was a correspondent.
�I heard lots of aircraft landing and taking off I knew it had to be American planes, but I didn�t encounter one other American until they moved me out to Vientiane; then I saw a pilot and crew. Long Tieng was a secret airbase of some sort, probably CIA. A lot of the Hmongs would come in to see me and they were the only ones who tried to communicate with me.
�The last day there, General Vang Pao himself came to see me and tell me they would continue to track Kelshaw and the other prisoners. I found out that this place was also his headquarters. He told me then that the Pathet Lao was slowly getting closer and that Long Tieng may have to be abandoned. He didn�t volunteer any information and for once, I didn�t ask.
�Vang Pao told me that he would get word through to Kelshaw that I was safe and he also assured me that I would continue to get reports on Kelshaw through his people after I got back to Vientiane. That was important; Kelshaw and I had an agreement that I would send any information from him to Neil Klein. That was the agreement and I intended to keep it even if it was only to say he was still alive!�
Father Ben had listened intently and when Jack paused he interjected, �Let�s go back to your time as a prisoner, Jack, you went through some terrible experiences, are those memories what it is that is eating you up inside?�
�I�m not sure what�s eating me up, Father. Maybe it is� I don�t know,� Jack said ponderously. �I had always looked at war as a bystander� trying to remain above it all, neutral and objective. I did my job, wrote the stories, covered battles and events, sometimes barely getting away by the skin of my teeth. I always believed that I had to be dispassionate in order to present things in a true light. All that changed when we were captured. I realized how frightened I was� and that maybe the reason I had viewed myself as a bystander was that I was really a coward.�
Ben shook his head no, but allowed Jack to continue.
�When we were captured I found myself in hell and what was worse, because of me, Kelshaw was in a deeper hell than I and I couldn�t do anything about it. No amount of dispassionate explaining or neutrality made the slightest difference. I encountered men who were not just soldiers fighting for a cause, but men who hated so much! And the hate didn�t stop with us as Americans it was directed at their own countrymen.
�I don�t know what I feared more; whether I was afraid of what would happen to George and me personally, or knowing that my life, or whatever was left of it, was in the control of men with so much hate! That�s when I saw the others, prisoners, some of them Americans, who had been there for months maybe even years; some were barely alive and surviving in such terrible conditions and I got sick.
�I asked myself how, with all of the lessons in the history of the world, can there be such savagery left in we Homo sapiens? How can men who call themselves civilized, treat each other like that, Father?� Jack asked angrily.�
Ben shook his head in silence at the anguish that Jack was reliving, but he said nothing as Jack continued.
�You know what, Father? I learned to match their hatred; I, Jack Hubbard, objective Jack Hubbard, came to hate them just as much, maybe more! It was my passionate desire to literally see them burn in hell and never� ever�, receive any mercy from anyone. That was how I survived; it was the only way I could,� Jack�s intensity was mounting.
�And now when I think about it, it�s like a black hole inside my gut; I always thought I was better than that, but I�m not. You see, Father, deep down, I still hate them! And there isn�t enough booze in the world to make it go away!� Tears were running down Jack�s face as he struggled to regain his self control.
Father Ben�s hand was on Jack�s shoulder, �I can see, my friend, the terrible war you fight within yourself for having such feelings. It may surprise you to know that even I, a priest, am sometimes only one prayer away from many of the same emotions.�
�You, Father? How do you��
Father Ben answered Jack�s partially asked question. �Forgive yourself, my son; you must; the best part of you resists the hate or you would not inwardly struggle so.
�Many of us constantly fight the dark side of our humanity, but we can only overcome it if we face it and recognize that it is there. Forgiveness is the only way we can survive our world and ourselves. That�s why our Lord talked about it so much; He knew we had to operate in forgiveness.
�Jack, there are lessons to be learned, even from the most terrible circumstances. I believe that you will never again look at war or brutality as a bystander. I am sure you know there are no bystanders in life.�
Jack sat silent for a short time then nodded his head as he weighed the words of the priest. Taking a deep breath and exhaling he said with some uncertainty, �Perhaps you�re right, Father Ben; you have given me something to think about. Maybe talking with you has helped. Thank you,�
�My door is open whenever you want to talk, Jack,� Ben offered.
* * *
Early Monday afternoon Andrew was mulling over the discovery of Lyle Ramsey�s private telephone number turning up in Monte Maxwell�s possession as he dialed Neil Klein�s number.
He was relieved to hear Neil answer on the second ring. �Klein�
�Neil, this is Andrew; I know you�ve already talked with Savalza about the explosion, but we have a new development that may help the investigation.�
�Yes, Andrew I have spoken with Savalza; actually I was about to call and see how you and Charlene Thayer are doing. What is this new development?�
�A telephone number was found in one of Detective Maxwell�s pockets. What makes it so intriguing is that the number is the private line of one of the principals of a powerful law firm here in Seattle, that of Ramsey & Carr. The number is that of Lyle Ramsey.
�If you recall you told me that you were sure that someone large and local was watching the handling of the Kelshaw murder? It occurs to me that the firm of Ramsey & Carr and Lyle Ramsey fit that category.�
�Yes, I do remember and it is intriguing. Ramsey & Carr is a large well known firm that handles a lot of government contracts; they have offices here in D.C. although they�re headquartered in Seattle. They are also in New York and San Francisco and I believe they have overseas representatives in Tokyo. Yes, Andrew I would definitely say that they would fit the category of �large and local��
�Neil, the other piece that makes it more curious is this, Charlene told me that Coleman was coming to the West Coast on business and had moved his timetable ahead so he could talk with her about the letter. We know that his business had to be in Seattle because he didn�t leave town until he left for Washington on Saturday.�
�What you are suggesting is a possible tie between Coleman and Ramsey, Andrew; that raises some interesting questions. In any case I will caution you again to be careful. You and Charlene Thayer are lucky to be alive. Please don�t put yourselves at risk again. We are doing everything we can at this end�,�
Andrew cut him off, �Look Neil, I appreciate your concern for our safety, but until we get to the bottom of this rotten barrel I don�t think we�ll be very safe no matter what we do; and I have to do what I have to do.
�I didn�t tell you before, but I had a second interview with Coleman on Friday before he left town.�
�Aha� and how well did that �interview� go and what did you gain by it?� Neil asked calmly, although Andrew noted the slight lowering of Klein�s voice that indicated he was less than pleased at the news.
�Neil, I�m a newspaper man and I�ve had a hunch about Coleman. I just thought I�d push a few of his buttons.
�I dropped in on him as he was packing to leave, so I asked him if his business in Seattle had only to do with Charlene Thayer or if there was something else; I was just fishing, his verbatim response was, �why I came to Seattle is personal and none of your business nor is it in any way connected to Charlene Thayer�� Then he told me to get out. However I didn�t accommodate him for a few more questions.
�In answer to your question, Neil, I gained an insight that the man has a lot more to hide than an affair with Lia Dupr�, although that obviously concerns him. He�s wound tighter than a tick and he�s very worried about something that I am certain has to do with Kelshaw.�
�Andrew, tell me you didn�t ask him about Lia Dupr�.�
�Can�t do that, Neil, I did ask him. He turned pale as a sheet, denied ever knowing anyone named Lia and told me I needed better information sources and then he threw me out, after a few more questions,� Andrew added lightly. �I didn�t mention that I had a very reliable source.�
�All right, Andrew, I can�t control your actions, but keep in mind that other people can be affected by whatever you do, so don�t risk too much. I know you don�t like Coleman, neither do I, even so don�t that let cloud your judgment; just remember a wounded bear is very dangerous� especially if he�s cornered.
�We�re still going through Martha�s luggage and some very interesting things are turning up. I�ll do a little follow-up on your information at this end. Give Ms. Thayer my regards.�
�Thanks, Neil, I will. Savalza is looking into the Ramsey-Maxwell connection at this end and I�ll be working with him as much as I can.
* * *
It was nearly four o�clock when Andrew called the Seamen�s Center to report the news on Charlene to Father Ben and Sister Ruth. After telling them about the doctor�s prognosis he said lightly, �Taking care of her will be no problem, I�ll just stay at her house and��
At which point Father Ben said, �No, Andrew, Sister Ruth and I have another plan. Sister Ruth has suggested that Charlene stay at the Convent of the Sisters of St. Helena and they will take care of her.�
Andrew began, �But I��
Father Ben interrupted, �Sister Ruth and I agree that you are much to busy to undertake this task and I believe the Convent is a wonderful idea; that settles it then.�
�All right, you two conspirators, I know when I�m licked,� Andrew stated and then asked, �Father Ben. Is Jack still with you?�
�Yes, Andrew, he is. We have had an opportunity to talk� he carries much weight on his soul.�
�I hope you can help him, Ben; I know if anyone can, you can,� he said confidently.
�I am not certain, Andrew; I will do what I can. Do you wish to speak with him?�
�Yes, I plan to go home and I think I want Jack there with me. It will be good for both of us� what do you think?�
�Yes, my friend, I believe he should not be alone just now� I�ll put him on.�
�Andy,� Jack sounded different as he took the phone. �Father Ben has been showing me around the Center and I have even met some of the fellows that come here. I watched them play Mah-Jongg and I think I might have even understood what they were doing,� he said lightly.
�It sounds as if Father Ben has found himself another promoter,� Andrew laughed. �Jack, plan to stay with me for a couple of days� Ben will help you get your stuff from the WAC and drop you by my place. You still have a key. I�ll be home after while� then we�ll have dinner.�
�Thanks, Andy, we need to talk and don�t worry, the booze will be safe. I�m sticking to soft stuff.�
�That�s good to hear, buddy, see ya� after while.�

Washington, D.C.
Neil Klein was relieved to hear the feisty attitude in Andrew Kincaid�s demeanor. He trusted Andrew to do exactly what he promised. He would go after the truth regarding Coleman and Neil knew he would leave no stone unturned. That was somewhat unsettling for Neil as it related to Paul Thayer.
He had called Fred Wellman earlier; now his secretary buzzed him that Wellman had returned his call.
Picking up the phone he said, �Fred how soon can you meet me in the code room? I�ve thought about Little Red Riding Hood and I have an idea.�
�I�ll be there as soon as possible� has something happened?� Fred asked.
�I had a call from Seattle last night; there was an attempt to kill Charlene Thayer and Andrew Kincaid.�
�How?�
�Some type of bomb,� Neil told him, �In broad daylight in a waterfront park.�
�Are they all right?�
�Kincaid is okay, Mrs. Thayer was more severely injured. Fred, I think I know who the Big Bad Wolf is,� Neil declared.
�Okay, I�m on my way.�
Neil was in his office when Fred arrived and wordlessly they proceeded to the code room.
�Now,� Fred urged, �Did I hear you right? You think you know who BBW the Big Bad Wolf is?�
�Yes,� Neil asserted, �I�m ninety eight percent certain; everything points to him.�
�Who are we talking about, Neil?� Fred asked.
�Better sit down, Fred, I believe BBW is General Bradley Coleman, Deputy Director of Defense Intelligence Agency.�
Fred whistled, �Neil, I know there�s no love lost, but Coleman?�
Neil sighed, �I think Little Red Riding Hood fits, Fred. No, there is definitely no love lost, however, my dislike of Coleman has nothing to do with my conclusion.�
�I�m not so sure; I will look at it again with him in mind. You obviously think he had something to do with the bomb in Seattle.�
�Yes,� Neil said firmly, �I do� and if I�m right he was behind George�s murder. And now this Red Riding Hood thing is evident to me that George was trying to tell us that Brad Coleman is BBW�it has to be him.�
�Okay,� Fred acquiesced, �As I said, I�m not altogether convinced of that; I will have another look, but Kelshaw could be telling us something else. What else do you need from me?�
�Nothing right now,� Neil told him, �I�m going to do a little personal research on our friend Coleman and see what surfaces.�
�All right, I�ll stick around and massage the data from Aunt Martha a while longer. I�ll yell if I find anything significant.�
�Thanks, Fred,� Neil said leaving a somewhat troubled Fred Wellman looking after him.

