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PROLOGUE

Washington

The morning after Craig Page’s return to Washington from Moscow,
he arrived at the office at 8 a.m. Since he had been in his job as
director of the CIA for only three weeks, and was traveling most of this
period, Craig hadn’t had time to select his own secretary. He refused
to inherit Jane, who had worked for the predecessor he despised, so he
counted on his deputy Betty Richards to find someone more suitable.

He met her choice. Monica Donnelly was a tall, angular blonde
with a runner’s legs in her forties who had worked with the agency for
twenty years. “She’ll keep you out of trouble,” Betty had told him. “If
that’s possible.”

Knowing Craig had lived in Paris, Monica had installed an espresso
machine in the outer office. For Craig, fighting jet lag and a couple
of sleepless nights, the double espresso she placed on his desk was like
manna from heaven.

“Welcome back Mr. Page,” she said.

“Thank you. It’s good to be in Washington.”

“Miss Richards called and asked if she could see you as soon as you
arrived.”

Betty had beaten Craig to the punch. He was planning to talk with
her first thing this morning.

“Have Betty come up,” he told Monica. “And please fix her an
espresso.”

Minutes later, Betty arrived, dressed in a snug navy suit, strands of
black hair streaked with gray falling haphazardly around her face. She
was wearing black frame glasses with thick lenses, the kind that people
refer to as looking like old Coca-Cola bottles.

Cup in hand, Craig led the way to the conference table where

Betty’s espresso was waiting.
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His office phone rang. A moment later, Monica buzzed on the inter-
com. “It’s the White House. President Treadwell wants to see you ASAD”

Puzzled, Craig replied, “Did they give you a reason?”

“Nothing. Just that it was urgent.”

“Tell them I'm on my way.” What else could you tell the president
of the United States?

He looked at Betty. “What do you think? A new crisis?”

“I don’t have a good feeling about this.”

“That doesn’t help me.”

“Just a gut instinct. Washington is the city of sharp knives.”

* L *

When Craig entered the Oval Office, he saw that Edward Bryce was
there along with President Treadwell. Craig had met Bryce once before in
another Oval Office meeting, when Craig had gotten Treadwell’s approval
for the Moscow operation that resulted in Zhou’s death. At that meeting
it had been the president, Craig, Elizabeth Crowder, and Bryce, whom
Treadwell had introduced as “a close friend, a powerful Washington law-
yer, and my informal advisor on certain sensitive issues.”

Bryce was about sixty, Craig thought. Dignified and patrician was
how Craig would have described him. He had a full head of gray hair
and was dressed in a starched white shirt with diamond studded French
cuffs and a red silk Hermes tie, loosened at the neck. No jacket.

Treadwell, looking grim, was seated behind his red leather-topped
desk and made no effort to come forward and greet Craig. Bryce was
standing next to one of the two chairs in front of the desk. Treadwell
motioned to the other chair and Craig sat down.

“We have a problem,” Treadwell began.

“What's that?” Craig asked.

“I received a call from Mei Ling. She and the Chinese leadership
are publicly sticking with the story that President Zhou had a heart
attack. No one was permitted to see Zhou's body. It was kept in a sealed
coffin. Armed guards enforced that order. He was buried quickly.”

Craig held his breath, waiting for what came next.

“Are you familiar with President Zhou’s brother, Zhou Yun?”

Treadwell asked.



XX THE ARGENTINE TRIANGLE

“Very. He's one of the wealthiest and most powerful businessmen
in China. He’s every bit as evil and ruthless as his brother. Zhou Yun
arranged the assassination of President Zhou's predecessor, President Li.”

“Well at any rate, Zhou Yun met with Mei Ling. He told her that
he had confirmed that the official reason given for his brother’s death
from a heart attack was untrue. He discovered that the president had
died from a shot in the chest. Mei Ling thinks that somehow, either by
bribing some of the president’s guards or by paying off a good friend of
Russian President Kuznov, Zhou Yun got the whole story of what hap-
pened in the airplane hangar on that Russian Air Force base.

“He learned that his brother was killed by Orlov, the former KGB
agent the president was conspiring with to steal cutting-edge American
military technology for an alliance between China and Russia to defeat
the United States. He knows now that Orlov murdered the president to
avenge the death of Orlov’s gorgeous sister, Androshka, who died as a
result of her entanglement with President Zhou.”

Bryce interjected. “That’s what really happened. Isn't it, Craig?”

“Yes.”

Treadwell continued. “Even though Orlov fired the gun, Zhou Yun
is blaming you for arranging his brother’s death in Moscow on behalf
of the American government.”

“That’s absurd. My plan, which you approved, was to let the
Spaniards fly Zhou to Madrid to stand trial. I had no way of knowing
that Orlov would kill President Zhou.”

Bryce sprang to his feet. The trial lawyer was ready to cross-exam-
ine a hostile witness. He was staring at Craig and pointing a bony finger
at him.

“You arranged this little gathering in the Moscow airplane hangar.
Didn’t you?”

“Correct.”

“And you knew that Zhou killed Androshka, Orlov’s sister. Didn’t
you?”

“Of course I knew that.”

“But you didn't search Orlov for weapons. Did you?”

Craig didn't reply.

“So in a sense,” Bryce was raising his voice, “you were to blame for
Zhou’s death.”
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Craig was forming an intense dislike for Bryce. He clutched the
arms of his chair tightly. “Look here, Bryce. My plan was to assist the
Spanish government in flying Zhou to Madrid to stand trial for crimes
he committed against the Spanish people on Spanish soil.”

“You couldn’t possibly have thought you would succeed in having
the president of China tried in a Spanish court.”

Craig glared at Treadwell, but the president had no intention of
interrupting his friend Bryce.

“I did. Zhou was responsible for the death of hundreds of Spanish
people.” Craig decided to go on the offensive. “When I presented my
plan here in the Oval Office, neither President Treadwell nor you raised
any objection.”

Bryce was ready for that. “At the time, neither President Treadwell
nor | had detailed knowledge of the situation. We had to rely on your
judgment. Wouldn't you agree with that?”

Before Craig had a chance to respond, Bryce continued. “The
truth is that you were intent on gaining your own personal revenge
against Zhou for the death of your daughter, Francesca. Were you
not?”

“Zhou was not only responsible for the death of hundreds of
Spanish people, but also for the assassination of your predecessor,
President Dalton,” he said, looking at Treadwell.

Bryce glared at Craig. He was obviously not used to being
challenged.

“So you did want President Zhou to be murdered?”

Bryce sat down. The cross-examination was over.

Treadwell picked it up. “Zhou Yun has powerful friends in China.
His brother had support among top military people. Zhou Yun is
threatening to have Mei Ling ousted from the presidency and to launch
a trade war against the United States. Obviously this would be very
detrimental to us. We can't let that happen.”

While staring at Craig, Treadwell paused and tapped his fingers on
the desk. “There’s only one way to solve this problem.” The president
turned toward Bryce. “Edward, you tell Craig what we have to do. It
was your idea.”

Betry’s words flashed through Craig’s mind: “I don't have a good
feeling about this.”
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Craig said, “And the world’s record for the shortest tenure in a top
Washington job goes to . . .”

“I'm out of here, too. We'll leave together.”

“No,” he said emphatically. “You have to stay. You'll be acting direc-
tor. Maybe they’ll even give you the job.”

Betty shook her head. “Itll never happen. First, I'm a woman.”

“Treadwell said he wants to appoint more women to top jobs.”

“Second, you appointed me to be your deputy.”

“But they have no idea how close we are. When they ask you about
me, say ‘Craig who?"”

She laughed.

“I haven't heard you laugh in a long time.”

“That’s true. I stopped laughing when Zhou murdered Francesca.
loved your daughter as if she were my own. You know that.”

Craig nodded, saying “Yes, I understand and appreciate this. But
the United States needs you. No one else has your wealth of informa-
tion about the CIA. I dont want you to leave. Whatever I think of
Treadwell and Bryce, I still love this country.”

Craig decided not to say to Betty that the CIA had been her whole
life. An orphan, she never married and never had children. She had noth-
ing else. Although his wife and only child had died, he still had Elizabeth.