Chapter 16

Tuesday, September 30, 1980
Housekeeper, Irene Ridgeway, answered the telephone �Coleman residence,� she said crisply. It was 7:30 AM.
�This is Neil Klein from the State Department; I need to speak with General Coleman.�
�Just a moment, Mr. Klein, I�ll let the General know,� she said as she laid down the phone and hurried to the sunroom where Brad was drinking his coffee. �General, a gentleman from the State Department is on the phone for you.�
�Thank you, Mrs. Ridgeway, I�ll take it in the study.�
�This is General Coleman.�
�Neil Klein, General. It�s imperative that we meet�and not at your office.�
�What�s this about, Klein?� Brad asked with mild irritation.
�I�d rather discuss this in person,� Neil replied.
�Why not my office? I�m really quite busy,� Brad told him.
�This conversation had better be outside your office and as inconspicuous as possible. I�ll give you this much information; it�s regarding the past and the present. Let�s meet tonight at the Watergate in the main bar.�
�What time?�
�Eight o�clock,� Neil answered.
�Fine, I�ll be there, but this had better not take much time. By the way, does this have anything to do with Evan Scott?�
Neil smiled, �Definitely. We�ll discuss it when we meet.�
* * *
The Watergate was bustling with new arrivals for an international trade conference scheduled to begin the next day. Neil arrived at 7:30 and threaded his way past the crowd into the bar and obtained a table in an out-of-the-way corner.
Brad was punctual. Settling into a chair opposite Neil he asked, �What�s this about Klein?� his hostility was evident. �You said the past and the present. As far as I can tell, you and I �were�, and still �are�, on opposite sides of nearly every issue so what is in the past remains in the present and the future. Is there anything else?� Brad asked smugly.
�This is about Seattle. You�ve been a busy man, General. I don�t suppose the names Charlene Thayer or Andrew Kincaid mean anything to you�,� he saw Coleman stiffen slightly, but remained stoic.
�Get to the point, Klein.�
�My point is this; your visit to Seattle did not go unnoticed. And funny thing, Coleman, your visit happened within a week of the murder of George Kelshaw. You remember George Kelshaw don�t you, General?� Neil watched Brad�s face and body language. He could see that Coleman was uncomfortable and working hard to contain his anger.
�I suppose your information came from Evan Scott,� Brad said sarcastically, not answering the question.
�Yes,� Neil said calmly, �As A matter of fact the information did come through Evan Scott.�
�Who is Evan Scott?� Brad demanded.
�He works for me,� Neil replied.
�Why can�t we find him?�
�Why are you looking for him?� Neil queried.
�Well ah I�� Brad stammered struggling to regain his self assurance.
�Let�s talk about George Kelshaw; I think that you were afraid that George carried some information that could be damning to you and you somehow arranged his death.
�Then there is the matter of Charlene Thayer, the widow of one of your closest friends; you lied to her� trying to convince her that the letter from Paul Thayer that George Kelshaw carried was a hoax. You lied about knowing George and you tried to intimidate Mrs. Thayer when she threatened to have the body in Paul Thayer�s grave exhumed. It might have worked, but you didn�t count on a Seattle newspaperman who had a few questions of his own.
�If what I have just recounted wasn�t bad enough, on Sunday there was the attempt to kill Charlene Thayer and Andrew Kincaid that I think you orchestrated. How do you sleep at night, Coleman?�
Brad glared at Neil, �Aside from the fact that I was at home in Alexandria on Sunday and could not possibly have done anything to Charlene Thayer or Andrew Kincaid in Seattle, I�m afraid I can�t help you, Klein. You have a lot of theories and I find all of them uncomplimentary.
�What possible motive would I have to do any of the egregious acts that you have just described? As for wishing Charlene Thayer any harm, you must be aware that I have offered to help her in any way that I can. If Evan Scott is your source for information perhaps you should employ someone else.�
Neil continued, �I know that you personally did not place the bomb that injured Charlene Thayer and Andrew Kincaid, but I am sure that you ordered it. I don�t know why you would go after any of these people except that one way or another it has something to do with George Kelshaw and the information he carried. And there is the fact that Charlene Thayer wants to know what happened to her husband.�
Brad saw an opening, �Really, Assistant Secretary Klein,� he said maliciously, �I don�t think your skirts are exactly clean in that matter since we both know that you had a major hand in the disappearance of Paul Thayer. Have you told Charlene Thayer that you helped with the cover-up? Does she know that you set Thayer up?�
Neil sidestepped Coleman�s ploy to put him on the defensive, �She knows that Paul Thayer was on a special ops mission to get Chernakov; there was no set-up or cover-up. It was a wartime assignment and you well know that families are never given the details of such missions.�
A twinge of guilt hit Neil; it was true that families were not given details of black missions; on the other hand he remembered the March night in 1970 that he, Kelshaw and Thayer had rendezvoused before Kelshaw and Paul had left for Udorn to wait for the last instructions to get Chernakov. When Kelshaw and Thayer were given the details of the mission and were told that it could take as long as six months and that there would be no contact with family, Paul protested being incommunicado for an extended length of time. Neil convinced Paul that the defection itself held priority and assured him that it might not be that long.
He remembered how the car bombing of which Paul was ignorant had played into the mission plans. Neil also remembered thinking that in a few short months Charlene Thayer would be thrilled to learn that her husband was not only alive, but had a heroic part in a major political rescue.
It angered Neil that Coleman now knew and had used that knowledge to inflict his conscience. With renewed ire he continued, �The plan to get Chernakov would have worked and one of the most important defections of the Cold War would have occurred, but someone sold them out! Someone leaked information and the arrow points straight at you, Coleman. We both know you were having an affair with a known Soviet Agent.�
Brad turned pale, �What are you talking about?�
�I�m talking about Lia Dupr� Neil answered. �Even when you were warned, you continued to see her� and now the cat�s out of the bag and it�s all coming home to you.�
Angrily Brad said, �It sounds as though you are accusing me of treason, Klein. Be very careful in your accusations. Lia Dupr� got no information about anything or anyone from me. Not after�� he stumbled, �I didn�t know anything about Chernakov.�
�If the shoe fits, Coleman; Dupr� got information from someone she was sleeping with in the intelligence community,� Neil replied.
Brad drew a sharp breath, �It had to be Perkins,� he said.
�No, Coleman, you know it wasn�t Perkins; he had been shut out of the loop. None of the information regarding the Chernakov defection came close to Perkins. That leaves you,� Neil told him emphatically.
Brad was vehement, �It wasn�t! I didn�t even know Thayer was still alive. Lia said�� Brad stopped.
�Go on, what did Lia say? Neil urged leaning forward looking squarely into Brad�s eyes. �So you talked with her about Thayer?�
�No! Nothing, nothing,� Brad stated getting to his feet. �And that�s what you�ve got, Klein, nothing. And now, I am leaving. I�m bored with your conspiratorial theories and that�s all that they are. We�ve about covered all the past, present and the future I can handle for one night.�
Neil looked at him and said quietly, �The information George Kelshaw carried reached its destination, Brad, and shortly there will be much more to talk about. As soon as all of it is examined I will be meeting with a key Senator who has worked with us on the prisoner of war and MIA investigations. There is more here than conspiratorial theories, General; your career is about to undergo a significant examination.�
His face contorted with rage, Coleman spun on his heel and strode out of the bar into the night.
Klein remained at the table soberly finishing his drink; he knew he had struck a nerve and said under his breath, �That�s one for you, George.�
* * *
After his meeting with Neil Klein, Fred Wellman had spent the better part of Monday afternoon revisiting the Red Riding Hood story that Neil felt was the key to the strange coded message in the Kelshaw packet. �What else could Kelshaw be trying to tell us?� he said to himself.
He took up the task again late Tuesday afternoon.
Dismissing the two computer technicians in the code room who had assisted them with the first dissection of the story, he settled in to tear the Little Red Riding Hood story apart again.
Out loud to himself he said, �Let�s see, first the line up of characters in order of appearance, there�s Mother, Red Riding Hood, Big Bad Wolf and Grandma and finally the Hunter.� Fred was drawing lines and writing names on a large work board.
�Okay,� he muttered, �What else do we have? Locations� and objects; mmhmm, first the woods, no, that�s not right,� he erased �woods� as he verbally corrected, �It�s the �village�. Red comes from the village and it�s a half an hour distant to the woods/forest and to Grandma�s house.� Fred was thinking rapidly now. �That means that when Red was in the village and she was surrounded by �friendlies�� there was no danger there; the danger lay ahead in the woods. That was where Red would encounter the Big Bad Wolf.
�Then there�s the basket of goodies, the path and three big oak trees.�
Fred quickly looked at the notes that he had made with Neil tentatively identifying Little Red Riding Hood LRRH as a possible designation for Paul Thayer. �In the story Red is described as �innocent�, meaning she was a good and trustworthy person. That would fit Paul Thayer.
�She is sent off by Mother to take a basket of wine and cakes as nourishment to Grandma who is sick and �Vulnerable�. That would definitely describe Chernakov, who would be vulnerable as a defector. As soon as Red RH leaves the village to go into the forest where Grandma lives, she is in enemy territory.
�Red RH is met by Big Bad Wolf in enemy territory�in the woods. He pretends to be friendly-wants to know what she is carrying under her apron. Could be he�s looking for information about her mission. What does the wolf say? That he has to be crafty in order to catch both Red and Grandma. He creates a distraction�pointing out the flowers along the path etcetera� and then the wolf goes on ahead and deceives Grandma by using a disguise that he also uses with Red.�
Fred scratched his head and looked at the story saying, �I think this is the right track with Thayer as LRRH and Chernakov as Grandma, but I don�t think Big Bad Wolf can be Coleman� Coleman would qualify as being in the village, as a �friendly�. The wolf is headquartered in the woods or enemy territory and he uses distractions and disguises to get at Red and Grandma�- he is someone in disguise! Someone who is not who he pretends to be!�
Now Fred sat back and looked at the rest of the coded message which was a biblical reference; Proverbs 26: 24-26. Fred reached for a Bible lying on the shelf above his head, opening it to Proverbs 26, he read, �A malicious man disguises himself with his lips, but in his heart he harbors deceit. Though his speech is charming, do not believe him, for seven abominations fill his heart. His malice may be concealed by deception, but his wickedness will be exposed in the assembly.�
Fred looked in another translation of the same Proverb. The second one read much as the first, �Where hatred is there are dissembling lips, but deep within lies treachery; do not trust him if the man be fair of speech, since in his heart lurk seven abominations. Hatred may well disguise itself with guile, only to unmask its spite before the community�. �BBW is someone who is not who he pretends to be!� Fred repeated out loud.
Although it was after 11:00 PM, Fred picked up the telephone and dialed the Klein residence; �I think I�ve had a gestalt, Neil. I�m booking a flight to Phoenix to talk with T.�R.�Perkins� I�d like you to come along.�
�After George�s service tomorrow, Fred, remember 1:00 PM� I think he�d like you to be there,� Neil iterated gently.
�Of course I will be there; how about Thursday?� Fred persisted.
�Yes, I�ll clear my calendar. I�m very interested in this breakthrough; what do you expect to get from T.�R.?�
�He may be able to answer a couple of questions that some information in the packet raised,� Fred explained. I think some pieces that are beginning to make sense. In the meantime I�m going to run a couple names through Interpol.
I�ll see you tomorrow, Neil,� Fred said soberly.
* * *
Seattle, Tuesday Evening
Jack and Andrew had finished dinner and as Andrew began to clear the table, Jack offered pleasantly, �Let me help Andy, I�m pretty good at the scullery �stuff�.�
Commenting, Andrew said, �I note that you�re obviously feeling better since your time with Ben. Sorry, I�m not trying to pry��
Jack cut him off saying, �It�s okay, Andy. You were right about Father Ben. He and I did have a good session; I�m ready now to tell you the rest of the story about my time with George Kelshaw.
Jack began, �When we met with Vang Pao the information George got about the rogue agent answered a lot of the questions he had about what had happened to Thayer and Chernakov.
�Kelshaw was determined to stay on the trail of this guy and decided that I should go back to Vientiane to write about our time with Vang Pao and let Klein know what was going on.
�We started out with two Meo guides and twenty four hours later were about to part company when we were captured by the Pathet Lao. This time there was nobody around to help us. The two Meo guides got away fortunately; they were able to let the General know what had happened. I won�t go into the details of my time as a prisoner, Father Ben can fill you in on that; I guess I was held for about six months. I kind of lost track of time�until I was rescued by Vang Pao�s people.
�After I was rescued I found out that George was still alive; the Hmongs were keeping track of him and reporting his condition and location to Vang Pao. Occasionally, there would be information for me to pass on to Klein.�
Andrew was staring at Jack in amazement, �Captured! You were a prisoner? My God, Jack, why didn�t you tell me? You poor guy! I never dreamed�� Andrew was shaken.
�Its okay, Andy,� Jack stated simply, �I�m all right; well almost� it�ll just take some time.�
�Yeah, that�s what they say, time heals all�,� he mumbled half cynically. Then appraising his friend said, �I can�t tell you how sorry I am, Jack; it�s all right if you don�t want to go on with the story.�
�I do want to. It�s important to me that you know, Andy, and I think it may help you a little to understand George Kelshaw�s character. He was a prisoner in Laos and North Vietnam for nearly five years before he finally got away. He had had one other opportunity to escape, but he stayed; he was learning a lot about what was happening to our POW�s and about the double agent and he was able to get information out.
�The NVA troops and the Pathet Lao moved the POW�s around a lot. It was a miracle in some ways that Kelshaw survived; he had gotten malaria along with being badly treated.
�The Hmongs managed to help him and he ultimately escaped in early 1978�from a road construction crew where he and some other POW�s were working as forced laborers.
�When we reconnected in Bangkok George was very sick. He was brought to me by a Chinese man who was a merchant seaman, named Lu Chan. I suspected at the time he was CIA or a political defector of some kind. Anyway he was very sharp and very protective of George. He and Kelshaw were afraid they could have been followed so we kept George under wraps until he was stronger.
�He told me that he had been moved as many as four or five times a month. He along with other POW�s, some of whom were French, were being used by the North Vietnamese as slave laborers. They were moved back and forth from Laos to North Vietnam and back to Laos. They had them working mostly at repairing roads and bridges.�
Andrew listened and said, �That�s why we didn�t get some of our POWs back, isn�t it?�
Jack nodding, �Yes, partially, and there is more��
�Andrew questioned. �Why were the Pathet Lao and the North Vietnamese shifting these guys back and forth?�
�Kelshaw said the North Vietnamese and the Pathet Lao, controlled the prisoners, but there were some Chinese handling the POWs too; they moved them around to avoid detection, plus they were providing the labor to a large international company known as GCI or Global Construction International.
�When George saw the GCI building in Bangkok he became obsessed�even as sick as he was, he was determined that he was going to gain access to GCI and do some investigating.�
�Why?� asked Andrew.
�While he was still on the road crew, one of the heavy equipment operators started talking with Kelshaw and another prisoner; they found out the fellow was Dutch, but that the company he worked for, GCI, wasn�t; that it was a multinational company.
�Kelshaw found out that GCI received material, money and contracts from everywhere including the United States. George said the guy laughed over the idea of an embargo.
�It was then that Kelshaw planned to escape�he used his malaria as a way of pretending to be too sick to work. Maybe the guards thought he would die or hoped he would anyway they just ignored him. One night with the help of one of the Hmong that had been faithfully tracking him, Kelshaw got away. He made it to Vientiane where he connected with the Chinese guy who brought him to me in Bangkok.�
Andrew was silent; thinking how superficial his concerns about Jack�s professional neutrality had been after hearing not only George Kelshaw�s story, but Jack Hubbard�s as well.
Jack continued, �Kelshaw couldn�t let go of the idea of an international company like GCI, making deals with countries like North Vietnam and Laos to do business in defiance of a major embargo and using captured prisoners of war as slave labor. He was furious when he saw the Bangkok GCI office building; I think that�s when he decided he would break in. And that�s what he did.�
�Back up, Jack, you mentioned money and contracts, what kind of contracts?� Andrew asked.
�Contracts with various governments for everything�all kinds of material, equipment and building supplies, you name it and GCI would negotiate, get what was required and build it.�
Andrew was puzzled, �How could North Vietnam and Laos afford a company like GCI when they had their hand out to the U.S. for dollar reparations to rebuild their countries?�
�Andy, this was and is an investment for GCI� and believe me the stakes are high. Natural resources of those two countries alone stood to put lots of money in everybody�s pockets, as Kelshaw found out.
�He managed to get the right uniform and a fake ID and got into the building unnoticed. He hid out until the building was nearly empty and then broke into the contracts and accounting offices. The Chinese guy had provided him with a small camera and he took some very nice pictures; pictures of GCI financial records and business transactions, of correspondence, money transfers and contracts for laborers between GCI and Laos and North Vietnam.
�Kelshaw was certain and I believed him, that those were contracts to use POWs as a labor pool. Best of all, George filmed a log book of business consultants by country including the good ole� USA.�
�What happened to the film, Jack?� Andrew pressed.
�It was on microfilm in the packet; your friend Neil Klein should have it now.�
�Did you get a look at any of the names?�
�No, Andrew, Kelshaw would not have shared that information with me no matter how much he trusted me. This thing was/is an international �biggie�.�
�Wow,� Andrew exclaimed, �I�ll say its big!� He was thinking, �Why would Brad Coleman care about Kelshaw�s information unless there was something in it about him? And what business would he have in Seattle besides Charlene Thayer unless, as he previously thought, it might be with Ramsey.
�Let�s rerun this again, Jack, you said that the log book identified personnel and consultants by country and the USA was included?�
�Yes,� Jack replied.
�I wonder if it�s possible�, I�m sorry Jack, I�m thinking out loud. I need to have a conversation with Neil Klein. How did you get Kelshaw out of Bangkok?�
�It was a little hairy, but there isn�t much more to tell, Andy; word was out that someone had burgled GCI and they were seriously looking for the culprit. By that time, knowing that Kelshaw was CIA and having escaped, it was a pretty good bet that they figured who had done it.
�Anyway, Lu Chan arranged for a berth for Kelshaw on a freighter, the Tsein-Maru that was heading out and ultimately would arrive in Seattle. He and I smuggled George aboard and stood watch until she sailed. Lu Chan had friends in the crew whom we paid to protect Kelshaw until he got to Seattle,�
Suddenly Jack leaned back in his chair and yawned. �Andy, I hate to, but I really need a bed; I�m dead and I think I might be able to sleep tonight without help,� he yawned again.
�Take mine, Jack, I�ll make out the couch later, but first I�m got to make a call,� he was dialing.
It was 10:30 PM and Jim Savalza had his feet up and was watching the news and dozing in his recliner. He heard the phone ring and Jean Ann answer, �Hello, Oh hello, Andy, yes, he is�just a minute��
Jim groaned as he picked up the phone, �What now, Andrew?�
�Jim, have you given any thought to Lyle Ramsey�s telephone number?� Andrew inquired.
�Why no, Andrew, I really haven�t,� Jim said in mock seriousness. �As a matter of fact I was about to go to bed. Andrew, some people do require sleep�am I correct in thinking you are not sleepy, Andrew?�
�C�mon, Jim, this is important, I have a hunch about Ramsey and I think I�m on to something,� Andrew explained excitedly.
�Good, Andrew, that�s what you guys in the news world are good at, but it�s going to have to wait until morning; Ramsey isn�t going anywhere tonight and yes, I am interested, but I�ll see you in the morning, Andrew, goodnight.�
Andy looked at the telephone receiver in his hand and muttered, �I wonder why he kept repeating my name, oh well, he must be tired. I have work to do�� Andrew was ready to go back to the Times and suddenly remembered, �I don�t have a car� ahh, but I do have the bike.�
In the garage he uncovered the Harley, fastened his helmet and rode out into the cool night. At the Times he searched the files for information on GCI, but found little of what he was looking for. It occurred to him that Harry Browne, the business editor, might have the answers to some of his questions. �I�ll talk with Harry tomorrow and see what he can tell me,� he muttered to himself.
It was late, nearly 2:30 in the morning when he parked in the garage of his apartment building and covered the Harley. He entered his apartment, made his way to the sofa and welcome sleep.

Chapter 17

Wednesday, October 1, 1980
7:00 AM
The doorbell was ringing�Andrew stumbled off the couch where he had enjoyed four and a half hours of sleep. Looking at his watch he muttered, �Who?� Opening the door a crack he saw the familiar face of Detective Jim Savalza, wide awake and cheerful.
�What are you doing here?� Andy mumbled the question.
�Came to see what this big hunch of yours was�, about Ramsey,� Jim responded, �I told you I was interested.�
�Oh.�
�Got any coffee?�
�No, I�ll make some�come in,� Yawning, Andrew invited Jim in with as few words as possible.
�Beautiful day!� Jim posited enthusiastically.
�I hadn�t noticed�� Looking out he said sourly, �It�s raining.�
�Well, that�s where we live; now, Andrew, what is this big hunch about Ramsey?�
Andy cleared his throat and tried to clear his head, �Yes, well, ah, maybe I was a little premature, but I really don�t trust him.�
�Oh, is that so?� Jim queried, eyebrows raised. �That�s a good hunch�so that�s why you called me last night? You don�t trust Ramsey.�
After finishing half of his cup of his coffee, Andrew was waking up. Shaking his head, �No, I don�t, though I jumped the gun a bit last night. I just need to do a little more investigating before I say anything else, Jim, I�m sure that telephone number is not a coincidence.�
�How is Charlene, Andy?� Jim asked changing the subject.
�She�s good� I�m going to see her this morning. She�s going home or rather to the Convent of St. Helena tomorrow.�
�Can she see?� Jim asked tentatively.
�Dunno yet,� Andrew answered softly, �The bandages come off in a couple days. Ben says she�s going to be fine.�
Savalza nodded in agreement. �I think he�s right. He has a direct line to the �powers that be�.� Jim finished his coffee and looked at Andrew, �I�ve got to get going. Listen, Andy, I am going to run Ramsey�s private telephone number past Captain Martin this morning. I�ll let you know if anything comes up.� Jim set his cup down and said, �Thanks. It was nice of you to invite me in for coffee,� smiling as he started to leave. Kincaid was becoming one of his favorite people.
�Just a minute, Jim, will you give me a lift to Harborview?
Agreeably, Jim answered, �Sure, but hustle,�
�I�ll be ready in ten.�
* * *
After a brief stop at the hospital to see Charlene, Andrew hailed a cab to the Times. As he paid for the ride he was thinking that he needed to talk to Savalza about the Land Cruiser, �I�ll bet it�s been impounded,� he grumbled.
Inside the Times Andrew headed for Harry Browne�s desk. The editor was on the phone when he saw Andrew approaching and noting Andy�s scratched and scarred face, he remarked as he put the phone in its cradle, �What happened to you, Kincaid? You look like you�ve been in a fight.�
Overhearing the question, one of the reporters whose desk was close to Browne�s, opined, �Naw�, Harry, he�s just recovering from one of his explosive relationships.�
�Ha ha,� several others could be heard.
�That�s funny, very funny�,� Andrew responded dryly.
Turning to Browne, he said, �I need to pick your brain, Harry.�
�Sure. What do you need?�
�What can you tell me about a large company known as GCI or Global Construction International?�
�What do you want to know about them?�
�Well, for starters, what do they do and where do they do it?�
�Whoa, Andrew, they�re a very large company. And they do everything all over the world; from dam building to bridge building and much more. Something like Morrison-Knudsen only bigger, much, much bigger. And MK is a US company; GCI is internationally owned and headquartered in Switzerland, Zurich to be exact. In a sentence, they are a large, maybe the largest, multinational construction company in the world.�
�So in other words, they have no allegiance to any one government. Is that right?� Andrew asked as he was writing rapidly.
�That�s right,� Harry responded, his curiosity growing.
�Terrific!� Andrew exclaimed somewhat derogatorily.
�Well in a way it is, Andy,� Browne said in defense, �For example, GCI has the wherewithal to go into areas that have literally been devastated by major disasters and completely rebuild from the ground up-including the infrastructures. They operate without getting involved in all the petty international politics. There are not many companies that have that capability.�
�That�s all well and good, Harry, but I don�t believe in Santa Claus, so humor my skepticism and tell me what�s in it for them. How do they get reimbursed for their generous investments?� Andrew asked.
�Well, Andy they get a piece of the pie, so to speak. Countries that are cash poor generally have underground wealth-oil, gas, minerals and so on, even real estate, these countries hand over ownership to GCI of some of their natural resources. It�s a pretty good deal for everyone; at least it appears to be.�
�Harry, do they do that in war zones as well? You know, I mean places that have been at war, but are no longer.�
�I don�t know about post war zones, Andy; I suppose they could-they�re big enough and they have the capacity to do it.� Harry mused. �Why all this interest in GCI?�
Ignoring Browne�s question, Andrew pressed on, �Who runs GCI, who�s on their Board of Directors?�
�I don�t have the names at hand, but I can find out. It might take me a little while; I�ll get back to you on this. I�ll ask you again, why do you want to know?� Harry persisted.
�I can�t tell you right now, but if I�m right you may have a great tidbit for the front page. You may have your very own international business scoop.�
Harry just smiled, �You�ll have the names ASAP.�
�Thanks, Harry,� Andrew was thinking he needed to talk to Neil Klein; not today, Kelshaw�s service is today.
* * *
Savalza pulled the plastic bag with the mysterious phone number out of his drawer and called Captain Martin. Then collecting Ed Peterson, they proceeded to the Captain�s office.
�What�s this about, Savalza?� Captain Martin asked peering at Jim over the top of his glasses.
Jim laid the plastic bag with the scrap of paper on the desk in front of the Captain.
�What�s this?� giving Jim a puzzled look.
Jim and Ed proceeded to tell the Captain about Dora Maxwell�s discovery and Jim�s subsequent call to the number on the scrap of paper.
�You mean that Lyle Ramsey answered this on his private line? That�s very interesting.�
�Yes, Captain, I think so�,� Jim started.
�No, no, you don�t understand, Jim,� Martin cut him off. �Lyle Ramsey called headquarters about arranging for the burial of that fellow who was stabbed at the Seamen�s Center on behalf of some do-gooder client.
�I told him that a man from the State Department had claimed the body and I gave him Evan Scott�s name. That was the end of it. Though it was peculiar I thought, he said that one of his altruistic clients had offered to pay for a decent burial.
�Over the years we have had a lot of John Does anonymously buried. It�s the first time Ramsey�s Good Samaritan clients have offered. Yes, Jim, I think it is very interesting. What is even more interesting is why and how Monte Maxwell would have access to Lyle Ramsey�s private line.�
�Thank you, Captain you have posed the same questions that we are wrestling with. I�ll get back to you on this. C�mon, Ed. Captain�s got work to do and so do we.�
* * *
CIA Headquarters
Wednesday morning
At Langley, Fred Wellman pondered the clues in the packet and then decided to search files for the names of Agency personnel in Saigon from 1960 through 1970.
He knew most of the names and their current locations. There was one exception and his name did not appear in any of the Agency files�, Phillip Durkan. Fred remembered Durkan from Saigon and his own negative reaction to the man when T.�R.�Perkins introduced him as a new member of his team.
Contacting Interpol was the next step. Wellman wired Durkan�s physical description and his origin as a possible Australian or British subject or an American operating in Southeast Asia in the 1960�s and 70�s time-frames.
The reply to his inquiry from Interpol showed no record of a Phillip Durkan, Australian, British or American. However, the description fit a well known KGB agent, Yanov Zemenek. Zemenek had escaped capture in Laos while posing as a CIA agent. He was last reported there in 1975 and reappeared in Moscow in 1976. Interpol was wiring a picture.
When the picture arrived, Fred looked at it and said, �No surprise�, hello, Mr. Durkan. Now I think we�ll go see your former employer.�
Fred checked the time, straightened his tie and prepared to depart for the New York Avenue Presbyterian Church where he would say goodbye to an old friend.
* * *
General Brad Coleman was furious when he left the meeting with Neil Klein at the Watergate on Tuesday night and he was alarmed. What had seemed an easy solution to a potentially large problem had gone completely awry. Yes, Kelshaw was dead, but the information that he carried had reached its mark and unless he was bluffing, Klein had it. Coleman could only speculate on what the packet contained.
As he drove home he went over the meeting with Klein. He had been caught completely off guard by Klein�s accusation connecting him with the betrayal of Paul Thayer and Pyotr Chernakov.
So it was in fact, General Pyotr Chernakov that was the �big shot� defector that Lia had goaded him about. It all began to make sense; somehow word had gotten to her pals in Moscow and they must have tracked Chernakov. Brad�s mind was racing, �Why would Klein think that I had betrayed Paul Thayer� because of Lia? Had Kelshaw believed it? What was Klein threatening� my exposure of having an affair with a known Soviet agent? After all, Klein had known about Lia, why would he wait until now to expose an affair that had ended more than ten years ago? No, there had to be something else. Klein didn�t mention GCI.
* * *
It was ten years since Brad left Vietnam following which, he and Olivia had enjoyed nearly two years in Germany. Brad had been assigned to US Army Support Group at Heidelberg and though his schedule was pressured, he and Olivia took advantage of the proximity to Switzerland, France and Italy, traveling as much as his time would allow.
Brad was scheduled to return to the United States
to a new job in the Pentagon that carried with it a promotion to Brigadier. Before leaving, Mr. and Mrs. Laird, Olivia�s father and mother had combined a visit to see Brad and Olivia with Clyde Laird�s banking business. Clyde was on his way to a meeting of international bankers in Zurich.
The Lairds invited Brad and Olivia to join them in Switzerland for a few days. The visit was climaxed by the Colemans accompanying the Laird�s to a lavish party for the bankers and their guests hosted by Global Construction International in the lush lobby of the GCI headquarters building in Zurich.
In the center of the lobby was a remarkably beautiful fountain bubbling around a large rotating globe that rested on the top of a graceful tower. Colored lights on the globe marked cities of the world where GCI maintained satellite offices.
Brad and Olivia noted besides headquarters in Zurich, there were satellites in Valencia, Spain; Buenos Aires, Argentina; Bangkok, Thailand and Cairo, Egypt. They were both awe struck at the display and the immensity of Global International.
At the party Olivia�s father proudly introduced Brad to Karel Schneiderman, GCI�s CEO, telling Schneiderman that his son-in-law would soon be General Bradley Coleman assigned to the Pentagon.
Schneiderman and Coleman spent a major portion of the evening discussing Vietnam and Brad�s time there. The GCI executive was impressed with Brad and before the evening ended gave Brad his card saying, �We�re always looking for outstanding people to join us. What are your plans for the future�?�
Brad was flattered by Schneiderman�s interest and was careful in his response offering pleasantly, �At the moment my military career is on track with my plans, but thank you for your interest. If there is any way that I can be of help to you from my office in the Pentagon, please call me. You can always reach me through my father-in-law, Clyde Laird.�
As they shook hands Schneiderman studied Brad a moment before saying, �It may well be that you can be of help to our company as a military contact, perhaps even a consultant. Goodnight General.�
* * *
1973 found Bradley Coleman settled in the Department of Defense with the Defense Intelligence Agency. Now thirteen years old, the DIA had established its presence and Brad was moving up in the organization.
The Vietnam War was ending and the POW/MIA issue was the major consideration in the minds of the many government officials and law makers as it applied to the Peace Negotiations.
Rumors of a secret letter from the administration to North Vietnam offering financial aid for post war rebuilding in exchange for a full accounting of American POW�s and Mia�s was circulating; at the same time word reached the Senate of the inhumane treatment and the abuse and torture of American prisoners.
Wrangling on the hill dragged on, but there would be no agreement on reparations.
When the prisoner exchange finally occurred and not all of the POW�s and MIAs were accounted for, an immediate shock wave was felt throughout the community of families of those who were listed as missing. Only 586 prisoners were returned.
Coleman hadn�t thought about George Kelshaw since leaving Saigon in 1970 until he saw his name on a list of MIAs that were identified as being captured by the Pathet Lao as late as 1974 and held in Laos; Kelshaw was among those not repatriated and unaccounted for. He estimated that Kelshaw had no doubt been identified as CIA and had probably been killed after capture.
The DIA listed over 350 US personnel as missing or captured in Laos alone. As the inquiries of the fate of the unreturned MIAs increased and reports from some of those who were repatriated of prisoners left behind, a meeting of Department of Defense, State Department and CIA personnel was called along with congressmen in attendance whose constituents were pressing them for answers.
Brad�s office had been tasked with the follow-up and investigation of reports of live sightings of Americans who might still be held in enemy prison camps.
As the reports came in to the Defense Intelligence Agency�s office, DIA staff members were required to check out the source of the information and then contact on site in-country sources for further verification; often the investigations led to a dead end.
As months dragged by families waited for answers. The newspapers continued to carry story after story of families seeking information on their missing and unaccounted for loved ones who were listed as MIA�s. Some were beginning to believe that the government was concealing information when their questions went unanswered.
In an effort to assuage pressure from the media as well as families, General Coleman was directed to appear on a television news interview and explain the government�s position and the role of the Defense Intelligence Agency in seeking to identify and verify reports of POW�s that were still being held. He explained the difficulties of the agency staff in attempting to trace all the leads.
He was quick to assure the families that the government agency would do everything possible to check each reported sighting and press the governments of Laos and North Vietnam for answers.
* * *
GCI�s Karel Schneiderman on a US business trip to Washington turned on the television in his room at the Washington Hilton; he recognized Bradley Coleman and watched the interview with interest.
The following day he placed a call to Brad�s office in the Pentagon to make an appointment.
When they met over lunch Brad was surprised and pleased as Schneiderman greeted him, �General Bradley Coleman,� he said admiringly, �It is General Coleman, now I see. You do remember that I suggested that it was likely that you could be of service to our organization from your military position. Now General, I am inviting you to become a member of our international team as one of our consultants. I feel you would be invaluable.�
Brad was flattered and elated, but didn�t want to appear too eager. He was being sought after as a consultant to one of the world�s largest companies. He smiled savoring the moment as he slowly nodded his head saying, �This is a surprise and I don�t quite know what to say, Karel; let me have a day or two to consider your offer. I�d like to talk it over with Mrs. Coleman, my wife Olivia,� he qualified.
�Of course, General, this is Wednesday and I�ll be in Washington until Saturday��
�I�ll have an answer for you before then. What type of consultation do you feel I can provide?� Brad inquired.
It was Schneiderman�s turn to sit back and smile, �I believe you can be very helpful in helping us with some of our projects. You are in a position to know of your government�s investment interests and of the various departments in your government that have knowledge and pockets of funds that could be tapped to participate in some of GCI�s humanitarian efforts. And of course there is your knowledge of the military community and programs as well.�
�Is Clyde Laird involved in any way with GCI?� Brad queried. �If so, GCI projects could be compromised by using me, his son-in-law, as a consultant. It could be awkward for all of us.�
�The answer to your question, General, is no. I am very gratified that you are aware of the need for care and discretion. This will serve us all well as we proceed.�
Schneiderman was pleased. He continued, �Our corporate business interests are largely handled by a large American West Coast law firm of Ramsey, Wilson and Carr from their offices here in Washington. They are headquartered in Seattle where the firm�s principal, Lyle Ramsey, makes his home as well as does Harrison Carr. Our Far East contracts are handled in Ramsey, Carr�s Tokyo offices. The firm and its people are very efficient and very discreet.
�I will put you in touch with the Seattle office and Lyle Ramsey; I want you to meet him; he handles all our US contracts for us.�
Brad was listening intently and nodded understanding as Schneiderman continued adding, �Although I haven�t mentioned it, Bradley, I�m sure you understand that you will be well compensated as he wrote a figure on a slip of paper and slid it across the table to Brad.�
Coleman laid his napkin carefully beside his plate, picked up and read the paper and looking at Schneiderman said quietly, �This is more than generous� I don�t believe I�ll need two days to consider your offer, Karel, I believe that you and I have struck a deal.�
Before extending his hand Schneiderman smiled, �Please know and understand this, General, at GCI we do what is needed regardless of the political climates. As a result GCI is not always looked on with favor by some world governments, but we are very well insulated. I do want you to know that much of your affiliation with us must be sub-rosa. By that I mean that while you will be openly recognized as one of our world wide military consultants; the public description of your work with us will be sanitized. There will be situations when your work with us may necessitate complete secrecy. Can you agree to that, General?�
Their eyes met as Brad stated firmly, �I will do what is necessary to further the goals of GCI; and�,� he said pausing, �I will continue to do what is necessary to further my own military career goals as well; I don�t believe these are mutually exclusive.�
�Nor do I� Yes, General,� Schneiderman said, now extending his hand, �I think we have struck a deal.�
* * *
The association with the Seattle office of Ramsey and Carr occurred shortly after Brad�s affiliation with GCI.
Brad was introduced to Harrison Carr and Lyle Ramsey and given a brief overview of the firm and its history. He and Ramsey developed an excellent rapport from the outset.
Coleman had already located funds in several government departments that with the help of one or two congressmen were easily channeled into GCI program contracts that were written in Seattle. Brad felt he was off to a good start.
* * *
Brad was now the Deputy Director at DIA and the POW issue was only one area of his responsibility. Many of his initial duties were placed on the shoulders of Air Force Major Raymond Thomas who served as his main staff liaison. All major decisions remained with Brad, however, and he purposely took time to participate in all interagency POW discussions.
The issue was becoming bogged down and layered by interagency turf wars, and becomimg more problematic as time went on. There had been recent reports that some American POWs had been seen working in chains with a road crew near Sam Neua in Laos. There were similar rumors that some American POWs had been seen in North Vietnam and Cambodia.
Word often came through refugees arriving in camps. Satellite photos were inconclusive and attempts to verify reported sightings were often frustrating and queries from congressmen following up on the reports for their constituents occupied a great deal of staff time and frustration at DIA.
When Major Thomas asked for additional help to investigate the Laotian report, Brad declined saying, �We can�t waste your time and my time investigating every damned fool rumor that comes in. We don�t have the resources or manpower to follow-up on trivia. There are specific leads and information that you should be investigating on individual sightings in North Vietnam. Stay on track!�
GCI had instructed Brad to overlook the rumors emanating from Laos as political gaffs; a way to discredit GCI�s quiet attempts to help rebuild a country in part destroyed by war. It was recommended that his office downplay any such reports.
The embargo against the three Communist governments of Laos, North Vietnam and Cambodia held little meaning for GCI�s contract intentions, although their agreements with the three governments were looked on with disfavor and by some member nations of the South East Asia Treaty Organization, the US among them. Severely weakened by internal disagreements, SEATO would finally disband in mid 1977.
* * *
In October of 1978 a message was received by the US Embassy and sent to the State Department that an American POW identified as George Kelshaw had escaped a forced labor crew of the Pathet Lao and had made his way to Bangkok. It was reported and forwarded to the DIA office that he had first been seen in Vientiane and later Bangkok, but had now dropped out of sight.
The on-site DIA investigative staff in Bangkok attempted to verify his whereabouts and confirm that it was American George Kelshaw, but they were unable to locate Kelshaw or their own sources of the reported sighting. It was posited that he could be hiding out of fear; possibly that he was ill and might have gone underground to recover or had died. Nothing more was heard about George Kelshaw.
* * *
Spring of 1980, word reached Brad that the GCI offices in Bangkok had been broken into. No thought of a connection with George Kelshaw crossed his mind until he realized that the forced labor crew from which Kelshaw had escaped, was in fact a GCI road building project guarded by Pathet Lao soldiers and that many of the laborers were prisoners of the Pathet Lao.
Coleman had over the last several years, as GCI�s Schneiderman suggested, ignored rumors of POWs being used for slave labor in Laos and North Vietnam. His office had been unable to verify such reports and the DIA had been urged to parrot the administration�s position that all live POW�s had been returned, even in the face of a growing body of evidence to the contrary.
After a call to GCI Bangkok it took a short time for Brad to verify his suspicions that it was Kelshaw who had broken into Bangkok�s GCI offices and had accessed important information. He remembered George Kelshaw and his rock hard determination.
GCI security assured Brad that steps were being taken to locate and terminate the intruder. Weeks later Coleman was notified that Kelshaw had eluded discovery and it was believed that he had escaped on a freighter bound for the United States. Her name was the Tsein-Maru and one of her destinations was the Port of Seattle, to arrive in September.
* * *
Although it was late when Brad reached home, Olivia was waiting in the den reading the newspaper. He noticed her luggage in the entryway and felt a knot in his stomach. �I�m sorry to be so late, my dear, why are your bags here, Olivia?� he asked tenuously.
�I�ll be leaving for Seattle right after George Kelshaw�s service tomorrow.�
�You�re going to his service?� He was incredulous.
�Yes, Brad. Dr. Kelshaw, George�s father asked if I would accompany him and I said yes. I won�t ask if you plan to attend.�
�Why are you going to Seattle?�
�I�m sure you know, Brad; I am going to see Charlene Thayer. I called her house today and her phone was answered by a friend, a Sister Ruth Myers, who told me that Charlene had been injured in an explosion and was going to be staying at the Episcopal Convent while she was recuperating. It seems her eyes were injured and she will need someone to be with her until she is well. I think I can be of help to her.�
�I forbid you to go�� Brad sputtered.
�What did you say? I don�t think I heard you correctly, Bradley��
�I�m sorry, Livy, I just don�t want you to go� I need you here. Things are not good�I really want you to stay; I need you very much.�
�I�m sorry. You�ll be alright, Brad,� Olivia said wearily. �Mrs. Ridgeway will be here to see to the house. I must get away from here and you for a time; perhaps Charlene and I can help each other. I�m going to bed now, goodnight, Brad.�
He followed her forlornly up the stairs, �When will you be back?�
She turned and looked at him, �I don�t know, I have a lot of thinking to do, Brad, and some things to work through. I�ll let you know.�
* * *
Wednesday morning
Lyle Ramsey�s private line was ringing, �Hello, Lyle this is Brad. I told you I would call when I found out about Evan Scott; he works for Neil Klein at the State Department in the office of intelligence. We may have a problem, Lyle. The packet of information that George Kelshaw was carrying reached Neil Klein.�
�What was in it, Brad?� Lyle was nervous.
�I�m not certain, I�m afraid that there may be some information about GCI. We know that it was Kelshaw that burgled the Bangkok office.�
Lyle asked, �What do you want me to do, Brad?�
�Call your Tokyo office alerting them to what has happened and make certain that all of the contract information is secured. Does Carr know about the break-in?� Brad asked.
�Possibly, although we haven�t discussed it; nothing escapes him for long.�
�I was hoping that getting rid of Kelshaw would take care of the problem, the information in that damned packet could hurt us, Lyle.�
�Lyle responded, �We must find out how widespread the damage is. I�ll do what I can at this end, Brad. I�ll call Tokyo and tighten security.�
Coleman didn�t tell Ramsey about his encounter with Neil Klein at the Watergate the night before.