“What will you do?” she asked.

“Does that mean you'll stay?”

“Until the assholes across the river become too much for me to
bear. Now tell me what you'll do.”

“I’ll have to sit down with Elizabeth and talk. Maybe we’ll travel
for a while if she can get time off from the paper. Perhaps we'll resume
a vacation we were having in Corsica when we learned President Li
had been assassinated. We'll have to sort it out together.”

When Betty left, Craig remembered that he had turned off his cell
phone when he entered the Oval Office and forgot to turn it back on.
When he did, he saw that he had a voice mail from Elizabeth.

“I have news. We have to talk. 'm working on a story now. How
about meeting me at Tosca for dinner at eight.”

He wondered what news she had. Was she pregnant?

That would be something. Hed want to get married. Stay in
Washington. Maybe open a private security firm here.
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meant for their lives. Of course they weren't married, but they had a life
together, or so he had thought.

As if reading his mind, Elizabeth added, “We'll commute back and
forth between Paris and Washington. Lots of couples do that.”

It was clear to Craig that her job meant more to her than her rela-
tionship with him. He thought back to when they were living together
in Paris and he had been offered the CIA director’s job. He had dis-
cussed it with her before he took the job.

“You're upset,” she said.

“I'm having one shitty day.”

“What happened?”

The waiter returned with plates of ravioli stuffed with lobster.
“Compliments of the chef.” Craig thanked him and then told her about
his meeting in the Oval Office.

“Oh Craig, that’s outrageous. What a couple of crumbs. I was
there when you laid out your Russian endgame. Neither Treadwell
nor Bryce raised a single objection. Now you can move back to Paris
with me.”

“And do what?”

“Take back your old job as EU head of counterterrorism.”

“I couldn’t do that to Giuseppe. He was my deputy and my friend.
I put him into the job.”

Suddenly it struck Craig that he had another problem. “I have to
worry about Zhou Yun.”

“What do you mean?”

“You know Zhou Yun and how close he was with his brother. If he’s
blaming me for his brother’s murder, he'll be coming after me with his
thugs, and I won't have the protection of any government.” He paused
and thought about what that meant.

“I’ll have to go somewhere, and damn soon, to arrange plastic
surgery to change my face. Probably in Switzerland.”

“When you're finished there, you can come live with me in Paris.”

Craig shook his head. “Too dangerous. Some things can't be changed
even with plastic surgery. Like how a person walks. Zhou Yun will be able
locate you easily through your newspaper. When I drop out of sight, the
first thing he'll do is have someone watch your apartment in Paris.”

“I better get a gun myself.”
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I read about your new career. You've compiled quite a good record for
yourself in a short period.”

“Yeah, but I've only won small races. None of the biggies. I was
hoping Sardinia would be my breakthrough.”

“T've learned that from now until spring is an off-season for racing
so I want to give you something else to do.”

“You're my best friend in the whole world, Betty, and I owe you big
time for so many things, but no way will I do anything for you or with
you as long as Treadwell is president and that asshole Edward Bryce is
telling him what to do. Sorry you came so far for nothing.”

She smiled and said, “I'm going to tell you something that may
change your mind.”

“Nothing will change my mind.”

“I'm here because Ted Dunn’s gone missing. He was doing a job for
me. Alice is desperate. She asked me to get you to help. We want you
to find him.”

She had blurted out her words as if dropping a live grenade on the
table.

Craig’s head snapped back. Ted Dunn was an old friend of his. A
relationship that began when Ted had recruited Craig, then a senior at
Carnegie Mellon, for the CIA. Ted had been Craig’s mentor in training
at the Farm in Southern Virginia. Craig had remained friends with Ted
and Alice for more than three decades.

Craig recalled the last time he had seen Ted and Alice. He had
learned they would be vacationing in Paris when he was director of the
EU Counterterrorism Agency and took them to dinner at Apicius.

Ted and Alice had told Craig how happy they were that Ted had
retired. They had their health and enjoyed being together after spend-
ing so much time apart during Ted’s CIA days in Latin America. He
remembered Alice saying, “It may sound trite, but this is our time.”

Craig sighed deeply. Well, it may have been their time, but it had
gotten fucked up. He wondered what in the world induced his friend
to get back on the merry-go-round.

When he had first seen her, Craig thought there was nothing Betty
could possibly say that would make him even think about working for
her. Now he was willing to listen, but not necessarily do any more than
that. And that was only for Dunn’s sake.
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He shot to a sitting position, his body in a cold sweat, his teeth
chattering. He was in a strange bed. The sheets were soaked with per-
spiration. A woman came running into the room. It was Adriana in
her nurse’s uniform, who felt his pulse, then his forehead. She clamped
a cuff over his arm and took his blood pressure. “Swallow this,” she
said and shoved a pill into his mouth. She held up a glass of water and
forced him to drink a little.

“Where am I?” he asked.

“In a bedroom in a hotel suite.”

Then she put his head back down on the pillow and placed a cool,
damp cloth against his forehead. He fell asleep.

Buenos Aires

“I'm worried,” Colonel Schiller said to General Alfredo Estrada, as he
sat across the desk with his shaved head and wire-framed glasses.

The two of them were alone in Estrada’s large corner office in the
Argentine Defense Center.

“You shouldn’t be,” Estrada said calmly. “Our operation is on
schedule. The meeting with the Brazilian generals went well. They're
on board. Young men are flocking to join the army. Thanks to Gina
and Edward Bryce, the arms are flowing from the United States.”

“You’re leaving out the American who was meeting with Pascual in
Bariloche. I now have information on Pascual.”

“Tell me,” Estrada snapped.

Schiller pulled a thin file from the briefcase at his feet and began
reading. “Pascual Frigero. Thirty-nine years old. A native of Bariloche,
he spent two years at the university in Buenos Aires majoring in lit-
erature, then dropped out and returned home. Now a part-time limo
driver, he played the guitar and sang in nightclubs in his hometown fre-
quented by a drug-using crowd. He belonged to a gay and lesbian group
and wrote left-leaning poetry. His sister, Antonia, lives in Bariloche.
She’s married to a bookkeeper. Has two children ages five and seven,
both girls. Pascual’s parents had been Communists. Both were killed in
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economically and militarily. And then it became the butt of jokes
throughout the world after the war for trying to take back from Great
Britain the Falklands, to which his country was fully entitled.

Well, all of that was abour to change. Under his leadership,
Argentina would be elevated to its rightful position as the preeminent
military and economic power in South America. At the same time, he
intended to raise the standard of living for the people. They wouldn’t
merely have pride in their country’s accomplishments; they would
be better off financially. They would revere him for what he did for
them.

Estrada had developed a blueprint for seizing power in Argentina
and had prepared the first step in his larger plan. He was ready to move.
The next month was critical. No one would stop him.

Porto Cervo, Sardinia

With his head still on the pillow, Craig opened his eyes. Looking

through the window of one of the bedrooms in Betty’s suite
he saw a gorgeous fireball of a sun rising straight ahead over the Gulf
of Olbia. His whole body ached. His mind was fuzzy. He remembered
fainting at lunch on the balcony, and he was embarrassed. He dressed
quietly, then slipped out of the suite for a walk along the beach. He had
to focus his thinking before he met with Betty again.

He took the path through the trees that followed the shoreline and
lead to the beach. The emerald green waters were gently lapping against
the sand.

At the edge of the water, clearer than he had ever seen in the
Mediterranean, he reached down and scooped up a handful of pebbles.
After rolling up his pants legs he waded in and began skipping them.

In the cool light of the morning, he had to decide if he wanted to
take Betty’s assignment.

Trying to help Ted Dunn was a powerful factor. The possibility of
settling his score with Edward Bryce was even more compelling.

And weighed against those was how shabbily hed been treated
twice by the powers in Washington. Regardless of what she said, hed
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I sent him to do. You've never even been to Argentina. And you have
already done so much for our country.”

“Yeah, I know that. I took a walk along the beach this morning.
I sorted some things out for myself.”

“And?” she asked expectantly.

“I'm prepared to do it.”

“Are you certain?”

“Absolutely. Now, tell me what I'll need to know.”

“Breakfast is inside. We'll eat while we talk.”

He followed her to the suite’s dining room. While Craig, starving,
devoured pieces of an incredibly sweet green melon, she began talking.

“This all began about six months ago. [ received a report from
our station chief in Beijing that General Alfredo Estrada, head of the
Argentine Armed Forces, had made a secret trip to Beijing, where he
met with the top Chinese civilian and military leadership. Estrada didn’t
meet with President Mei Ling, but we're seeing increasing signs that she
can't control her top military people. Perhaps not even the top civilians.

“Anyhow, there weren't any press announcements of Estrada’s visit.
Nothing public. As you might imagine, it rang alarms for me. As it
would have for you.”

Craig nodded.

Betty continued, “The Chinese already have a foothold in South
America . . . in Venezuela. That continent is too close to the United
States to risk it falling under Chinese influence. We're not talking some
remote place like Afghanistan. This is our own backyard. Besides, the
place is rich in natural resources, which we need.”

Craig stopped chewing and interjected, “There’s plenty of oil under
the Atlantic off the coast of Argentina and Brazil.”

“Exactly. And on top of all that, we can’t afford instability in
Argentina because it will lead to instability elsewhere in Latin America.
That in turn will inevitably produce new waves of immigrants heading
north and creating a major problem for us. So in a morning brief-
ing with President Treadwell, I told him what our station chief had
reported from Beijing about Estrada’s visit, and that I planned ro set
up a special task force in the agency to find out what Estrada had in
mind.”

Craig put his fork down. He was listening intently. “And?”
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In one hand, he held a drink, dark with ice cubes. Scotch or bour-
bon, Craig guessed. His other hand was extended across the table and
clasped around a young woman’s arm.

She looked to be in her mid-twenties. He was undoubtedly screwing
her, which explained the look on his face. Hers was something differ-
ent. She had a lovely face, without makeup. She had naturally beautiful
features with perfectly sculpted lines. Her dark hair, parted in the mid-
dle, framed her face. Her sensuous dark eyes revealed a hint of sadness.
Clearly she wasn't enjoying herself like the man was. She had a smile that
looked forced. Her expression told Craig she was uncomfortable being
with Bryce and maybe felt awkward in this particular situation. Below
her enticingly long neck hung a small gold cross, resting against the dark
material of her blouse that rose to the bottom of her neck.

“Who's the woman with Bryce?” Craig asked.

“Gina Galindo, a reporter for La Nacién, a Buenos Aires daily. The
picture was taken surreptitiously three days ago at the Grill Room,
a fashionable restaurant in Washington.”

Craig continued to study the picture. “Who said: get control of
their dicks and their minds will follow?”

“That pretty well describes it.”

“Is there a Mrs. Bryce?”

“Claire is her name. She left him about a year ago. Before he met
this Gina.”

“He must have been lonely.”

Betty ignored his comment and pressed on. “At any rate, Claire
went to Florence to live and study art.”

“Do you know whether Gina is working for Estrada?”

Betty held out her hands. “I don't have any proof. If not, it’s damn
coincidental.”

“Have you bugged her?”

Betty smiled. “Obviously, you've forgotten. We have an agreement
with the FBI. We don’t do domestic surveillance.”

He shot back: “Amazing how quickly these things fly out of my
mind.”

Betty picked up a basket of rolls, selected one, and spread it thickly
with orange marmalade. Craig refilled their coffee cups. After they ate
in silence for a few moments, Betty resumed talking.
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Craig stood up and stretched his arms. Betty looked alarmed.
“You're not planning to pass out on me again?”

He laughed. “Not a chance. Just stiff from sitting.” He did a couple
of knee bends and sat back down. “This will only work if I can find a
way to get close to Estrada.”

She gave a long, low whistle. “You want to play a high-stakes
game?”

“It’s the only way.”

“And how do you intend to get close to Estrada?”

“He must need money for whatever he’s planning.”

She nodded.

“And he doesn’t yet control the government so he can't tap interna-
tional credit markets.”

“Agreed. Where are you going with this?”

“Suppose I were to go into Argentina pretending to be the head of
a private equity firm in the United States. I have ten billion dollars to
invest—money raised from wealthy investors looking for a huge return.
I would consider investing some or all of it in Argentina if I thought it
was justified. That should gain me access to Estrada.”

She was smiling. “I like it.”

“From now on, I'm Barry Gorman. President and CEO of the
Philoctetes Group.”

“Philoctetes?”

“The name of the celebrated hero of the Trojan War who was
memorialized in one of Sophocles’ seven extant plays. Don’t think engi-
neers aren’t educated. Carnegie Mellon has a great English department.
And the best drama school in the country.”

“So do I call you Craig, Enrico, Ricci, or Barry?”

“Craig will be fine for now.”

“What can I do to help you protect that cover?”

“Create a website for the Philoctetes Group with Barry Gorman
as president and CEO. Base it in San Francisco. Give Gorman his
own phone line with a 415 area code. Calls to that number should
automatically be routed to a special operator at CIA headquarters
without the caller having any idea this happened. While the caller’s
telephone number is recorded, the caller should be told: ‘Mr. Gorman
is out of the country on business. I can take a message and transmit
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“I'm doing this for free. You're giving me a chance to destroy Bryce.
I would be willing to pay you.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, but I'll want you to cover my expenses.”

“I know you like to live well. How much?”

“With the cover I'll be using and the need to pay for informa-
tion, I better take a million dollars to Argentina with me. All hun-
dreds. Old bills. Not consecutively numbered. Pack them in a duffel,
as small as possible. I'll need a Barry Gorman passport, California
driver’s license, a couple of credit cards with no limits, and business
cards.”

Craig saw her blench at the amount and squeeze her lips together.
“C’mon Betty. Even in the three weeks I was in the job, I learned about
the huge discretionary fund the director has. It can be spent without
accountability and I loved tapping into it. For trips to Pakistan and
Prague. Stuff like that.”

“Okay. Okay. Stop in Washington before you go to BA. I'll have it
all for you, as well as a couple of handguns. I'll arrange with American
Airlines to let your stuff go through without a fuss.”

He sat up in his chair. “Sorry, the head of a ten billion dollar fund
doesn’t fly commercial. Once I hit Washington, T'll hire a private jet
with one of your credit cards to take me to Argentina.”

He watched her squirming. “And when will that be?”

“In two days. I have to stop in Milan and buy a whole new ward-
robe. My current stuff’s a little casual. After that, I'll spend a day or two
in Washington before going down to BA.”

She looked anxious. “We have to move up on this. Dunn’s life may
be hanging in the balance.”

“Let’s be realistic. Enough time has gone by that if Estrada wanted
to kill Ted, he'd be dead. If Ted’s still alive, chances are Estrada wants to
use him as a bargaining chip. If this is the case, a few more days won't
matter.”

“I guess you're right.”

“Don’t worry. I won't be wasting time in Washington. I'll move as
quickly as I can. But if I don't do it the right way, you'll have two dead
agents.”
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He saw it was Jorge Suarez in Washington. With the phone at his
ear, Estrada moved away from the officers to an open area in the field.
“Yes, Jorge,” he said.

“Something occurred today that I thought you would want to
know about.”

“What’s that?”

“I hate to bother you, but you said to err on the side of calling if
anything . . .”

“For God’s sake, Jorge, tell me already,” Estrada said irritably. “I'm
a busy man.”

“I know. That's why I hesitated.”

“Dammit, tell me now.”

“I've just had a visit from an American, Barry Gorman, who runs a
private equity fund. The Philoctetes Group. A big outfit based in San
Francisco. He has ten billion dollars to invest and he wants to look at
Argentina.”

“You think he’s legit?”

“Absolutely. Before I called you, I checked out his organization. It
is authentic.”

Estrada felt a surge of excitement. He thought about his recent
meeting with Dr. Barker from England and the diamond discovery the
British expert had made, not far from where Estrada was standing now.
From Barker’s report, Estrada realized that he needed money, lots of
money, to get his hands on those diamonds. Barry Gorman could be
the answer to Estrada’s prayers.