Chapter 18

Seattle
Thursday, October 2, 1980
Andrew arrived at the Times at 6:30 AM to place a call to Neil Klein. Hearing Klein�s deep �Hello�, Andrew immediately started, �Neil, we need to talk,� he said excitedly. �Have you gone all through the information in Aunt Martha�s luggage?�
�We�re still decoding items. Why do you ask?�
�What about the microfilm?� Andrew asked as he heard a voice in the background interrupting Neil; Nancy his secretary was urging him not to be late.
�Sorry, Andrew, I have to go. I�m catching a flight to Phoenix.�
�Phoenix? That�s where people go to retire and die.�
�None of the above, Andrew� I�ll call you later today.�
Andrew shrugged, hung up, refilled his coffee mug and looked at his watch. Harry Browne would not be in until 10:30 or 11:00 and he had some time to kill. He thought about Savalza and decided to wait until later and call him when the phone rang.
�Andy, this is Jim, I have news. I�ll pick you up, we need to talk privately.�
�Okay, Jim, but I can�t be away from here too long. There�s a lot going on today, plus I�m taking Charlene from the hospital to the Convent.�
�That�s fine. I�ll pick you up in front of your shop in about ten minutes.�
�Andrew was waiting and jumped into Jim�s car suggesting, �Why don�t we pull into the Times parking lot; you can use my parking spot while we talk. While we�re on that subject, Detective Savalza, what about my car?�
�What about it?�
�I need it.�
�Are you referring to that beat up piece of metal that transports you from point A to point B? Is that a car?�
�Wait a minute�my Land Cruiser is only eight years old even if it�s a little funky�it�s a classic!� he said indignantly.
�Ohh, I see a classic! How could I have been so blind and insensitive,� Jim chortled. �Okay, I�ll see if it�s drivable. You know it took a beating, that is, a further beating, from the explosion, but I�ll check. I think the wind screen is gone��
Andrew just groaned and shook his head, �All right, do what you can, now, what�s the good news?�
�The news is about the Ramsey number,� as Jim said and related his conversation with Captain Martin.
After hearing about Ramsey contacting the police department for the body of a transient who turned out to be George Kelshaw, Andrew looked at Jim in amazement, �Remember that farm I was willing to bet? I�ll throw in all the equipment with it if Monte Maxwell, Jake Schultz and Leo Tanner and Ramsey are not all connected to George Kelshaw�s murder!�
�Yeah, Andy you�re probably right, but the only one still alive is Lyle Ramsey. It�s very clear after finding out that Ramsey contacted the department about Kelshaw�s body, that this whole chain of events is tied together. And the only two threads we have at the moment that tie Ramsey to any of this are the phone number in Monte�s pocket and his call to headquarters about the body. We need more!� Jim was ponderous as he tapped the steering wheel. �Andy, who is Neil Klein?�
�He is the Assistant Director of the Office of Intelligence and Research for the U.S. State Department, Jim,� Andrew responded in a matter of fact tone. �Remember, he is also Evan Scott.�
�I knew this was big, Andrew, but I�m beginning to think that this may be much bigger than�,� Jim sounded doubtful. �On the other hand if Lyle Ramsey is a player and if he had something to do with Monte�s death�I�d like to get him. Not because Monte was such an up-standing citizen, but because he was one of ours.�
�You said you needed more, I think we�re about to get it. Jim, don�t let Neil Klein�s official title affect your thinking on this. He�s working on things from his end and he trusts and respects you to pull things together at this end. He knows you�re a good cop. Just think of him as Evan Scott.�
�Okay, maybe I was getting cold feet there for a minute. Go on, get out of the car, I�ve got work to do�, I�m going to look for an old beat-up Toyota Land Cruiser.�
* * *
Phoenix, Arizona
Thursday, October 2, 1980
It was hot in Phoenix and it was even warm in the airport terminal when Fred Wellman and Neil Klein deplaned. They hurried to a car rental agency and were soon on their way to the desert home of now retired Saigon CIA ex-station Chief, T.�R.�Perkins.
Not as large as would be denoted �grandiose�, still the Spanish hacienda style home was elegant. It boasted an oval swimming pool in a garden setting complete with a patio bar clearly designed for entertaining.
A gardener was carefully arranging a plethora of fragrant and colorful potted shrubs in obvious preparation for a party. Upon entering the courtyard and looking around, Fred observed, �Some things never change.�
They were greeted at the front door by a middle aged Hispanic housekeeper named Rosa who showed the men into a gracious Southwestern living room. T.�R.�Perkins was seated on a soft leather sofa and rose to greet them saying, �To what do I owe this questionable pleasure? Come in and sit down,� T.�R. looked at the drink in his hand and offered, �Would either of you care for a libation?�
Fred nodded as he said, �Yes, thanks, but make it something soft, iced tea would be good.�
�I�ll have iced tea as well,� Neil echoed.
Fred and Neil had taken chairs opposite T.�R. and Fred began, �Thank you for seeing us, T.�R., it�s been a long time.�
�Rosa, please bring these gentlemen some iced tea. Yes,� T.�R. said, responding to Wellman, �A very long time.� T.�R. was eyeing Wellman and Klein doubtfully, wondering what brought them here.
�T.�R. I want to ask you one or two questions about Phillip Durkan,� Fred continued.
Rosa returned with two frosty glasses of tea and served Fred and then Neil.
�Now you were asking about Durkan? What do you want to know?�
In his mind Fred was reviewing the conversation with Neil that took place on the plane. He had shown Klein the photograph and the information on Yanov Zemenek suggesting that there was another possible candidate for Big Bad Wolf.
He cleared his throat and looked at T.�R., �How long had you known him and how much did you know about Phillip Durkan when you hired him T.�R.?�
�How long? I don�t remember for sure� maybe two or three years. He did a lot of favors for us and for me in �Nam�. When we couldn�t get reliable intel across borders, Durkan ran the gauntlet for us. He knew the territory and was able to come and go without problems, so we used him. I never asked what color underwear he wore if that�s what you want to know,� he said sarcastically.
�So you trusted him �implicitly� like you trusted Lia Dupr� for example, without any background check because you were such a good judge of character, is that right, T.�R.?� Neil asked, pointedly sarcastic.
Perkins gave Neil a scathing look, �We took what we could get, Klein. It wasn�t a goddamned garden party we were operating,� he swore at Neil angrily.
�Oh?� Neil retorted, �I thought that was exactly what you were running, T.�R., just one big dissolute garden party�, with all your �trusted� friends,� he added.
The hostility level was becoming unmanageable between T.�R. and Klein. Neil had set his glass of tea on the table and was on his feet staring down at Perkins. Wellman had not seen Klein so close to losing control.
Intervening, he stopped the verbal battle quietly stating, �T.�R., you employed and allowed this Phillip Durkan to have access to Agency information and intelligence without checking with Headquarters and without even acquiring a dossier on him. Is that what you�re telling us?�
�Listen, Wellman,� T.�R. was angry now and defensive, �Durkan proved himself to me in key areas and he got the information for us that we otherwise would not have had. I think I�m a pretty good judge of character�,� his voice dropped as he met Neil Klein�s eyes.
Wellman opened his briefcase and withdrew a file, �T.�R., I want you to look at this picture and tell me who it is,� he said passing a photo to Perkins.
�That�s Phillip Durkan,� T.�R. declared.
�You�re sure?�
�Absolutely! What kind of a game is this, Wellman?� T.�R. was edgy now.
�Well, I�ll tell you, T.�R., it�s no game; that photo you identified as Phillip Durkan is a photo of a Soviet KGB agent whose name is Yanov Zemenek. There is no Phillip Durkan�never was�not Australian, not a Brit or American. No Phillip Durkan.�
T.�R.�s face went blank�he didn�t understand, �What the hell are you talking about, Wellman? He worked for me; I should know!� he raged. �What are you trying to pull?�
Fred handed him the photo with the accompanying information provided by Interpol, saying, �No, T.�R., you don�t know. He is Yanov Zemenek, T.�R., and he is KGB and a double agent.�
Perkins looked at Neil and Fred insisting, �Bu..but you both knew him. You met him several times, Wellman; hell, we offered him my desk when I was leaving, if he was a spy why didn�t he take it?�
�I guess that he had something he considered more important to do, T.�R., like arranging the betrayal and assassination of some of our people and one of his own country�s national heroes,� Neil said without emotion.
Wellman looking intently at a disbelieving Perkins and nodded his head soberly, �You�ve answered my questions, T.�R., we�ll be going now, don�t bother to see us to the door. We�ll find our way out.�
Neil paused and looked at T.�R. with disgust, �You�re very fortunate that the Agency let you retire, Perkins. Personally, I wish they had tied a can to you and put you on the street; and that�s far better than you deserve.�
Wellman and Klein walked briskly to their car leaving an old crestfallen T.�R.�Perkins with a stale unfinished drink in his hand.
* * *
On the drive back to the Phoenix airport Neil inquired irritably, �Fred, why doesn�t the Agency pull that guy�s retirement and put him on the street?�
Fred drawled, �Well you know, Neil, it�s a small price to pay. T.�R. won�t live forever and if we kicked him he�d just contact some tabloid and tell some sorry-ass story about how bad the CIA treated a �true-blue� American �son�. This way we know where he lives.�
Neil hmmphed in disgust, but he understood the logic employed by the Agency in dealing with a reprobate like Perkins. The word tabloid jarred his memory. He thought of the call from Andrew Kincaid that he had cut short this morning with a promise to call later today. What had he said about microfilm? �I�d better call when we get to the airport.�
Fred dropped Neil and proceeded to turn in the car rental while Klein placed a call to Seattle.
Andrew answered his phone almost immediately. �Neil, thanks for the call��
�What�s this about microfilm in the packet?�
�Neil, Kelshaw put some information on microfilm in the packet.�
�How do you know that, Andrew?� Neil was puzzled, he was certain the packet had not been compromised.
�Listen to me, Neil; Jack Hubbard told me about Kelshaw�s last days with him in Bangkok�didn�t you know about GCI?�
�GCI? No, Andrew I don�t know anything about GCI and we haven�t found any microfilm in the packet.�
�Look again, it has to be there!� Andrew insisted.
�All right, Andrew, I�ve got to go, they�re calling my flight�, I�ll talk to Wellman.�
As Neil and Fred fastened their seatbelts Neil quickly surveyed the seating area close to them. Several seats behind and next to them were empty. Fred noticing Neil�s sudden heightened awareness, whispered, �What�s going on?�
He waited until Neil turned and quietly asked, �Have you looked at all the contents of Aunt Martha�s luggage?�
Surprised Fred responded, �I believe so, why?�
�Because Andrew Kincaid believes we may have missed something; he believes there may be some microfilm in the luggage. He said Aunt Martha put it in and it�s very important.�
�I�ll go through it again; do we know what it�s pictures of?�
�No, I haven�t any idea; Fred what do you know about GCI?�
�Only that it�s a big international construction company that works all over the world.�
�Have you heard anything negative about it?�
�Not particularly; oh there have been some rumbles and rumors about some of their labor practices, but since they use labor pools from all over the world I would suppose that could be a common problem. I haven�t heard anything that would cause anyone to raise their heads. Why do you ask?�
�Andrew Kincaid mentioned it in conjunction with his assertion that there is more in the luggage.�
�I guess we�d better look in the luggage again.�
* * *
Harry Browne caught up with Andrew as he was coming back from his meeting with Savalza. �Kincaid, I have some very interesting information for you on GCI.�
�You�re a good man, Harry; what have you got?�
�Take a look at this,� Harry said excitedly as he waved a sheet of paper at Andy with a list of names and countries. �It�s list of the Board of Directors of GCI. All their names and the twelve countries they represent and who the officers are.�
Harry read the list, �CEO and Chairman of the Board, Karel Schneiderman, Switzerland; President, Helmut Herzog, West Germany; CFO, Roget Navarre, France; followed by Board Members: Carlos Cardoso, Argentina; Oscar Gustavson, Sweden; Johan Von Amsberg, Netherlands; Elias Nasser, Egypt; Juan Aznar, Spain; Mohammed Said, Saudi Arabia; Rafael Betancourt, Venezuela; and Harrison A. Carr, United States. It looks like an international who�s who list. Most of these guys carry a lot of weight; they�re big time Bankers, Lawyers, Industrialists and diplomats. You�ve got to tell me what you�re working on Andy,� Harry urged.
Andrew stared at the list of names and said, as his eyes focused on the name Harrison A. Carr, �Harry Browne, I could kiss you� actually, several people I know owe you!�
�Thanks a lot Kincaid, but I�ll settle for a story and never mind the kisses,� Harry smiled. When?�
�Soon, Harry, very, very soon. Hold on for a little while longer. Oops, I�ve got to go, got a date with a lady at Harborview.�
* * *
When Andrew arrived, Sister Ruth was with Charlene gathering some of Charlene�s things as she prepared to leave the hospital.
�Ready?� he asked looking at Charlene. �I have a cab waiting, I wanted you to go home in comfort,� he laughed lightly. �The Land Cruiser needs work.�
�Andrew I am glad to see you here,� Sister Ruth hugged him. I�ll just take these things with me and I�ll meet you two at the Convent,� she smiled at Andrew knowingly and whispered, �I think you two should have a little time alone.�
�Me too, Sister,� Andrew closed the door behind Ruth, and said to Charlene, �Come here.�
She was standing, her eyes still bandaged, but she carefully stepped toward his voice. �Andy, I�m so happy to be leaving here.�
�Me too, sweetheart.� His arms were around her and lifting her face he gently kissed her. They held each other briefly and she touched her fingertips to her lips, then to his. �I want so much to see you, Andrew. The bandages come off in a day or two, then ..,� she faltered.
�Shh, it�s going to be okay, trust me,� he said confidently as he kissed her again. �C�mon let�s get out of here!�
The Convent of St. Helena was housed in one of the old ivy covered brick Capitol Hill family homes. It had belonged to a doctor whose family of ten had left the seven bedroom nest, at which time he and his wife opted for less space and more freedom and selected a townhouse on Tenth Avenue.
Several of the Sisters of St. Helena were waiting as Andrew delivered Charlene into the capable hands of Sister Ruth and Sister Cecelia, a tall, smiling upbeat Nun.
He winked at Ruth as he kissed Charlene on the cheek and said, �I�ll call after while and make sure the Sisters are treating you well.�
Charlene smiled saying over her shoulder, �Thank you, Andy and I�ll look forward to your call,� as Sister Ruth took her hand and led her toward a sitting room.
�Don�t think about anything right now, dear, you just sit here and put your feet up and rest,� Ruth said tucking a soft throw around Charlene.
Ruth hurried back to where Andrew waited. �Now don�t worry about Charlene, we�ll take very good care of her. Before you go though there�s something you should know, Andrew; while I was at Charlene�s house getting some clothing and some of her personal items I took a call from a friend of hers, Olivia Coleman.
I told her that Charlene had been injured and that she would be staying with us at the Convent for a time. She seemed most distressed, Andy, and briefly mentioned that she wanted to come to be with Charlene. I haven�t told Charlene yet; I wanted to talk with you first. What do you think?�
Andrew pondered a moment and then said soberly, �Sister Ruth, I think you had better tell Charlene. If it were up to me I wouldn�t want her to come, but it�s not my decision or yours� its Charlene�s. You know it�s possible that it could be a good thing.�
�I suppose so, Andy, I�ll tell her, but I�m going to pray about it first,� Ruth stated firmly.�
Andrew grinned at the out-of-character serious face of the Nun, �You do that, Sister, and throw one in for me too. Call if you need me. I�ll check in with you later.�

Chapter 19

Washington, D.C.
Friday, October 3, 1980
Neil and Fred had spent several hours searching the packet again and found the microfilm hidden in a small slit on the inside of the packet.
After viewing the enlarged documents both Wellman and Klein were speechless with surprise and shock.
Kelshaw had managed to acquire information about a major world corporation who�s Board of Directors and shareholders would be internationally held up to scrutiny by world governments, as a result of his discovery.
Contracts between the LPF Pathet Lao government and GCI and the Government of North Vietnam carried agreements for the use of convict labor, made up of political prisoners and dissidents. The agreements held that the labor pools would be supplemented by prisoners of war held in China and various camps in North Vietnam, Laos and Cambodia.
There were contracts for material to be delivered through the Port of Haiphong by independent cargo ships and by air cargo planes where possible.
Neutral GCI would take no notice of embargos or blockades. Kelshaw had filmed a list of international GCI consultants, their fields of expertise and their special access to monetary and material resources.
Among the consultants two names stood out from all the rest; they were the two from the United States. Brigadier General Bradley E. Coleman, United States Department of Defense, special military consultant and Lyle J. Ramsey, Esq. of the United States Law Firm of Ramsey, Wilson & Carr of Seattle, Washington, and Washington, D.C., contract overseers.
Other country names of consultants were identified as well, but Neil and Fred focused only on the United States.
�No wonder Coleman looked sick when I told him his career would be examined�,� Neil commented.
Fred offered, �Well you were right about Coleman being in the mix, to an even greater degree than we first thought.�
�But he didn�t quite fit the Big Bad Wolf profile. Durkan certainly did.� Half smiling Neil mused, �Only George would have used a fairy tale to identify a cast of characters like the ones we are looking at. However, Coleman�s involvement with GCI was clearly something that none of us expected�not even George.�
�He did a good job, Neil. We have names of some of the US POWs that Chernakov provided that were taken to China and the Soviet Union. And we have an idea of what happened to some of our POW/MIAs with the information George provided from North Vietnam and Laos and GCI,� adding, �It looks like we have our work cut out for us� an full scale investigation of GCI and their use of POWs,� he said resolutely.
Neil nodded, �Yes and we�re going to need a lot of help. GCI may well be out of our reach; our best level of attack will be through Coleman and Ramsey and Carr. I think that Senator Ken Stone will be glad to help with this. He has a staff that�s up-to-speed on the POW issue. I�ll call Senator Mike Owens as well.�
It was Fred�s turn to smile, �Since they�re both on the Armed Services Committee and Owens chairs it, I would guess that would turn up the heat on your friend General Coleman; am I right.�
�I should say that�s probably a pretty good guess, Mr. Wellman,� Neil agreed.
Their conversation was interrupted by a call from his secretary Nancy, �Mr. Klein is Mr. Wellman with you?�
�Yes, Nancy he is.�
�There is a gentleman here to see both of you. He said to tell you that his name is Lu Chan.�
* * *
Seattle
When he placed the call to Washington, Andrew was again told that Neil Klein was in conference and could not be disturbed and that his secretary would have him call as soon as he was free.
He knew Harry Browne was chomping at the bit for the GCI story and he was eager to talk with Jim Savalza and perhaps initiate some action around the law firm of Ramsey, Wilson & Carr. The tie with Coleman was becoming obvious and there should be enough evidence to hang all of them not to mention GCI, maybe.
He decided to call Savalza; at least he could check on his car. The detective sounded distracted when he picked up the phone, �Savalza�
�Jim, this is Andy, Where�s my car?�
Savalza sighed; he didn�t really want to tell Andrew about the sad condition of the Land Cruiser. He had looked at it earlier and determined it was not drivable. Clearing his throat, �Andy, let�s talk about your car later, I�m working on something else at the moment.�
�Wait a minute�my car�I need my car!�
�You don�t need it right now, Andrew, believe me.�
�How do you� what are you trying to tell me, Jim?� Andrew�s frustration was spilling out.
�Nothing�� he paused, �Now, Andrew, I haven�t had a chance to thoroughly check it out, but I do know that it�s in impound and it�s safe. We�ll get it in a day or two� you have insurance don�t you?� Savalza dodged, he thought of the Land Cruiser with its wind screen gone, a large hole in the seat penetrated by a chunk of flying debris not to mention a flat front tire.
�Yes,� Andrew stated impatiently, �Yes, of course I have some insurance�� then suspiciously he asked, �How much insurance do I need, Jim?�
�Think about renting a car; I have to go, Andy. I�m going to interview Lyle Ramsey.�
�What about?�
�What do you think, Andrew? I�m going to ask Ramsey about Monte, that�s all. I have to go.�
�Jim, there�s more, I mean about Ramsey, but I shouldn�t really talk about it right now.�
�Oh man! Not again, Andrew��
�No Jim I should talk to Klein first. I can tell you this, it will help you nail Ramsey.�
Jim stopped; �I have an idea, why don�t you come with me? It will give you an opportunity to watch and evaluate. I�ll pick you up and,� he paused, �I don�t want to hear anymore about your car, Andrew.�
* * *
Lyle Ramsey was surprised to find Harrison Carr waiting for him in his office at 7:30 AM when he arrived this Friday morning.
�Sit down, Lyle, we need to talk,� Carr said darkly, his voice deeper than usual. �I received an overseas call early this morning from Karel Schneiderman. It seems that Schneiderman was contacted by the GCI office in Bangkok about a major break-in that occurred approximately three months ago.
�That break-in could seriously compromise some of the contracts and projects that Ramsey and Carr have written and negotiated, not to mention a great many GCI activities in Southeast Asia.
�According to the Bangkok office, it is believed that the intruder gained access to a number of very sensitive files; GCI security identified the intruder, but failed to capture him and after weeks of searching it is believed he escaped the country.
�Schneiderman called me because someone on this side of the water assured the Bangkok office that the problem would be handled at this end. Since there has been no contact or word of closure with Bangkok, from Washington or Seattle, Schneiderman is deeply concerned� and so am I.
�Lyle, I want full disclosure of what you know of this matter; I want to know how much of this is connected to the recent visit of our contact in the Department of Defense and I want to know why I was not notified of this situation as soon as you knew.
�I want the report by three this afternoon at which time you and I will discuss it fully before I call Karel Schneiderman. Do you fully understand?� Carr stood tall as he walked toward the door casting a sideways glance at the portrait that looked back at him.
It was unthinkable that Harrison Carr would invade his office in such a manner. And it was unsettling. �Yes, Harrison, of course� there will be a full report,� Ramsey spoke defensively, uncertain of what he would tell Carr.
* * *
It was a little past eleven as Andrew Kincaid and Seattle Police Detective, James Savalza stepped out of the elevator into the reception area of Ramsey & Carr and approached the reception desk.
They were greeted by a well groomed young woman who looked up from her typing flashed a brilliant smile and said pleasantly, �Good morning, gentlemen, may I help you?�
Andrew appraised the posh surroundings as Jim displayed his shield and asked, �Is Lyle Ramsey in?�
�I�ll check for you,� she said picking up the phone and pressing an intercom button to Connie Porter. �Connie, there are two gentlemen here to see Mr. Ramsey, one of them is a detective,� and questioning she looked at Andrew.
�Oh, I�m Andrew Kincaid from the Seattle Times.�
�Connie, the other man is with the Seattle Times.�
An attractive, slender brunette in an understated designer suit appeared almost immediately, smiling as she approached the reception desk, stretching a manicured hand toward them she said, �Good morning, gentlemen, I�m Connie Porter, Mr. Ramsey�s executive secretary; is there something I can do for you?�
�Thank you, but no, Ms. Porter, this is police business; we must speak with Mr. Ramsey, personally,� Jim added while admiring Ramsey�s good taste in secretaries.
�Certainly,� she crooned, �Just a moment I�ll let him know you�re here,� she said picking up the phone and after announcing their presence to Ramsey, she turned, smiled again and beckoned to Jim and Andrew, �Please follow me,� as she led the way down a wide corridor to a richly appointed corner office that faced west. She tapped gently and opened the door stepping aside to allow the two men to enter.
Lyle Ramsey was seated behind his desk and rose to meet Jim and Andrew saying to Jim, �You must be Detective Savalza, I do know Mr. Kincaid. To what do I owe this visit Detective? Surely not official business or is it?� he asked while gesturing to two leather chairs facing the desk, �Please, have a seat.� Ramsey had returned to his chair behind the desk.
Jim leaned forward, �Yes, it is official; I�m sure that you�re probably quite busy, Mr. Ramsey, so I�ll get right to the point. A phone number was found in the suit coat pocket of the late Seattle Police Detective, Monte Maxwell. I dialed that number the other day and you answered on your private line. At first I thought it might be a mistake, but some things have surfaced that have caused me to reconsider.�
Jim�s dark eyes were glued on Ramsey�s face. �I don�t think it was a coincidence that I got your private line, Mr. Ramsey. And in a follow up on Maxwell�s activities before he died, we have discovered his erratic behavior started with a few phone calls.�
�What are you suggesting, Detective?�
�I�m not suggesting Mr. Ramsey, I�m telling you that we believe that Monte was working for you. As much as I don�t like the idea, I believe that Monte and the two window washers who fell from the Rainier Tower, were all connected to you and the attack and murder of George Kelshaw. Something went wrong and you had Monte killed.�
Andrew was surprised at Jim�s blunt accusation. He glanced at Ramsey, who seemed equally taken aback as Jim waded in for another punch, �I�m putting you on notice that we will continue to investigate until we can prove it.�
Ramsey shot back, �Prove what�I don�t even know who this George Kelshaw is! What could I possible gain by arranging for the murder of a person I don�t even know?�
�I�m equally sure that the motive will reveal itself, you see, Mr. Ramsey, Captain Martin remembers that you contacted him about the release of Kelshaw�s body.� Jim looked steadily into the cold eyes of Lyle Ramsey as he voiced his suspicions.
Ramsey smiled at the audacity of the detective, �That�s a very reckless accusation. You are setting yourself and your department up for a harassment charge, Detective. You may have even provided a witness in the person of Mr. Kincaid. By the way, why are you here, Kincaid?�
Andrew had been quietly observing Ramsey�s reaction to Jim�s accusations, noting his body language and facial expressions. At the beginning of the interview, the attorney had seemed preoccupied and slightly irritated. When Jim accused him of Monte�s death and later of George Kelshaw�s, the irritation had grown into anger and he had seen a momentary flash of fear cross Ramsey�s face when Jim mentioned Captain Martin�s recollection.
Choosing his words carefully, Andrew responded to Ramsey�s question. �I probably wouldn�t be a very good witness for you, Mr. Ramsey, since I�ve been working with Detective Savalza in the investigation of the death of George Kelshaw.
�I came today to discuss another matter� an interview with you and with Harrison Carr; I�d like to know more about your firm�s connection with Global Construction International.
�I was very impressed when I learned that Harrison Carr is on the GCI Board of Directors. The Times would certainly like a story and our business editor would love an exclusive on GCI.�
His face and voice were expressionless as Ramsey looked at Andrew and Jim. He then pressed the intercom button saying slowly, �Ms. Porter will see you out.�
Jim looked at Ramsey, �Remember what I said, I will be back.�
Connie Porter had appeared as if by magic; a frozen smile on her face, she stood by the door waiting to close it as the two men passed her on their way out. Andrew already in the corridor stopped and stepping back through the doorway looked at Ramsey, �I�ll be calling about that GCI interview, Mr. Ramsey. You might want to talk it over with Mr. Carr.�
* * *
Outside Jim rendered surprise, �GCI? What was that about, Andy,� Jim quizzed Andrew as they returned to the car. �What is all this stuff about GCI International? Is that what you wanted to talk with Klein about? If so I think you may have tipped your hand.�
Andrew laughed, �Yeah, well don�t complain� I certainly didn�t expect you to accuse Ramsey of murder� twice! Wow! Did you see his face? I figured that I�d push him a little farther after you set him up. �He is very, very uncomfortable about our visit today and with any luck some of his associates won�t be happy either. �Now it�s our turn to watch. Yes, in answer to your question, Jim, GCI may well be a key to help sink Mr. Ramsey and some of his friends.�

Washington D.C.
Fred Wellman and Neil Klein looked at each other in surprise at hearing Nancy�s announcement that Lu Chan was waiting to see them.
�He�s here?� Fred asked.
Nancy responded, �Yes, he is in Mr. Klein�s office.�
�We�ll be right there,� Neil said excitedly.
A well dressed Chinese man was seated thumbing through the Washington Post which he folded and laid aside as Fred and Neil strode into the office.
The two men greeted Lu Chan with warm handshakes both expressing pleasure and surprise.
�What brings you to Washington?� Neil inquired.
�I had orders to report to Langley�� Lu Chan looked at Fred, �Something about a new assignment. I thought I would try to see you and perhaps answer any questions that you might have. You see, I learned that George Kelshaw was killed in Seattle and I wanted to make certain that the information he was carrying reached you.�
Neil was the first to speak and nodded affirmation, saying, �Yes, it�s true about George. With the help of a friend of Jack Hubbard�s, a newspaperman named Andrew Kincaid, the packet with the information is in our hands. Fred and I have been deciphering some of the material from the packet.�
Fred spoke, �We know most of the pieces of what happened to Paul Thayer and General Chernakov, except for the time between Nanning and your last contact with Chernakov.�
Lu Chan nodded, �I will fill in some of the details for you,� he said remembering the last times he had interacted with Chernakov.
�After our meeting in Nanning and learning that I was his contact, Chernakov went on to Hanoi to complete his mission for the Defense Ministry to obtain the captured American air navigation equipment and arrange for its delivery to the Soviet Union.�
Lu Chan went on, �As he expected, it took approximately seven months to complete the negotiations for the equipment and arrange for its transport. I was in Hanoi again shortly before.
�We were not in contact until immediately before he left for Moscow. He indicated that there would be another assignment to Hanoi and it would be his last before he could escape. I assured him he would be provided with weather updates on his return.�
Fred and Neil were listening intently as Lu Chan quietly told the story of Chernakov�s preparations to defect.
�When he came back to Hanoi in January, we met briefly at China�s military Headquarters to discuss some matters regarding U.S. prisoners. The General was very cautious in our meeting. He told me he had had a conversation with GRU Chief, Yuri Karpov before leaving Moscow, Karpov told him of a suspected defection of a very important high level person. Chernakov said the information had been given Karpov by a contact in a cell group he had been working with in Paris. His contact was a woman from Saigon.�
�Lia Dupr�,� Neil interrupted; her name was Lia Dupr�.�
Nodding, Lu Chan continued, �Two days later, Chernakov contacted me�it was brief. He told me Karpov was at the Soviet Embassy in Hanoi. He was to meet him that afternoon.
�I gave him the information and the location where he would rendezvous with Thayer and he committed it to memory. He would be picked up the next morning by a Chinese supply truck, I would be the driver. The destination was an abandoned airfield in Laos.�
The embassy was quiet when Chernakov arrived and was escorted into an office where Yuri Karpov waited. �Good afternoon, Comrade General,� Karpov smiled, �You are surprised to see me here so soon after we last talked; yes?�
Thoughtfully, Chernakov nodded, �Yes, Colonel; I find it surprising that you are here, considering the topic of conversation at our last meeting. Either the reason you are here is more important or you found the defector or perhaps you found that the information was incorrect. In any case, you wanted to meet with me today; how can I be of service?� Chernakov asked calmly.
The GRU chief studied Chernakov a moment before answering, �Yes, Chernakov, it is important; the information is correct. The defector is the reason I am here.�
Chernakov winced internally at Karpov�s announcement, though outwardly he remained reserved and business-like. �I am very interested in your discovery, Comrade,� he said.
�You should be General; you will find it very interesting. It was a process of elimination that led me to my conclusion. There are a few in our country that would cause some concern should they decide to leave; artists particularly make good propaganda for the West. They are often used by the American press and Hollywood. Naturally they cause embarrassment. We have been very watchful of our performers�they are not allowed to travel easily.
�Then, there are those who work in embassies and the United Nations in the U.S., but they have no reason to defect. They are able to enjoy the decadent capitalist lifestyle in their assignments. Besides, many of them have much to hold them in USSR, families, spouses and children.
�So I asked myself who is well known; what kind of person would be a large coup for America�? Who would stand out on the world stage as a great loss for USSR? Who has no one to hold him? Then I know, Chernakov, it is you!
�For all the reasons we send you here to Hanoi and to Bejing and Havana to negotiate; and to state our interests to the West and NATO countries. You who are a hero to our people� of all possibilities, Chernakov, it is you.�
Karpov had stood with his back toward Chernakov and whirled around pointing his finger in Pyotr�s face he stated again, loudly this time, �It is you!�
Also standing now, Chernakov inhaled deeply and looked down into the watery eyes of the GRU chief, speaking slowly and with restrained anger, �You know Colonel, some situations can withstand the strain of false accusations, however, I will tell you this is not one of them.
�Although I consider myself to be a somewhat modest man, I believe my service to my country speaks for itself and let me assure you that this accusation will not be forgiven by me and certainly not by the Politburo or I doubt by Brezhnev himself.
�I want you to know, Karpov, you have overstepped your authority and it will not be forgotten!� Chernakov saw a moment of doubt register on Karpov�s face.
�I am leaving now, Colonel; I have some military business to attend to with some of our Chinese and North Vietnamese Comrades, that will take me on another journey into Laos regarding some American prisoners; this meeting is over.
�One more thing, I insist Karpov, that any further discussion of this matter be delayed until we are once again in Moscow and it can be brought before the Party,� Chernakov stated offensively.
Karpov was clearly stymied for the moment, though unconvinced by Chernakov�s attack; his words were that of a gambler hedging his bet, �Perhaps you are right, Chernakov, the Party should deal with this.�
As Lu Chan related Chernakov�s story of his encounter with Karpov, Wellman and Klein listened without interruption until then Neil commented, �Apparently Karpov wasn�t willing to let that happen.�
�That�s correct,� Lu Chan agreed, �He had determined that Chernakov was now a liability. Either way, Karpov was on trial� if Chernakov returned to Moscow and accused him, Karpov would be at best demoted and at worst sent to Siberia for �retraining�. On the other hand, if Chernakov defected Karpov would be held responsible for not seeing it coming. There was only one thing to do and that was to kill Chernakov.
�The General had figured it out too, so it was not a total surprise when the next morning Chernakov found himself under military guard at Karpov�s orders.
�When Chernakov met the supply truck he was accompanied by the guard. Apparently, word of the rendezvous point had reached Karpov and the guard was to make certain that Chernakov died.
�As I told you, I was the driver of the truck. It was a long ride and we were a short distance from the airstrip when the guard indicated we should stop; I pretended not to understand and he became very angry and pointed his gun at me. Chernakov ordered me in Chinese to stop. The guard ordered Chernakov out of the truck and told him to raise his hands. As he raised his weapon to shoot the General, I fired a short burst at him, killing him. The General jumped back into the truck and we went on to the airstrip. He got out and ordered me to leave him.�
Lu Chan was remembering his last words with Pyotr Chernakov, he said sadly, �He thanked me and told me to leave him there�we heard the helicopter in the distance and I saluted him and left at his direction. That was the last time I saw General Chernakov.� Lu Chan added, �He was one of the finest soldiers and bravest men that I shall ever know.�
Wellman and Klein were silent as Lu Chan concluded the last chapter in Chernakov�s life.
Drawing a deep breath Fred asked, �Where will your next assignment take you?�
Lu Chan smiled, �Back to Southeast Asia and possibly into China. I must leave soon; I am making a brief stop in Seattle where I have some unfinished business.
* * *
Seattle
Friday afternoon
Ramsey was shaken by Carr accosting him in his office and later by the rash encounter with Detective Savalza and Andrew Kincaid. It was very clear that Kincaid knew something about GCI. �How and what did he find out? I�d better call Tokyo and then Coleman.�
Ramsey dialed Coleman�s office at DIA. �Brad I had an unpleasant meeting with Harrison Carr this morning; he knows about the break-in in Bangkok. He was contacted by Schneiderman. Zurich wants closure on this thing, Brad, Harrison also.�
Brad responded, �I will call Karel Schneiderman and get back to you Lyle.�
�I have a three o�clock meeting with Carr, Brad, how much should I tell him? He already suspects that it was you who contacted Bangkok and assured them that this thing would be handled here.�
Coleman could hear the apprehension in Ramsey�s voice. �Keep the lid on as much as possible, Lyle. Tell Carr that we know who the intruder was and that he has been neutralized; tell him we are uncertain what the damage may be at this time. I�ll call Schneiderman and the Bangkok office as well and tell them that.�
* * *
Lyle entered Carr�s office promptly at 3:00 PM a sheaf of papers in his hand with rough notes.
�Sit down, Lyle,� Carr said somberly. �What do you have for me,� he asked glancing at the papers in Ramsey�s hand.
Lyle was prepared��I have nothing in writing for you, Harrison; just some notes covering the items of your concern. Where would you like me to begin?�
�Let�s start at the beginning, Lyle.�
�Very well,� Lyle answered, �You recall, Harrison, the day I was called away from the partners� meeting, I told you the next morning that something had come up that was somewhat risky. I had been approached by our Department of Defense representative for help with a problem. I was told there was a person with stolen GCI information who had escaped our Bangkok security by freighter and would be arriving in Seattle. The information this person had stolen could conceivably cause GCI and Ramsey & Carr a great deal of difficulty.
�The assignment was presented to me in an oblique and confidential manner as a way of protecting Ramsey and Carr and me individually as well as our contacts in the Department of Defense.
�The intruder was to be neutralized and it was done. Today our DOD contact is notifying Schneiderman and the Bangkok office giving them closure on the intruder. At the moment I know nothing more about this matter.�
Harrison Carr leaned back in his chair, �Thank you for your report, Lyle. I will follow up with Schneiderman as well; as a GCI board member, it is my responsibility to do so.
�I have one or two other questions for you; you were visited earlier by Seattle Police Detective James Savalza and Andrew Kincaid from the Seattle Times. Would you like to tell me why they were here?�
�No, Harrison, not at this time�,� Ramsey said impatiently.
Carr persisted, �My secretary overheard Kincaid say he would be calling about an interview regarding GCI and that you should talk it over with me��
Looking at Carr, Lyle�s blue eyes flashed in anger. Taking a deep breath before responding he said, �I am not prepared to give an interview to Andrew Kincaid or anyone else about GCI without first discussing it with you, Harrison, and I haven�t time to do that right now. �I don�t mean to be rude, Harrison, while I appreciate your zealous safeguarding of our firm�s business ventures, at the moment I am unwilling to discuss this further.�
�You�re right, Lyle,� Carr was seemingly contrite. �I forgot the role I play here for a moment; I�ll see you in your office for our drink about 4:30 or 5:00.�
Ramsey returned to his office angry over his confrontation with his father�s long time partner. He felt like a chastised child. And yet Harrison Carr held the trump cards in Ramsey�s association with GCI.
* * *
At 4:30 PM the receptionist at Ramsey & Carr was gathering her coat and purse preparing to leave for the day. On his way to Ramsey�s office, Carr passed Connie Porter on her way out as well. Pausing for a moment he asked pleasantly, �Are you on an errand for Lyle or are you leaving for the day, Miss Porter?�
�Yes, Mr. Carr, I am combining an errand for Mr. Ramsey and leaving a little early. I have some shopping to do and Mr. Ramsey said it would be all right not to return to the office. Is there something you needed?�
�No, no,� he said with a fatherly smile, patting her shoulder. �I was going to suggest that you play hooky the rest of the day and we�ll see you on Monday.�
Connie relaxed, she admired Harrison Carr and often times would do some little favor for him if his secretary was busy. �I see you�re on your way to Mr. Ramsey�s office for your Friday get together,� she smiled.
�That�s right, Connie, now you have a good weekend.�
Ramsey watched the old man enter his office. Though he was less angry than earlier he had not recovered entirely from Carr�s high-handed manner.
Lyle went to the bar and poured Scotch over ice in two crystal glasses; handing one to Carr, he returned to his desk, drink in hand, as Harrison settled in a chair across from him.
Raising his glass Carr lamented, �It�s been a hard day, Lyle; I want you to know that what I�m about to say is not personal.�
Finishing his drink and placing the glass on the desk, he calmly continued, �I�ve given this awkward situation a great deal of thought today, Lyle, and it seems to me as a director on the board of GCI that it is in the best interests of the corporation and of the firm as well, that you tender your resignation as a contract officer for GCI,� head nodding his assertion and his eyes narrowing as they met Lyle�s.
Ramsey was stunned. �I don�t know what to say, Harrison; although it�s clear that you have the final word in this matter, have you talked this over with Schneiderman?�
�Schneiderman agrees that your withdrawal is for the best.�
�What do you suggest I do, Harrison? I�m responsible for all those contracts� who� how should I�?� Ramsey fumbled.
Carr interrupted Ramsey�s question, �Lyle, I would like to dictate a personal letter written by you to me; I will send a copy to Schneiderman. It should be handwritten and brief.�
Still unbelieving, Ramsey numbed by surprise acquiesced to Carr�s press, taking stationery from his desk drawer, �Go ahead, Harrison,� he said in a dull voice.
Carr started, �Dear Harrison; I find myself in a situation which I am unable to resolve without scandalizing the firm of Ramsey and Carr. In my role as contract officer for our client GCI, I have made some serious errors in judgment��
Lyle laid down the pen, �I can�t write this Harrison.�
�Yes, you can�believe me, this is for the best,� Carr insisted. �As difficult as it may be for you, Lyle, perhaps you should know that I am aware that the Bangkok break-in has led to some criminal activities whose repercussions will affect this firm.
�I�m no fool; I know that this morning�s visit by the Seattle Police Detective and the newspaperman, Andrew Kincaid is very much in response to these activities. I am determined to remove you as far as possible from GCI.�
Lyle thought for a moment then shaking his head in shocked silence once again picked up the pen.
Carr continued his dictation, �I realize this is a less than perfect way out, but I see no other way to protect you and the firm than to remove myself from the equation�I am sorry. Sincerely, Lyle.�
Harrison said, �Now sign it Lyle and I will copy it for Schneiderman.�
As Lyle scratched his signature, Carr quickly rose and stepped to the side of Lyle�s chair, a small revolver in his hand he fired into Ramsey�s temple. Wiping the gun clean of his fingerprints he forced it into Ramsey�s dead hand leaving him slumped across his desk, the �suicide� note under his hand.
Harrison looked sadly at Ramsey�s form and looking at the portrait he said, �It had to be done, Lyle� for the good of the firm.�
* * *
8:30 PM
The cleaning crew methodically worked their way through the Ramsey & Carr offices; as one of the team opened the door of Lyle Ramsey�s office he yelled, �Hey better call 9-1-1 there�s a guy here and it looks like he�s dead.�
Savalza arrived at 9:15 and seeing the body of Lyle Ramsey he dialed the Convent of St. Helena where he knew Andrew Kincaid would be.
Andrew was preparing to say �goodnight� after a festive dinner celebrating the removal of the bandages from Charlene Thayer�s eyes and the doctor�s report that there was no permanent damage. Charlene had given Father Ben a long embrace saying, �You never doubted, Father Ben,� and turning to Andrew, she smiled, �And neither did you.�
When Andrew took the call he wasn�t prepared for Jim�s message, �Andy, get yourself down here to Ramsey and Carr�s offices, Lyle Ramsey is dead!�
Surprised Andrew turned to Ben and Charlene, �I�m sorry to run out on you so fast. That was Jim Savalza and I have to see him right away, I�ll explain later.� He kissed Charlene on the cheek and hugged Sister Ruth before dashing out the door.
Andrew appeared at Ramsey�s office in less than twenty minutes. �What happened� who killed him?�
�Looks like a suicide, Andy,� Jim said pointing to the body lying across the desk. �And what looks like a suicide note was there, underneath. I�ve put in a call to Harrison Carr. The note was addressed to him, I expect him any minute now.�
�What does the note say?� curiosity urging Andrew.
As Jim read the brief note aloud Andrew looked around and saw the two bar glasses, �Looks like he had company��
�He did, it was I,� the deep monotone voice of Harrison Carr answered Andrew�s comment.
Harrison Carr looked at the body of Lyle Ramsey and said shakily, �I�I must sit down�this is a terrible shock to me. I was just with Lyle a short time ago. We had our usual Friday afternoon drink together.�
�What time was that?� Jim asked.
�Around 4:30 or 5:00,� Harrison replied.
�Did he seem upset, Mr. Carr?� Jim spoke the questions in a detached manner, writing as the answers were given.
�Well yes, somewhat, but�� Carr shrugged, �As a matter of fact we did talk about��
�About?� Jim pressed.
�I didn�t think it was this serious,� Carr murmured.
Savalza was writing, �What was �this serious�?�
�I�m sorry, Detective; I can�t divulge any more information, it involves some of our clients. I want to help you, however I am in such a state of confusion and shock. I never thought Lyle Ramsey would ever consider this as a way out of anything. May I see the note?�
Jim handed the note that had been carefully placed in plastic, to Carr watching his face as he read.
Andrew pressed, �What did he mean about GCI� what serious errors, Mr. Carr?�
�I�m sorry� I simply cannot answer any more questions. I�m not thinking clearly; I really must go home� may I go detective?� Carr pleaded.
Jim looked at the obviously shaken elderly Carr, �Yes, Mr. Carr; I don�t see any reason for you to stay. I�ll have questions for you later, but right now�go ahead, go home.�
�Thank you, detective,� Carr paused, his voice breaking, �I�ve known Lyle Ramsey all of his life; his father and I,� pointing to the portrait looking down at them, �Started this firm over forty years ago. I cannot imagine life without Lyle.� Jim watched Carr, shoulders bent, walk wearily down the corridor to the elevator.
�Jim, I want to talk with him about GCI and I mean soon! He knows a lot more about this mess than he�s saying,� Andrew was adamant.
�Give it a rest, Andy; he�s an old guy and he�s got a lot on his shoulders right now.�
�Listen, Jim, that man is a formidable old alligator, save your pity��
Jim cut him off irritably, �Andrew, for crying out loud, have a little compassion! I�ll admit Carr is considered tough, but he�s still an old guy and he�s had a bad shock tonight.�
�And I thought the police were always suspicious of everyone,� Andrew shot back, �So you think it was a suicide?�
�For the moment�the note is pretty self explanatory, Andy. He knew we were after him for the murders of Monte and Kelshaw for starters. I think the note is a clear admission, not to mention the GCI thing. By all means, Andrew, talk to Carr about GCI, but,� he paused, �Not until the Seattle PD are done with our questions. Right now I want to focus on the suicide of Lyle Ramsey and put that to bed. Is that okay with you, Andrew?� Jim asked with light sarcasm.
�Sure, Jim, I�ll give you the weekend and then I want him on Monday. Right now I�d better call the story in to the Times. Ramsey�s suicide will be headlines tomorrow.�

Chapter 20

Saturday October 4, 1980
Neil heard Andrew Kincaid�s voice on the early morning call he had initiated. �Good morning, Andrew, I apologize for not getting back to you yesterday. First of all I want to thank you for your persistence regarding Aunt Martha�s luggage�there was a great deal more information George wanted us to have.�
�Did it nail Coleman?�
�In a way, Andrew, but not in the way that I had anticipated,� Neil said guardedly. �We had an unexpected discovery; one of our contacts was able to conclude the final chapter in the Thayer Chernakov story. I will fill you in when I return to Seattle in a few days. What was the purpose of your call yesterday?�
�Things have changed radically since I placed the call to you yesterday. The wire services probably already have the news, Neil; Lyle Ramsey was found dead in his office last night. The police think it was suicide�he left a note that talked about his �serious errors in judgment� in relation to GCI.
�Its funny, Neil, Jim Savalza and I went to see Ramsey midday yesterday. Jim openly accused Ramsey of the murders of Maxwell and Kelshaw. Then I hit Ramsey with the suggestion of an interview with him and Harrison Carr regarding GCI. Neil, did you know that Harrison Carr is on GCI�s International Board of Directors?�
Yes, Andrew, after we examined the film in Aunt Martha�s luggage there was the description of the entire GCI family. How did you learn about it?�
�Never underestimate the resources of the news industry, Neil.�
�All right Andrew, I�ll take your word for it. So Ramsey committed suicide, hmnn, I�ll have to digest this in light of what we�ve already learned. On another subject, how is Charlene Thayer?�
�She�s great! The bandages are gone and she can see just fine. Thanks for asking, I�ll tell her. Let me know if there is anything I can do for you here,� Andrew offered.
�It�s good news about Charlene. Yes, I will; I�ll be in touch,� he said ending the call abruptly.
* * *
10:30 AM
Olivia Coleman had said goodbye to her parents at the airport in Philadelphia where she had gone after George Kelshaw�s funeral. Her heart was heavy�she had not shared with them the difficulties in hers and Brad�s marriage. She found it almost unbearable to pretend that all was well.
Her mother sensed the unrest in their daughter and told Clyde as they drove away from the terminal that she thought Brad�s military obligations were taking their toll on the marriage. Her husband nodded in agreement for he too sensed the change in Olivia.
It was 10:30 Saturday morning when Olivia rang the doorbell at the Convent of St. Helena. She had arrived in Seattle late on Friday and had taken a room for the night in preparation for her reunion with Charlene Thayer. She knew it would be bittersweet.
The door opened and a round bodied, blue and white garbed nun greeted her.
�You must be Sister Ruth,� Olivia guessed. �I am Olivia Coleman and I spoke with you the other day.�
�Sister Ruth smiled at the lovely dark haired woman in front of her and said, �Yes, indeed I am and welcome! Do come in and I will tell Charlene that you are here.�
Hurrying up the stairs, Ruth tapped lightly on Charlene�s door, �There�s someone downstairs to see you in the parlor, dear.�
* * *
Andrew and Harry Browne were putting the finishing touches on the first part of the GCI story for the Sunday Times. Stories about GCI would ultimately occupy the nation�s news media for months to come.
The headline for the Sunday business page was �When Business Isn�t Good for any Country,� By Harry Browne with Andrew Kincaid. The article began: �Exposing the dark side, indeed the malevolent side of business is not generally what this column does. And it isn�t often that a major international business that is thought of in terms of almost holy, large scale humanitarianism becomes the subject of this column, that is, not until today.
GCI or Global Construction International has always been controversial in international business circles. The determination of its leadership has left little doubt in anyone�s mind that GCI would do whatever GCI was contracted to do regardless of political climates, blockades, piracy or embargoes.
The GCI approach to attending to some of the world�s most devastating calamities has been to offer immediate humanitarian aid and reconstruction while world governments wrung their hands and argued over who would do what and where. The corporation has remained largely impervious to outside criticism from world governments and corporations due to its well connected international Board of Directors. This powerful group of twelve nations� representatives, including the United States, has insulated GCI and its Swiss CEO international banker, Karel Schneiderman, from any and all attacks.
But beneath the beating heart of GCI humanitarianism there is a much darker element one that most world governments and representatives are being called upon to excise; that is the use of prisoners of war, some Americans, as slave labor in Southeast Asia.
The column continued outlining the shocking practice and the world areas where it was happening� Andrew and Harry concluded the piece and sent it forward to Joe Belmont, the editor-in-chief for final approval.
Andy yawned and looked at Harry, �Well my friend, you got your story, now let�s see what happens. By doing a three part series the dust can settle in between. I�m going home and actually put my feet up.�
Harry nodded agreement, �I�ll stick around for awhile� it will be interesting to see what happens now. You know we stepped on a few toes in our �sensitive text�,� he laughed then more seriously stated, �I guess from what you�ve told me, Andy, this is only the tip of the iceberg.�
�There will be more, Harry and there will probably be repercussions.�

Chapter 21

Sunday morning
October 5, 1980
It was 7:30 AM when Andrew opened his apartment door collected the Times and made coffee before sitting down with the Sunday paper. Andrew scanned the Sunday Times for his and Harry Browne�s Headline story the first of three articles on the expose of Global Construction International. It wasn�t there�Andrew went through the paper three times to no avail. As he reached for the phone it rang, �Andy, its Harry��
�Harry where�s our story?� Andrew exclaimed.
�They killed it, Andy!� Harry sounded sick.
�What do you mean they killed it, Harry?�
�I mean the managing editor and the publisher�it was too inflammatory�that�s what they said.�
�Since when does a newspaper worry about a story being too inflammatory if it�s the truth?� Andrew remonstrated.
�Don�t ask me, Andy; we didn�t attack the Pope, I think we might have gotten away with that. There�s something rotten here, Andy, I can smell it!�
�You�re right, Harry; there is something very wrong, I think we�ve learned a lesson about power in this town. Someone has put the squeeze on, but I�m not going to deal with right it now. I�m going to pick up someone for Church.�
�Good; better say a prayer for us too, Andy; we�re going to need it!�
* * *
Andrew met Olivia Coleman when he arrived at the Convent to pick up Charlene and accompany her to St. Mark�s. He noted that the two friends were happy and comfortable in each other�s company, putting to rest his concern that Olivia�s visit might be stressful for Charlene given her encounter with Brad Coleman. In fact, watching them together he was thinking there was an element of wholeness brought about by their friendship.
Sitting quietly in the pew in the Cathedral, Andrew gave thanks that Charlene could really see Olivia. He thought about the women sitting next to him; Olivia Coleman reflected the quality of person that Charlene had described in Paul Thayer. It was that elusive substance that was the determining factor between the life of Brad Coleman and the exemplary life of Paul Thayer. Andrew understood their friendship.
Following the service Andrew said cheerfully, �I took the liberty of making a reservation for lunch at Ray�s Boat House and I asked father Ben to join us. He�ll meet us at the restaurant.�
When they arrived Father Ben was waiting for them and greeted them warmly saying to Charlene, �I assume this lady is your friend Olivia Coleman.�
Olivia smiled, �That�s right, I am,� extending her hand to Ben.
Seated at the table Father Ben looked at Andrew, �I understand from yesterday�s paper that Lyle Ramsey was found dead in his office. Is that why Jim Savalza called you and you left us so suddenly on Friday evening?� Then turning to Charlene and Olivia he said, �Forgive me, I am sorry to bring up such an unpleasant subject.�
Olivia gasped, �Dead�Lyle Ramsey of Ramsey and Carr-how?�
Andrew looked at her in surprise, �You knew Lyle Ramsey?�
�Yes, in a way; my husband worked very closely with Mr. Ramsey. We met a few times at social gatherings when he would visit Washington.�
Andrew looked at Charlene before responding, �He committed suicide, Olivia, I�m sorry,� he said with regret.
It was Charlene�s turn at surprise, �Andy, why did Jim call you?�
�Charlene,� he said uncomfortably, �Jim and I met with Ramsey earlier in the day on another matter�I can�t say anymore. I was there as a journalist seeking an interview. Remember I work for a newspaper, and as I said I can�t say anymore.�
She wouldn�t let go, �Andrew did yours and Jim�s visit have anything to do with George Kelshaw?�
�George Kelshaw?� Olivia�s hand went over her mouth, �I was at his funeral last Wednesday, with his father and his sister. Did you all know George Kelshaw?� she asked looking at Charlene, Andrew and Father Ben.
Andrew�s eyes were focused on Father Ben who would not return his gaze and busied himself with the menu and drinking his water. Finally looking up, he sheepishly met Andrew�s eyes whose expression was clear, �You got us into this, now what?�
Olivia came to the rescue by saying. �I would like to read the article if possible.�
�Sure,� Andrew nodded, �I�ll get a copy to you.�
Once again Ben avoided Andrew�s eyes as he asked Olivia, �Were you a close friend of Mr. Kelshaw�s family?�
Olivia answered, �In a way, Father Ben, old doctor Kelshaw, George�s father is a neighbor and a friend. He asked if I would accompany him to the service. He is a wonderful person, as is his daughter, George�s sister, Myra.�
Andrew was silently thinking, �Coleman had said he didn�t know George Kelshaw, but his wife would accompany Kelshaw�s father to his funeral, what a rat!� Andrew changed the subject. Looking at Ben he stated, �This is too nice a day to dwell on all this bad news, don�t you agree, Ben?� he said pointedly.
They finished lunch on a lighter note and then Andrew drove them back to the convent, stopping first to get a copy of Saturday�s paper for Olivia.
Charlene could tell that Andrew was somewhat unsettled and walked back to the car as he was leaving. �Andy, I�m sorry, I didn�t mean to upset you at the restaurant by prying,� she said contritely.
He put his arms around her and held her briefly. �It�s not anything you said or did, Charlie, I�ve got a lot on my mind; I will talk it over with you later, but not now. It hasn�t crystallized yet. Do you understand?�
�I think so,� she said, �Sometimes there�s just too much� to talk about.�
�That�s it, I�ll call you later. I love you,� he almost whispered.
* * *
The phone was ringing in the Coleman�s Virginia home.
Brad Coleman instructed his housekeeper, �I don�t want to talk with anyone, Mrs. Ridgeway��
�But General, it�s Mrs. Coleman.�
Brad grabbed the phone from Mrs. Ridgeway�s hand��Olivia is it really you?�
�Yes, Brad, I have some very bad news, I wanted to tell you before you read it in the papers� Lyle Ramsey is dead. It is thought that he committed suicide. Brad, I�m coming home, I want to be there with you. I�ll leave tomorrow,� her voice was warm and sympathetic.
�Livy, thank God! I really need you my dear,� he was dazed as he hung up. The news about Ramsey was stunning.
* * *
Olivia and Charlene spent Sunday evening in sobering conversation. Olivia shared her sadness at the change in hers and Brad�s relationship. She told Charlene about Brad�s affair with Lia and that she had forgiven Brad, but other things had cropped up. Intuitively, she knew he was in deep trouble.
Charlene took her friend�s two hands in hers, �Livy, do you really want to go back to Brad now?�
�I have to, Charlene; Brad probably needs me now more than ever and remember the vow, �for better or for worse� well I�ve been through a lot of the �better� so now I will stand with him in the �worse� for his sake and for our daughter Maureen�s as well.�
�I understand Olivia, and I want you to know that I�ll stand with you. Please let�s not lose each other again!�

Chapter 22

Monday, October 6, 1980
Harrison was in his office at Ramsey and Carr early on Monday. A wreath with a black bow had been placed in the lobby near the firm�s elevator and stood as a mute reminder of the death of Lyle Ramsey.
When Andrew Kincaid arrived he was met by Connie Porter whose swollen eyes matched the somber mood of the surroundings.
�I�m here to see Mr. Carr, Miss Porter,� Andrew spoke as tactfully as his mission would allow.
�You came at a very bad time, Mr. Kincaid,� her voice breaking. �The firm is closed until�� she didn�t finish.
Andrew could see that Connie Porter was suffering intense grief and he suspected that Connie had been in love with Lyle Ramsey. �I�m very sorry for your loss, Miss Porter,� Andrew said gently, �I was here with the police on Friday night and I spoke briefly with Mr. Carr; I would like to see him to clarify a couple of things. It won�t take long, I promise,� he assured her.
Harrison Carr was at his desk behind a stack of files as Andrew entered the office. Looking up he demanded, �How did you get in here? The firm is closed today, Mr. Kincaid.�
�I just came up to see you, Mr. Carr, not for any legal business. I realize this is a very difficult time for you, but I also see that you have decided the best antidote for grief is work,� Andrew stated.
Carr looked at Kincaid, pondering as Andrew continued, �Were you aware that Detective Savalza and I met with Lyle Ramsey on Friday� did he tell you?�
�I did know, I don�t remember who told me, whether Lyle told me or one of the secretaries mentioned it. I assume it was a personal matter, Mr. Kincaid.�
Andrew shook his head, �No; I believe that Detective Savalza told your receptionist and Lyle Ramsey�s secretary, Miss Porter, that he was here on police business.�
Carr was impatient, �I wouldn�t know about that, Mr. Kincaid. Lyle has, ah had his own practice; he often saw people on �police business� it was routine�why would that be of particular interest to me?
�I�m trying to recover from the tragic death of a man who was like a son to me, because of my relationship to his father, more than a son. The loss of this alone to our firm is staggering. So I will ask you to state your business and leave. As you might guess from this stack of files on my desk, I have a great deal of work to do.�
�I only have a couple of questions, Mr. Carr,� Andrew persisted, �I know that you are on the Board of Directors for Global Construction International and I also know that there was a connection between Lyle Ramsey and General Bradley Coleman. I�m certain that you know what that connection was.�
Carr regarded Andrew briefly, �I can only tell you that GCI was and is a client of Ramsey & Carr. I�m sure you know that we are bound by a code of ethics and cannot, nor will we divulge to you or anyone else, the nature of their business with us.
�As for my position on the Board of Directors of GCI, I consider it a privilege to serve on the board of such a prestigious corporation,� Carr replied modestly.
Andrew tried another approach, �Mr. Carr did you know that based on a growing body of evidence, Detective Savalza accused Lyle Ramsey of being involved in the death of Seattle Police Detective Monte Maxwell and ex-POW, CIA agent George Kelshaw?�
�I am happy to say, Mr. Kincaid, I know nothing of such calumny. Now if you will leave my office I believe we are finished.�
Andrew walked toward the office door he noted a photograph of Harrison Carr standing next to a man identified as Karel Schneiderman; they were both dressed in hunting vests and holding rifles. The photo rested beside a small plaque, an award given at a GCI European rifle event. It stopped Andrew momentarily and he whirled around and looking at the elderly Carr; �It was because of GCI! You killed him didn�t you?� the words fell out of Andrew�s mouth. It was foolhardy, but he knew he was right. �You did it and it was a perfect suicide. I don�t know how you got him to write the note�, I told Savalza you were tough� I just didn�t know how tough,� Andrew marveled in appalling fascination.
Carr was looking at him, studying him, he hadn�t flinched, chin resting in the �cats cradle� of his hands; for an instant a brief knowing smile played at the corner of his mouth, �Close the door, Mr. Kincaid.�
Andrew obeyed slowly, wondering what was coming next.
The deep voice droned on, �You know Andrew, I have lunch with your editor Joe Belmont once or twice a month, sometimes more often and I saw your publisher at round table just the other day. I�ve told them both on several occasions to keep an eye on you, you�re smart and you�re a comer. I enjoy most of your columns and I would like to see them continue. It would be a shame for you to let your career get bogged down in some less than plausible theory of international intrigue.� Carr�s voice oozed with deep concern.
�Are you threatening me?� shock crossed Andrew�s face.
�Threatening you� of course not, Mr. Kincaid, I�m an old man. Why would I do that?� Carr feigned incredulity, �I am only looking out for your welfare. I am very sure that you came here today to offer your condolences,� he stood; dumbfounded, Andrew shook the hand that was offered.
Carr smiled, �Thank you for coming�when all this is over I will be glad to give you an in-depth interview about GCI. Yes, and have your business editor, Mr. Browne call me about an interview too-anytime, here is my card.�
Slightly dazed, Andrew left astonished at what had just transpired in Carr�s office. �He did it� he killed Lyle Ramsey. He knows that I know he did it and he also knows that I can�t do anything about it.�

Chapter 23

Wednesday, October 8, 1980
Lyle Ramsey was buried next to his father in the family plot at Evergreen-Washelli Cemetery. His funeral was attended by a host of prestigious individuals, many of whom were political leaders of past years and who were friends and associates of Lyle Ramsey, Sr., many trekking to the cemetery for a final farewell.
As the casket was lowered, Harrison Carr leaned on Connie Porter�s arm for support walking from the graveside to the waiting limousine; his despair and grief visible to all those present.
Andrew and Jim watched the procession from a distance.
Jim commented, �Well they�ve put my prime suspect for Monte and George Kelshaw�s murders in the ground. Too bad he chose to end his own life. I would like to have seen the man sweat out his years in Walla Walla. I still feel sorry for old man Carr.�
Andrew smiled sardonically, �I have a hunch he sweated some before he died,� he philosophized. �I�ve got to get going; I have to pick up Neil Klein at SeaTac, want to come? I could use a police escort,� he jibed.
�No, Andy, but thanks for opportunity to use the bells and whistles. I think I�ll go back to my office and try to catch up on the mountain of paperwork on my desk,� Jim sighed.
�Okay, but remember Klein is going to want to talk with both of us so don�t be too far out of reach.�
* * *
Andrew was waiting when Neil Klein�s plane touched down. This time there was no subterfuge, no Evan Scott scenario; the threat that had hung over them was gone. They greeted each other as old friends.
�Neil, it�s good to see you� what brings you back to Seattle, GCI?�
�In a way, Andrew� it�s good to see you too�I came mostly to meet with you and Father Ben and Charlene Thayer and I�d like to see Jim Savalza as well. I will see some of you together and some individually.� As an afterthought, Neil asked, �By the way, is Jack Hubbard still in town? I would very much like to talk with him about George and to thank him for all of his help.�
�Yes, Neil, as a matter of fact he has been crashing at my place off and on; I�ll have him call you. I�ve made a reservation for you at the WAC if that�s all right.�
�Yes, Andrew it is and hopefully under my own name.�
�That�s how you�re booked.
Andrew delivered Neil to the Washington Athletic Club and after registering, Neil said, �Join me for a drink, Andrew; I�d like to get caught up.�
Their drinks were brought to their table; Neil leaned forward and spoke softly, �Tell me about Ramsey�s suicide, Andy.�
�It wasn�t suicide, Neil�but there�s no way to prove it. It was the perfect crime. I�m the only one who doesn�t believe that Ramsey took his own life. Savalza and the coroner are convinced that it was suicide; the note was handwritten and signed by Ramsey and there was no indication of duress.�
�Then why do you think it wasn�t, Andrew?�
�I had a gut feeling; so I went to see Carr and it was clear, he did it. I accused him and he didn�t deny it, but he let me know that my bread is buttered by virtue of his pleasure. He pulls some powerful strings and the powers in the Seattle Times dance. He knows that I can�t prove he did it. He isn�t worried.�
Neil was struck by Andrew�s temerity, �So now what? What are you going to do?�
�Nothing,� Andrew took a deep breath took a long drink and looked steadily at Neil, �There is nothing that I can do, the old man got away with murder. Sometimes it happens,� he shrugged. �Now, what about Coleman? What did you find out? He was tied to GCI wasn�t he?�
�Yes Andy, he was, and my boss and the Secretary have given us the green light to turn the information from George Kelshaw and Chernakov over to the Armed Services Committee. Senator Ken Stone who has worked with us on the POW/MIA issue for years is on that committee along with Senator Mike Owens who chairs it.
�I expect there will be a Senate Hearing on this whole mess and I also expect a number of subpoenas will be issued to key individuals.�
�How will that affect Coleman?� Andrew�s frustration level was growing.
�Patience Andrew, General Coleman is going to have to explain his failure at DIA to the Senate Armed Services Committee and why DIA ignored the reports of POWs being used as slave labor; he will have to answer to Senator Mike Owens and I think that will be a little hard for General Coleman.
�He will also be asked to explain his ties with GCI and Lyle Ramsey. However, now with Lyle Ramsey dead, it complicates things a little more; he was the only tangible GCI tie we had to Coleman.�
�What about the attempt to kill Charlene and me�is he going to get away with that too?�
�I confronted him, Andrew, and like you and Harrison Carr, I can�t prove it, but he knows that I know he was behind it and that I know he was behind Kelshaw�s murder also. Unlike Carr, Coleman is very worried. I will leave it to your discretion whether or not you tell Charlene Thayer.�
Andrew thought about Olivia Coleman and Charlene�s friendship and said, �Maybe some secrets should be left alone, Neil. What about Harrison Carr and GCI? Carr used his influence to kill our Times story unveiling GCI.�
�I�m not surprised. Harrison Carr will no doubt be asked to testify before the Senate as the United States member of the GCI Board of Directors. GCI will insulate Carr and Carr will insulate GCI� it�s the way it works, Andrew.
�There are some fights that no matter how hard you try, you can�t win totally. This thing with GCI is one of them.
�The good news is that the evidence we will present regarding GCI�s use of POW�s will undoubtedly wind up before the International Court of Justice or the United Nations, eventually. I believe that when all of the information on the POW slave labor issue sees the light of day and receives the well deserved adverse publicity, GCI itself will make the necessary changes.
�Don�t worry, Andrew, the papers will get the story and then maybe you can try again, although The Washington Post and the New York Times may be the ones who initially break the story.
�Our office will continue to track and trace any reports of POW sightings; and because of Coleman, the DIA will take the brunt of the failure to do a good job of follow-up on such sightings.�
�So that�s it then, Neil, we all compromise; everybody gets a slap on the wrist and we all go home; George Kelshaw gives his life,� he paused, �For this? It stinks!�
�Yes it does, Andrew; but as for George, the information he gave us is invaluable and I don�t believe he would have it any other way. George was a realist; it�s the world we live in and he knew that very well. All in all we haven�t done too badly considering what we�re up against.
�You know, Andrew, one of the greatest empires in history slept in the comfort of wealth and stagnation and ignored the �little stuff�. If you don�t pay attention to the �little stuff�, big stuff happens, and then its too late�, the foundation has crumbled. But the good guys still have to try, Andrew, compromises or not.�
Andrew was thoughtful then said, �You once commented that I should run for public office, maybe that�s a good plan and if I do, I think I�ll do it right here in my own back yard.�
�Not the House or Senate to start?�
�Nope, maybe someday, but I think I�ll start with the �little stuff�� then maybe governor.�
* * *
Breakfast at the Convent was nearly over when Charlene announced, �Sister Ruth, you have to go back to the Seamen�s Center; I know Father Ben needs you, and its time for me to go home. You have all been so good to me and so gracious to my dear friend, Olivia. I can�t thank you enough,� she spoke appreciatively to the three nuns at the table. �I don�t know what I would have done without you, Sister Cecelia, Sister Margaret and you, dear Sister Ruth.�
Sister Ruth sighed, �Yes, dear I know, we all do, that you want to go home�and yes, I must go back to work at the Center and make sure everyone is doing what should be done. You know Father Ben can get himself into so much trouble,� she said with an impish grin. �It has been lovely having you with us, dear, you brighten up our table. If you like, I�ll drive you home right after lunch, by then Sister Rose and Sister Angela will be here to say goodbye.�
As Charlene was packing, Sister Ruth called her to the phone; it was Neil Klein.
�Hello, Charlene, I�m in town for a short time and I would like you to have dinner with me tonight. I have some things to tell you. I�m staying at the Washington Athletic Club so we can meet here or somewhere else if you prefer.�
�No Neil, the WAC will be fine. What time and are we meeting alone?�
�Let�s try for 6:00 and yes, at first; if you like I will ask Andrew and Father Ben to join us for dessert, but I want some time to speak to you alone.�
* * *
Promptly at 6:00 PM Neil and Charlene were seated in the dining room at the WAC at the table where Neil had met with Andrew, Father Ben and Charlene a few weeks before.
Looking at Neil Charlene said simply, �I assume by this meeting you have some answers for me about Paul.�
He smiled at her candor, �Charlene, I promised you that if I could, I would tell you when we found out who betrayed Paul and General Chernakov. At the time I was deeply concerned about your friendship with General Coleman because,� he paused, �because I was convinced that it was he. That conviction was strengthened by Coleman�s denial of knowing George Kelshaw�the truth is that while Coleman lied about Kelshaw, it had nothing to do with the betrayal of your husband. Coleman is guilty of many other things but not the murder of Paul Thayer.
�The man responsible was a double agent working for the CIA, and in reality was Soviet KGB. He also murdered the CIA station chief at Udorn, Thailand, along with the Hmong who carried the information and Paul�s letter to George Kelshaw.
�Kelshaw was wounded in the encounter. From then on the story is one of Kelshaw�s searching and hunting this man until his own capture.� Charlene listened without interruption and then said, �Thank you��
�Wait, Charlene, there is more that I want to say. At the time Paul was sent on the mission, we were unaware of the car bombing. The next day when it was thought that Paul Thayer was the victim, it was an easy way of explaining his sudden absence from Saigon and it protected the mission, but�,� the thought was incomplete.
�You were concerned about the body in Paul�s grave�we now believe it was an AWOL sailor who had run afoul of the military in drug trafficking and black market dealings and that in the attempt to steal the vehicle he was killed by a bomb set for your husband. What you do with this information now is entirely up to you, Charlene. I will help any way I can if you decide to exhume the body.�
She spoke tenuously, �I-I don�t know, I�ll have to think about it. Did Brad know?�
�Not for a long time as it turns out. He really believed that Paul was in that car. I�m the one that knew, Charlene, I knew almost right away; I couldn�t tell you until now.�
Charlene dabbed at her eyes and took a deep breath, her voice soft with emotion, �Thank you Neil, for at least being honest with me now. It helps me to understand Paul�s letter a little more. And thank you for telling me that it wasn�t Brad. You see, I was afraid it might have been.
�He is in serious trouble isn�t he?� she looked at Klein who nodded, yes.
�What�s going to happen to him?�
�I really don�t know, Charlene. As the inquiries unfold we�ll get a better picture,� Neil responded.
�I�m glad Olivia came to see me�,� she said softly.
Neil surmised, �I understand why. I met her on Wednesday last at George�s service; she came with my father-in-law, Dr. Kelshaw; she appeared to be a very fine and compassionate person�I was impressed.�
�She�s a special friend and will always be; Brad is fortunate to have her in his corner.�
�There will be some tough times ahead for her in that corner. Well, Charlene our time alone is up, here come Father Ben and Andrew to join us for dessert. I just might have some frosting to put on Father Ben�s cake,� he smiled.
Charlene looked puzzled as Andrew and Ben made their way to the table.
�I hope we are interrupting, Neil, you stole my girl for dinner, now I get her for dessert and the rest of the evening if she says its okay,� Andrew leaned over and brushed a kiss on her cheek.
Charlene smiled and whispered, �Yes, definitely.�
Father Ben ordered hot tea and Andrew, Neil and Charlene ordered coffee with their desserts.
Neil studied Father Ben a moment before saying, �Father Ben do you recall when we were all here at dinner together, you inquired if I could tell you about a man whose name was Lu Chan from your village in China, do you remember?�
Ben nodded his head, �Yes Neil, I do remember, you said you were unable to do so.�
�I also told you Father Ben, that as things unfolded perhaps you would receive news of him. I believe Lu Chan will be seeing you in person, very soon perhaps in the next few days.�
Ben�s face broke into a broad smile, turning to Andrew, he said excitedly, �Did you hear, Andrew, do you remember? Lu Chan was the reason that I came to know you. And now he will come and we can talk� I am so eager to see him, Neil. Is he a merchant seaman still?�
�He�ll tell you some surprising things, Father.�
Neil cleared his throat, �Now I would like to propose a toast, I�ll start with you Charlene, a most unusual and courageous lady, it has been a pleasure to know you; and to you Andrew, as a friend and member of the press, I toast your ingenuity and your honesty, it has also been an education,� he laughed, �And to you Father Ben, a most humble servant; all who know you profit by your quiet strength and goodness.� Neil raised his glass, �You have all renewed and broadened a dimension of my life that began when I first encountered my friend, George Kelshaw. Thank you for restoring it to me.� They drank the toast; then Andrew raised his glass, �To George Kelshaw.�
�To George Kelshaw!� echoed the voices.

Epilogue

Thursday, October 9, 1980
It was a perfect autumn day�the sky was cobalt blue and the air was crisp in the October sunshine. The deciduous trees still clung to leaves that had turned gold and some were tinged with red.
A group of people were huddled around a voluminous object covered by a tarp in the Seattle Times parking lot; it was guarded by two uniformed Seattle Policemen.
Some of the members of the group seemed to be engaged in guessing and attempting to peek under the covering only to be chased off by the police guards.
Among those gathered was Harry Browne, the Times business editor standing beside Charlene Thayer who was holding a camera; standing next to International Press correspondent, Jack Hubbard, was Father Ben Lee from the Seattle Seamen�s Center and a man who identified himself only as Neil Klein. A number of the Times reporters and editors Jim Griswold and Bill Cunningham were also present all equally inquisitive about the tarped lump in the center of the lot.
Wendy the Times receptionist had just joined the group telling Harry that Andrew and Detective Savalza would be arriving there any minute.
A Seattle police car with flashing lights pulled into the lot and Jim Savalza stepped out of the car followed by a bewildered looking Andrew Kincaid.
Click! Charlene captured the look on Andrew�s face as he surveyed the faces and the covered mass behind them.
Jim talked with Charlene briefly and turned around to face the group, raising his hands for everyone to attain silence, saying, �We are gathered here in honor of a man who never does anything half-way,� Jim said in a semi-serious tone. Looking at Andrew he continued, �For me, Andy, knowing you has been pure pleasure and pure pain. I think I speak for all who are gathered here who know you and love you, with the possible exception of Charlene Thayer who may or may not love you� be that as it may; we want you to know that we care! And this is a token of that caring.� To the officers, he said, �You may step aside now� Andrew step forward and unveil this thing.�
Andrew Kincaid was totally unprepared for what was under the tarp. As he pulled it away he caught sight of a large red ribbon attached to the windscreen of his 1972 Toyota Land Cruiser, fully restored. A large cardboard poster stuck to the door emblazoned in large letters, �Andrew Kincaid for (political office Andy, you fill in the blank), and the card attached read, �for service above and beyond, in appreciation and with love, from all your friends.
Flabbergasted, Andrew was looking at his friends trying to overcome the large lump in his throat. Jim Savalza put his hand on Andrew�s shoulder. Click! A camera recorded the moment for posterity.
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