“I hope you told him to come down here and see things for himself.”

“Absolutely. I gave him Emilio Miranda’s contact info, and TI'll
e-mail Emilio as soon as I get off the call with you.”

“When will Gorman be in Argentina?”

“I don’t know exactly, but soon.”

“Good. Stay in contact with him. Anything else?”

Jorge coughed and cleared his throat. Estrada sensed there was
something else. That Jorge was hesitating. “Tell me,” Estrada demanded.

“Gorman said he was concerned about the political situation in the
country. He wants to talk with a journalist in Washington to gain an
independent perspective before he flies down.”

“What did you tell him?”
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“Why mine?” There was a suspicious edge in her voice.

She may be smart, he thought. Don’t underestimate her. “Well, 1
figure that journalists know everything. Jorge gave me the names of two
Argentine reporters. Yours and . . .

“Juan Leonardo.”

“Yeah. And that was no choice.”

“What do you mean?”

“I'd rather have dinner with a woman any day of the week. I never
dreamt shed be so beauriful.”

Gina blushed. She pointed to his face. “Were you in an accident?”

“The motorcycle didn’t turn the way I wanted it to.”

“I never rode on one of those.”

“Would you like to?”

“Sure. I like to try new things.”

They both sipped the champagne.

A waiter approached with two menus. “Let’s order first,” Craig said.
“Then we can talk.”

She closed her menu and looked across the table at him. “You've
obviously traveled and eaten at great restaurants, but I havent. You
order for me.”

Was she for real, or was this all an act, he wondered. Gee, I'm just a
simple girl from a third world country. Regardless, he'd play along. “Do
you like fish or meat?”

“Meat please. I'm from Argentina,” she smiled.

He ordered them both seared foie gras followed by roast venison
and a bottle of 2005 Echezeaux from Mongeard Mugneret.

“Before we talk about Argentina,” he said, “tell me a little about
yourself. How'd you end up being a journalist in Washington?”

Her eyes looked sad. “There’s not much to tell. My parents both
died when I was young. My grandparents, who have a cactle ranch,
sent me to a Catholic girls' boarding school in the countryside out-
side of Mendoza. After I graduated from university in Buenos Aires, I
wanted to come to the United States and get a job, but my grandpar-
ents insisted that I go back to the girls’ school in Mendoza to teach
history. It’s a wonderful, beautiful place. Peaceful and tranquil.” She
took a deep breath. “My father had been a famous general in the

army.”
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the west are magnificent. We have beaches in the east and the greatest
waterfall in the world at Iguazu in the north on the Brazilian border.”

“Better than Niagara and Victoria Falls?”

Earnestly, she nodded. “I've never seen those, but from what I've
read, it's not even close. When you go to Argentina, you have to travel
to Iguazu and decide for yourself.”

He laughed. She was a refreshing change from the hardboiled cyn-
ics he was used to dealing with.

“When exactly are you going to Argentina?” she asked.

He shrugged. “Next couple of days.”

“I find that American Airlines via Miami is the best way to go.”

Craig smiled. “I have a private plane on standby.”

His words made her start. Perhaps she couldnt imagine having
enough money to do that.

By now their venison had arrived. As the waiter placed it on the
table, a cell phone rang in her purse. “Darn. [ always forget to turn that
thing off.”

Other patrons were staring at her. “Oh I'm so sorry,” she said, fum-
bling to pull it out and stop the noise. “T'll tell them I’ll call back. I
won't talk.”

He watched her as she held the phone up to her ear. She listened
for a minute, then whispered, “No, Edward, I can’t see you tonight. I'm
sorry . . . I told you I'm working on a story.”

She hung up and turned off the phone. “It’s gone for the rest of the
night.”

That had to be Bryce, Craig decided. “Hope I didn’t keep you from
your boyfriend.”

Her face reddened. “No, no. Just an acquaintance. I'm not married,
and I don't have a boyfriend.”

Alright, Craig thought. That’s a clear signal she likes me. A green
light if there ever was one.

But a green light for whar?

Craig had made up his mind that he couldn’t possibly sleep with
Gina. [t wasn’t merely her age and immaturity, but the fact that he was
deceiving her. He had to achieve his objective of planting those bugs in
her apartment without ending up in bed with her.

“What about you?” she asked.
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He smiled. “If you're not too tired.”

In the glow of the streetlights, she nodded her head. “I'm from
Argentina. We're night people.”

* * *

Her apartment was a huge two-bedroom. Craig knew that she didn
get this on a journalist’s salary, and newspapers didn’t fund expenses
lavishly. That meant somebody was bankrolling her. He doubted it was
grandma and grandpa. A more likely guess was Bryce or Estrada. Was
she really the sweet innocent she seemed to be? Or was this all a great
snow job on her part?

“The apartment is a sublease,” Gina said, as she took off her brace-
let, “so dont think this type of furniture is my taste.”

Looking around, he saw why she made the comment. The furnish-
ings were starkly modern. All done in whites. White carpet. White sofa
and chairs. Glass topped coffee table.

“I like Italian provincial furniture,” she said.

As she opened the sliding glass doors that led to the balcony, she
said, “Fabulous view from up here.” Craig followed her outside. The
clouds from earlier in the day had passed. It was crystal clear with a sky
full of stars shining over the Potomac River. He pointed his hand to the
right. “Georgetown.”

Shivering from the cold, she moved up close to him, putting an
arm around his shoulder.

Craig pulled away and said, “I've got a great idea.”

“Whatever it is, [ hope we can do it inside.”

“Of course.”

Back in the living room he told her, “I love to tango. Do you have
any music?”

“Of course. | may have been stuck in that girls’ school all those
years, but I still picked up something of sin.”

“I didn’t know tango was sinful.”

“It depends on how you do it,” she said laughing. “Although I donT
think the sisters would have approved of any style.”

While she put on the music, Craig removed his jacket. He began
hesitantly, uncertain how good she was. Once he felt her responding
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Then he took one of the Barry Gorman business cards out of his
pocket. On the front, he added his cell phone number. On the back he
scribbled, “Had a great time tonight. Can’t wait to see you again. I’ll
call on the way back from Argentina.”

He left the card in the center of the desk in the bedroom.

Before leaving the apartment, he took one more glance at her. He
was now convinced that her innocence was genuine. Gina was out of
her league, playing a dangerous game with Bryce and General Estrada.

* * *

Early the next morning, Craig called Alice Dunn from the hotel.
She was expecting him.

As he walked through the door of the McLean two-floor colonial,
the woman who greeted him was a shell of the woman he had last seen
in Paris. Her eyes were bloodshot. Her long brown hair was scraggly.
She had lost twenty pounds, he guessed, and she had only been about
120 to start.

She hugged him and began crying. His insides were ripping apart
with sympathy.

She pulled away. “Thanks for coming, Craig. You want something
to drink?” :

He saw several half empry coffee cups scattered around the living
room. Half a dozen ashtrays filled with cigarette butts. She had quit ten
years ago.

“Just some water. Thanks.”

She brought him a glass from the kitchen. He sat down across a
coftee table filled with cups and ashtrays.

“Whatd Betrty tell you about Teddy?” she asked.

“How she recruited him. How . . .”

“She’s a parasite. A bloodsucker. They all are in Langley. He gave so
much to those people for so long and they wouldn' let him enjoy the
years of peace that he deserved. She refused to tell me where she sent him.”

He had to give Alice the truth. “Argentina.”

“Thanks for telling me. He never worked there. Only in Chile and
Colombia”

“That’s why she picked him.”
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Tim was waiting for Craig in the reception area. “State of the art
technology’s incredible,” Tim told Craig. “Let me show you.”

Craig followed Tim to a room marked “Sound Lab” in Tim’s suite
of offices. A technician, wearing a set of earphones, was watching
wheels turn behind glass on a console resting on a large table. A printer
was spitting out a transcript.

“We have a voice recognition system,” Tim said. “Everything the
bugs pick up is fed to a computer that prepares a written transcript. If
anything critical is ever garbled in the typing, we can go back to the
oral.”

Craig glanced at the white clock with the black hands on the wall.
It was five minutes after two in the afternoon, almost fifteen hours
since he had planted the bugs and left Gina. “Any useful information
yet?”

Tim grinned broadly, showing teeth stained with nicotine from
cigars.

“Depends on what you consider useful,” Tim said with a lascivious
grin.

“What the hell’s that supposed to mean?”

“Same old Craig. When our subject woke up at 9:24 this morning,
the first words out of her mouth were, ‘Oh, I can't believe I did that

)

with him.”

Craig blushed. “Who'd she say that t0?”

“Herself, I think. Nobody responded. What exactly did she do with
you?”

Craig dismissed the question with a wave of his hand. “Tell me
what else you picked up.”

Tim handed him three bound volumes of transcripts and pointed
to an empty office. “Go read them for yourself, pal.”

As Craig sat down at the desk and opened the first volume, he
hoped there wouldnt be a call from Gina to Estrada. She was immature,
little more than a schoolgirl in some ways. But he liked her. He didn’
want her to be the general’s pawn in Washington. The first transcript
came from the telephone bug and was made at 9:50 a.m., less than half
an hour after she woke up. An outgoing call from Gina to Rosie.

As he read, he realized Rosie was a good friend of hers back in
Argentina.
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Gina: I'll do that. I promise.

Estrada: And call me with the answer soon. This is important. Do
you understand?

Gina: As soon as I can.

Craig nearly felt ill when he finished the transcript. Estrada had
used Gina to put her in this position with Bryce. Estrada was despicable.

Why hadn't she told Estrada she had been with him last evening?
Shame for what they had done and how she behaved?

Was she afraid it took away from Estrada’s primary mission for
her—the one of sleeping with Bryce to receive the weapons he needed?

She could have told Estrada they had dinner. Maybe she wasn’t a
good enough liar and afraid Estrada would have forced the rest out of her.

Craig closed up the transcript and thought about calling or seeing
Betty to give her a report of what he had learned so far before he left for
Buenos Aires. Quickly, he rejected the idea. The money and guns he
needed from her were already locked in the vault at the Four Seasons.
He didn't want to risk blowing his cover.

Time to go to Buenos Aires, he decided. He placed a call to
Wilmington, North Carolina, where a private charter company main-
tained a fleet of jets. “We'll meet you at Dulles Airport in two hours,”
the dispatcher said.

* * *

Craig finished packing and was about to leave his room at the Four
Seasons when the phone rang. It was Jorge Suarez.

“When are you flying to Buenos Aires?”

“In a couple of hours.”

“Excellent.” Suarez coughed and cleared his throat. “There’s one
suggestion I forgot to make yesterday.”

“What'’s that?”

“Occasionally, but not often, Americans have been robbed or kid-
napped for ransom. We're a peaceful nation, but in these difficult eco-
nomic times some people do crazy things.”

“I'm well aware of that. But thanks for reminding me.”

“What I wanted to suggest is that you have an armed bodyguard
with you at all times. I can arrange that. At the government’s expense,
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and inserted their man, Peppone. Craig would have to be careful with
the driver, but he might be able to use him as an advantage.

“That’s a nice offer. I like sightseeing alone on foot with a guide-
book, but I may need a driver to go to meetings. Give me your cell
phone number.”

Peppone passed him a card.

“T'll give you as much notice as possible. Don’t worry if you're busy.”

Peppone laughed. “These days, I'm never busy. Until the weather
gets warmer, we don't have many tourists.”

“Do you drive for a company, or is this your own business?”

“The company I worked for went bankrupt last year. I'm on my
own now. I have a wife and three kids to feed.”

The driver’s words pleased Craig. At the right point, for enough
money, he might be able to turn Peppone.

Determined to play tour guide, Peppone continued, “There are
almost forty million people in Argentina, but more than a third live
in Buenos Aires, where the residents are called portefios because of the
port in this city. We have over three hundred theatres in Buenos Aires,
more than a hundred art galleries, at least seventy museums, and hun-
dreds of bookstores. How many other cities in the world can say that?”
he added with pride. “And the city never sleeps.” He began discussing
all-night movie theaters and restaurants.

Craig tuned him out. He already knew the basic facts about the city
from guidebooks. With his photographic memory, he now had a street
map in his mind.

The Alvear Palace, the most luxurious hotel in Argentina and all of
Latin America, was located in La Recoleta, an elegant residential and
shopping district near the center of town. As the Mercedes approached
the hotel, Craig looked out of the window at the fashionable boutiques,
cafés, and handsome old apartments. They were only a few blocks from
Nicole’s shoe boutique.

The Mercedes turned into the circular driveway of the stately eight-
story building. An armed guard stood on each side of the driveway.
The economic depression had brought with it increased crime, Craig
had read. Anyone with enough money to stay at the Alvear could be a

targct.
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“I like being on foot.”

Fernandez had a pained expression on his face and in his eyes
behind those thick glasses. His assignment must have been to get Craig
to Miranda, or at least to keep track of him. The poor man was failing,.

The morning sunlight was bright. The day would be unseasonably
warm. Craig was dressed in khaki slacks and a light, powder-blue cot-
ton shirt. He wanted to blend in on the street. In one hand he gripped
his briefcase tightly. He held his guidebook in the other.

Exiting the hotel, he turned left along Avenue Alvear passing jew-
elry stores and fashionable boutiques. He was headed for Teatro Colon,
the world famous opera house south of the hotel, about a thirty minute
walk. It was long enough for Craig to stop from time to time, pretend-
ing to window shop, to see whether anyone was following him. After
fifteen minutes, he understood the surveillance. He saw two men, not
very good at the job. On foot, was a powerfully-built man with black
curly hair in a suit and tie. In a gray Ford sedan, trailing behind, was a
man wearing sun glasses.

Craig entered the Colon Theater through the door on Tucuman as
any tourist might do. Then he headed for the gilt and red velvet audi-
torium. He raised his eyes skyward to the huge chandelier in the center
with a twenty-foot diameter, and the six balconies that went around the
perimeter, reminding him of La Scala in Milan. As he expected, the black
curly head didn’t enter the hall, but peeked through the main front door,
prepared to run if Craig raced toward a side door, but he had no inten-
tion of doing that. It would have been too easy for them to follow him.

Craig lingered in the lobby for a few minutes to look at pictures
of famous performers who had appeared in this hall, including Maria
Callas, Arturo Toscanini, and Lucinano Pavarotti. Then he walked out
of the front door, raised his hand, and signaled for a cab.

“The intersection of Calle Florida and Avenue Corrientes,” he told
the driver.

Midmorning traffic on Avenue Corrientes, lined with movie theat-
ers, restaurants, and bookstores, was heavy. Craig exited the cab, turned
the corner and began walking down Calle Florida, a pedestrian thor-
oughfare jammed with shops selling clothes, shoes, leather goods, elec-
tronics, toys—every retail item that anyone might want to buy. The
street was mobbed with throngs of people.
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“I didn’ realize that,” he said politely. “When do you open?”

“Eleven o'clock.”

Craig saw that the front door was locked. He couldn’t risk her call-
ing the police. “If you'll let me out, I promise to come back at eleven.”

Outside, Craig pressed his back against the door of the shop. No
sign of black curly hair or the gray Ford. He saw an endless stream of
empty black cabs on the street. Craig raised his hand and one ground
to a halt. He raced to the curb and jumped in. “Plaza San Martin,” he
told the driver.

As the cab moved, Craig slipped down on the seat, keeping his eyes
just above the rear window line, but he didn’t see the gray Ford.

At the Plaza he cut across the grassy park toward the bronze statue
in the center. General Jose de San Martin on horseback. Pretending to
be a tourist inspecting the statue of the Argentine military leader who
commanded the colonial forces in the war against Spain for independ-
ence, Craig was in the perfect vantage point to see if he was still being
followed. After several minutes he was satisfied that he had gotten rid
of his tail.

He left the park and walked around for fifteen minutes, climbing
a steep riverbank, up to Avenue Quintana, a distance of eight blocks.
Several times he stopped to look into windows and glance over his
shoulder. Nobody was following.

From a block away, he saw the sign across the street that read,
“Nicole’s Shoe Boutique.” As he crossed, he looked in the window.
Judging from the merchandise and the prices, this was a high-end shop
for women. Even in the current economy, some people had money.

Without hesitating, he entered the shop.

“Can I help you?” a woman of an indeterminate age with short
brown hair, dressed in a short black skirt and a sheer lavender pullover,
asked in a throaty voice. Her eyes were locked on the stranger’s face.

He took off the cap and studied her. She was well built with pow-
erful legs that testified to exercise. Her face was good looking, but she
had a bit of a tough edge. Her head was cocked as she gave him a wary
glance.

“I'm looking for Nicole.”

She studied him with deep brown eyes like lasers. “I'm Nicole.

Who are you?”
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A few kilometers ahead, at the crest of the mountain, Craig spotted
a building that looked like a cabin or a hunting lodge. There were no
cars in sight. His guess was that it was deserted.

Hunched forward and gripping the steering wheel, he floored the
accelerator, kicking mud from the rear tires. He wanted to get to the
cabin quickly, as much ahead of his pursuer as he could.

On the last turn, he narrowly missed slipping off the road. Holy
shit, he thought, it was a helluva long way down. He had no intention
of duplicating his crash in Sardinia. He straightened out, then blasted
through a small decrepit wooden gate and into the parking area on the
side of the cabin. In an instant, he was out of the car, racing toward the
front door of the cabin, Beretta in his jacket pocket. He grabbed the
rusty doorknob and twisted. The door was locked, but it was old. When
he smashed his shoulder against the rotting wood, it easily gave way.

Inside, he took stock of the cabin. It had a living room, kitchen,
two bedrooms, and a bath. No clothes or other signs of occupancy. The
kitchen led to a wooden patio in the back, surrounded on the side, away
from the house, by a wooden fence about three feet high. Crossing the
patio, he saw beyond the fence a sheer drop, several kilometers straight
down to a mountain stream.

He ran back into the cabin, leaving the door open to the patio in
the back and ducking into one of the bedrooms, where he hid behind
a heavy wooden chest. Through the bedroom window, he had a clear
view of the patio. As he expected, the red-faced man thought he had
gone out through the door in the kitchen to the patio.

Craig watched him pull a gun from his pocket and walk slowly
across the patio toward the fence. When he reached the edge of the
wooden deck, he stopped and peered over the fence, gun in hand, look-
ing for Craig.

That was Craig’s signal to move. He ran back into the kitchen and
out onto the patio.

From a distance of ten yards, Craig shouted, “I have a gun aimed at
your back. Raise your hands and don’t turn around.”

The man followed the command.

“Toss your gun down the hill. Then raise your hands again.”

Once he complied, Craig ran up behind the man, looped his left

arm around his neck and pressed the Beretta against his right temple.
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to go to Bethesda Naval for a cardio workup. He prayed it would come
out alright. That was about all Bryce had succeeded in convincing
Treadwell to do. His entreaties to end the affair with Amy had been
summarily rejected by the president, who laughed and said, “Sex with
her does my heart good. Keeps my blood moving. You know what it’s
like with a younger woman.”

“Yes, but I'm considering marrying Gina,” Bryce had told Treadwell.

“Then do it,” the president had said.

“I'm worried people will think she’s marrying me for my money
and position, even though we're in love.”

“Do it,” Treadwell had repeated.

Bryce decided he would. He had to wait for the right time to ask her.

Thirty minutes later, after dessert was cleared, Bryce watched
Treadwell stride to the podium. Speaking without a note, he delivered
a five-minute speech extolling the long friendship and ties binding the
United States and Brazil. He then moved on to praise the great progress
the Brazilians were making in strengthening their economy. He closed
by looking forward to close cooperation on many issues in the future.

Treadwell had told Bryce that was what he called his standard one-
two-three foreign visitor speech. The format could be adapted for the
visiting head of any country. Treadwell was a good enough speaker that
he didn’t have to memorize the words written for him. He always got
the essence right. What Treadwell torally ignored this evening, was the
acrimonious discussion he had had with the president of Brazil that
afternoon, with Bryce in attendance, on the issue of United States arms
supplies to Argentina.

Treadwell sat down. When the Brazilian President Dumont stood
up, Treadwell leaned back in his chair and relaxed, expecting a simi-
lar couple of minutes of meaningless platitudes. Then he heard the
Brazilian president say, in halting English, “Many of you in this group
are our friends, and there are certain times that blunt talk is necessary
among friends.”

Bryce sat up in his chair. He looked at Treadwell who was now
ramrod straight in his own chair, the president’s eyes focused on the
speaker. Protocol was being breached. State dinners were never for seri-
ous talk. That only came in the meetings before and after dinner. A
deathly silence fell over the room.
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Taking a cautious approach, he turned the corner onto Avenue
Santa Fe and drove by the house, a simple wooden structure in a
neighborhood jammed with other similar houses, without stopping.
Everything looked normal. He didn't dare park the new SUV in front
of Antonia’s for fear of bringing attention from a policeman who hap-
pened to be passing. He continued driving for two more blocks until he
reached the parking lot for a soccer field. He parked there and hobbled
back to number fifteen. As he did, he kept looking around, making
certain he wasn't being followed.

Before he had a chance to knock the front door opened. Someone
had been watching him approach the house. A frail man in his forties
with a professorial appearance, metal frame glasses, and thin brown
hair was staring at Craig.

“What do you want?” he said.

“I'm looking for Antonia.”

“Who are you?”

“A friend of Pascual’s.” At the mention of the name, a look of terror
gripped the man. “She’s not here,” he said softly, turning his eyes away
from Craig.

“I can wait.”

“She’s not coming back.”

Craig was certain the man was lying. “Then where can I find her?
I want to help her.”

“Give me a number. I'll pass it on.”

Neighbors were now staring at Craig from nearby houses. He felt
very uncomfortable. “Can I come inside?”

Before the man could respond, a woman hiding behind the door-
way said, “Let him in Pierro.”

When the man moved away from the door, Craig followed him
inside. As Pierro closed the door the woman stepped out of the shad-
ows. She was tall and willowy with short black hair and dark skin from
time in the sun. She was dressed simply in a white blouse and navy blue
skirt.

“I’m Antonia,” she said, and pointed to the man at the door.
“Pierro’s my husband. Who are you?” She spoke in a husky voice that
showed none of the fear Pierro demonstrated.
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“No, but I'm a ski instructor and lifeguard. I'm trained to give first
aid.”

“I'll be okay.”

“I hope you gave as good as you got. For my brother’s sake.”

He realized she had decided to take a chance with him, putting her
life and her family’s at risk by talking with him. He could do no less. “I
killed the man.”

She closed her hand into a fist. “Good for you.” Then she sat down
across from him. “You'll have to forgive my husband, Pierro. He’s a
good man, but timid by nature. He just wants to protect us. And now
is a tough time for him. He’s a bookkeeper. He’s been out of work for
more than a year since the factory closed.”

“Tell me what happened to your brother and the American he met.”

She sighed and closed her eyes.

“If it’s too painful or you're afraid of putting your family at risk, you
don’t have to talk to me.”

When she opened them, she stared straight at Craig. “No,” she
said. “Quite the opposite. I'm glad you came. As I told Pierro, I made
an effort to learn the truth. I've wanted to tell someone what happened,
but I was afraid of taking it to the wrong person.”

“You can trust me.”

“I'm willing to take a chance.”

She took a deep breath and began. “Pascual met an American with
a strawberry mark on his face . . .”

“He was my friend,” Craig said interrupting her.

“Pascual met the American . ..”

Craig couldn’t bear to hear Dunn being referred to as a nameless
American. “Please call him Dunn. That was his name.”

“Alright, Pascual met Dunn at the café where he was singing
in the evenings. Maybe it was a chance meeting, or maybe Dunn
knew Pascual was a driver for the biggest limo company in town
and targeted him.” She shrugged. “I don’t know that part. The first
I heard about it was the night before it all happened. He told me
that an American CIA agent wanted his help. He had told Dunn
he had to think about it. He wasn’t only afraid for himself. He was
worried about the danger to me and the girls. I convinced him to
do it . . . Because of what happened to our parents, he had to help.
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She looked at Craig with huge, round eyes, pleading with him to
help her comprehend. “How could they have done this to Pascual? He
was kind and gentle. He wasn’t Dunn. What could he do to them?”

Craig looked at her sympathetically. “There are some evil people in
the world. There always have been.”

That didn't satisfy her. She shook her head pensively.

“What about my friend, Dunn? What happened to him?” Craig
asked.

“Soldiers ambushed him at the deserted spot where he was sup-
posed to meet my brother that night. They were shooting at him. He
tried to escape by running across a farmer’s field to reach a getaway car
he had parked on the main road. Unfortunately for him, the farmer
had two German Shepherds. The dogs took him for an intruder. They
chased and attacked him in a muddy field.”

Craig gulped hard, visualizing the terror Dunn was facing—sol-
diers firing bullers at him, dogs howling and flying through the air to
pounce on the heavyset former agent. He held his breath, waiting to
hear what happened next.

Antonia continued in a quavering voice. “He was able to kill one
of the dogs. But the other one drove him to the ground and was maul-
ing him when Estrada’s soldiers reached him. They were yelling at him,
“Who sent you? Who sent you? Tell us and we'll shoot the dog.” He
screamed out, ‘Betry Richards.” They let the dog kill him, then they
shot and killed the dog.”

Craig was horrified. “No,” he cried out. “No. Are you sure that’s
what happened?”

“This whole area is a small community. People talk. I found the
farmer, who was cursing Estrada’s men. He was sickened by what they
had done. When this was all happening, he had come out of his house
and run toward the scene. He reached your friend when the soldiers
did. Afterwards, he heard them say they would cut up the American
and bury him in the woods. The farmer wanted them to pay for his
dogs. They threatened to kill him if he didn't bury his dogs, then go
back into the house and keep his mouth shut.”

“You blame Estrada for all of this?”

Her face hardenéd with conviction. “He had to be responsible.
The visitors were coming to meet the general. These troops the farmer
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encountered must have been working for him. And . . .” She was hesi-
tating. Craig knew there was something else.

“Please tell me,” he said.

“The evening after my brother’s funeral, two soldiers came here
to the house. They vowed to kill me and my children if I ever tried to
challenge the police report about what they called ‘Pascual’s accident.”

For Craig, horror at what had happened to Dunn gave way to rage
that permeated his entire body. He rolled his hands into fists. One day,
he would kill Estrada and whoever else ordered Dunn’s death—if it was
the last thing he ever did.

Antonia’s eyes filled up with tears. Some rolled down her cheeks.
She wiped her face with a paper napkin. “I'm sorry. My brother was an
innocent. Come. I'll show you.”

She led the way. Craig followed into what had obviously been
Pascual’s room. It looked as if he still lived there. Two guitars rested
against a wall. Several piles of music were on a desk. Next to them was a
woman’s picture and an unfinished poem with the title Love Not Guns.
A tennis racket and a couple of cans of balls stood in the corner.

Craig pointed to the woman’s picture. “His girlfriend?”

“A woman in town he was seeing. Her husband died last year. She
has three small children. They were planning to get married next year.”

“I'm sorry.”

“Pascual had so much to live for. He was a dreamer. I have to
live with the guilt. I encouraged him to help your American friend. I
couldn’t let Estrada and the generals come to power again. Not after
what happened to our parents. These people have to be stopped before
they create the nightmare all over again.”

She had alluded to that earlier, and Craig had let it pass. But not
now. It was a critical part of the story. “Tell me about it.”

“Pascual and I were always close. We were children the last time
the generals ruled. They said my parents were Communists, but they
weren't. So in March of 1981 they came to our house. There were five
officers with machine guns. It was this house.” Her face turned pale
and sad. Craig thought she would cry. Then her grim determination
took hold.

“This is a great country,” she said. “With many wonderful people.
But sometimes a few rotten ones take control, and one night, the army
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was on a sweep through the Bariloche area searching for Communists.
An informer had given their commander the address of our house.

“My father was an auto mechanic. He was also a brave man
and believed in freedom. Though he had rejected the appeals of the
Communists to join their party, he had been vocal in speaking out
against the rule of the generals. He had also armed a bomb that blew
up a military transport killing ten soldiers.

“When he heard a knock on the door, he shouted to my mother,
“Take the children into the bedroom and hide under the bed.’

“I was peeking out through a crack in the door. I saw my father run
into the kitchen and grab a heavy knife he used for carving beef. He
put on a light jacket, and concealed the knife underneath it, gripping it
tightly in one hand. The commander didn’t bother to knock. He kicked
open the door with a powerful boot.

“With a machine gun at his side, the commander moved up close
to my father, who held his ground in the center of the room, refusing
to cower before this Fascist and his four armed soldiers.

“ ‘Eduard Frigero,’ the commander announced, as if he was prepar-
ing to announce a death sentence.

“ ‘I am Eduardo,” my father responded proudly.

“ “You're coming with us. You and your whole family.’

“Before the commander had a chance to raise his gun and anyone
had a chance to fire, my father yanked his arm out from behind the
jacket. He took two steps forward and plunged the knife into the com-
mander’s chest.

“As he did, all four soldiers opened fire. Machine gun bullets rid-
dled my father’s body.”

Antonia began to cry again with loud sobs, her body shaking with
emotion. Her story was ripping Craig apart with anguish. He sensed
there was more to it, but he didn’t want to prolong her agony. “You
don't have to continue.”

“I want to. You have to know it all.”

She cleared her throat and continued, “My mother grabbed Pascual
and me and pulled us under the bed with her. ‘Be still,’ she whispered.
‘Maybe they won't find us.’

“My mother’s hopes were futile. Minutes later, I heard powerful
boots pounding on the wooden floor of the bedroom. Those same
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That was precisely what Craig was trying to accomplish. He locked
eyes with her. “T'll do my best. I promise you.”

He stood up and paced the room, thinking about what she had
told him. The visitors who flew into Bariloche that day were the key.
Estrada was so intent on concealing their identity and the purpose of
the meeting that he was willing to have two people killed for it and
threaten three others. All that Antonia knew was that they had arrived
by private jet at Bariloche Airport at one o'clock in the afternoon.

“What was the date that Pascual did this job for my friend?”

“October the twelfth,” she said, without hesitation.

“You sure?”

“I'll never forget that date.”

Antonia let Craig out through the back door. It was dark outside
with heavy cloud cover blocking out the moonlight. Cautiously, he
walked toward his SUV, wondering what hed find. It looked exactly
as he had left it. That didn’t mean one of the red-faced man’s friends
hadn'’t planted a bomb. He checked the wheels and tires. He climbed
under the car and opened the hood, but found nothing.

He held his breath and started the engine. Everything sounded
normal. He eased back on the road and drove toward the airport.
Hopefully, held find some answers there, the information that Dunn

had paid for with his life.

* x* x*

Two soldiers armed with Uzis were on duty outside the airport
terminal in Bariloche, talking and smoking cigarettes. They didn't seem
interested in Craig as he headed toward the Avis counter, key in hand.
After paying for the car, he asked the car rental agent for the office of
the airport manager. A stubby finger pointed to a frosted glass door
with black letters that read: “Operations.”

Craig didn’t know what to expect behind that door. It was evening
and not a busy time for the airport. There was only one man in the
office. Senor Ferraro was what the badge said on his navy shirt. He was
tall and dapper with a thin, perfectly trimmed mustache and coal-black
hair. The instant Craig saw Senor Ferraro, he liked him. What he most
liked was that the man was wearing a Rolex watch and a gold ring with
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“All good things, I hope.”

“But of course. Youre not suggesting there’s another side to you we
don’t know abour?”

Craig forced a laugh. “I'm afraid what you see is what you get.”

“Thart's good to know because I've spent twenty years in military
intelligence. I don't like receiving surprises about people.”

Schiller managed to make his position clear, Craig thought. The
colonel had obviously checked out the Philoctetes Group and found
out it was on the up and up and Barry Gorman a principal. He cau-
tioned himself against getting too cocky. On the other hand, he wanted
Schiller to know he wasn't frightened. “I have a ten o’clock meeting
with General Estrada,” he said curtly.

“That’s where you're going.”

After they exited the elevator on the sixth floor, Schiller led Craig
down a long, dimly lit marble corridor. As they walked, Schiller said, “I
hope you've had a chance to see some of the sights in the city.”

“Absolutely. Two days ago I did major touring in Buenos Aires. The
opera house, museums, parks. As much as I could cram into a day.”

Looking at the rage on Schiller’s face, his firmly set jaw and clenched
mouth, Craig sensed that Schiller was ready to explode. The colonel
knew that Craig was toying with him. Only Estrada and the prospect
of $10 billion had to be holding him back.

Schiller knocked twice on a heavily polished wooden door, waited
for a booming voice to call out from the other side, “Enter,” then
pushed it open.

The man in a military uniform, heavily decorated with medals,
who rose behind the desk, took the measure of Craig with piercing,
mocha brown eyes. The general had a commanding presence. His lips
parted beneath a thin mustache into a friendly smile. Intimidation gave
way to charm and charisma as Estrada moved across the large office to
greet his visitor. The light from the ceiling reflected from his shiny coal-
black hair parted in the middle. The clearly visible scar above his right
eyebrow cautioned Craig that, notwithstanding what he saw, here was
a man accustomed to violence.

Estrada reached out and shook Craigs hand firmly. “You made
a wonderful impression upon Emilio Miranda,” Estrada said. “And
Emilio is a good judge of character.”
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Estrada shrugged. “That’s alright, my friend. We have to move in
stages. The first step is to strengthen our own economy. Powerful eco-
nomic incentives will be put in place right after the first of the year.”

This fit with the schedule Miranda had described yesterday, Craig
recalled. Estrada would take power early next year.

Estrada looked squarely at Craig. “Emilio told me why you've come
to Argentina. Your timing to invest here couldn’ be better. I would
expect you easily to quadruple your investment in the next year.”

Craig gave a long, low whistle. “At home, people would kill for a
400 percent return per annum.”

Craig had been watching Estrada as he said those words, trying to
see if the general flinched at the word kill. He showed no visible reac-
tion. Instead, the general returned the focus to the money. “Emilio
also said that you want to get to know me before committing your
money.”

“Precisely. I've learned enough to know that you are the future of
Argentina.”

Obviously pleased with the comment, Estrada’s chest expanded.
“Nothing I do is for myself. Only for my Argentina.”

“But of course. That’s what I understand.”

“I'd like to have you out to my country house for a weekend,”
Estrada said.

Craig held his breath. That would be a perfect way to make inroads
on penetrating Estrada’s organization. To get close enough to Estrada to
pick up hints of what he was planning.

“But I'm afraid it won’t work this weekend. It’s already Friday.
Tomorrow morning I have meetings. Then tomorrow evening, I'm fly-
ing to London for a couple of days. Do you have business in London?”

Take it slow, Craig thought. Maybe Estrada would invite him to
come along. “I have a major investor in London who has been wanting
me to come over and meet with him.”

“Why not do it now? You can fly with me.”

Craig didnt want to appear too anxious. He leaned back in the
high wooden chair pretending to mull over Estrada’s proposal.

“My plan,” Estrada added, “is to rest Sunday in London and relax
in the evening. I have a Monday morning meeting. After that I intend

to return.”
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by the arm. For an instant Craig thought Schiller planned to push him
down the stairs. “I'll find out what you're game is,” he whispered, “if it’s
the last thing I ever do.”

Craig leaned his face in close to Schiller. “The general wouldn’ like
to hear that you're threatening me.”

Schiller pulled back. “But you'll never tell him because he might
take thar as a sign that you have something to hide.”

Schiller was right of course. Craig made a pass at softening. “I'm
here to invest in Argentina. You and I are on the same side.”

“Take your lies and get out,” Schiller hissed with saliva bursting out
of his mouth. “Before [ kill you.”

“You wouldn’t dare do that,” Craig responded coldly. “General
Estrada would never forgive you if you cost him my $10 billion.”

Schiller locked eyes with Craig. “Accidents happen. If I were you,
I'd be careful.” He tightened his mouth into a sadistic sneer. “Real
careful.”

Craig wanted to throw the events of two days ago in Bariloche in
Schiller’s face, but he decided that wasn’t wise. He bit his lip and kept
silent.

He took a taxi to Puerto Modero, a trendy area along the river that
had once been warehouses and was now filled with restaurants and
boutiques. He had read about a good steakhouse called Lilas Cabanos.
It had a deck that looked out over the river, perfect for lunch on what
had turned out to be a warm, sunny day.

Craig didn’t care whether he had been followed or not. He was sit-
ting far enough away from the next table that he couldn't be overheard
if he talked softly on his cell phone. Even if Estrada had the technol-
ogy to monitor his calls from the air, Estrada wouldn't learn anything
harmful to Craig.

When Craig had left the clinic in Switzerland after plastic surgery,
he had not only paid his bill but made a generous contribution to the
clinic, which as he explained to Hans Wilhelm, the business manager,
was to ensure absolute confidentiality. “But of course,” Hans had told
Craig. “And if I can ever do anything for you in Europe, Mr. Maura,
please let me know.”

Craig called Hans in Geneva to arrange plans for the London trip.
The St. James Club for rooms, the Blue Giraffe for dinner and gambling,
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was a hard, cruel, military mind. Craig would have to be careful in

London. He couldn’t drop his guard.

Middleburg, Virginia

“I'm glad you could come out to Chesterfield to spend the night with
me,” Bryce said to Gina.

They were sipping champagne and eating caviar in the living room
of the manor house of Bryce’s country estate in the Virginia hunt coun-
try, just beyond the ever-expanding Washington suburbs. A crackling
fire sent flames shooting up in the stone fireplace. Gina’s eyes scanned
the room, focusing on the costly antiques and original paintings. There
were no pictures of Bryce with his wife or his two daughters, both of
whom Gina knew were older than she was. She guessed that Bryce had
asked one of the servants to remove them.

“I hope you don’t mind if we eat in,” he said. “My chef, Jean Pierre,
is better than anyone in this part of the world. The rest are country
bumpkins.”

She smiled. “What's a bumpkin? I never heard that word before.”

He shrugged and smiled back. “It’s slang for I'm not sure what. It
sounds like it fit.”

Over dinner, a rich country paté followed by grilled quail, Gina
asked Bryce about the house. “Have you had it long?”

“I bought itabout five years ago when it looked like my good friend,
Edward, would become president. I wanted a place to entertain impor-
tant visitors and to provide a refuge for him where he could escape from
the pressure of the job in a way that he couldn’t at Camp David. I even
put a billiard table downstairs because he and I like to play.”

She paused to eat some of the paté. It was wonderful. “What's bil-
liards?” she asked.

He smiled. “It’s like pool, but much more of a gentlemen’s game.
Later I'll show you . . . unless of course were busy with other things.”

He smiled at her and she looked away. Every other time they had
been alone together after a dinner, it had been for an hour or so at
most. She was sorry she had agreed to spend the whole night with him.
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“Tam. The Brazilians have given us lots of threats in the last few days.
I've been so anxious about my friends and family that I haven't been able
to sleep. At least this way, we'll be able to defend ourselves if they attack.”

Bryce reached over and put a reassuring hand on her arm. “They're
not going to attack. President Treadwell told the Brazilian president
that we wouldn't tolerate that.”

“And what did he say?”

“He denied that they had any offensive plans. He said the threats
were coming from Argentina.”

She winced. “Ah, they’re such liars. Those Brazilians. But you,
you're the best.”

She got up, walked around the table and kissed him on the lips.
“Thank you so much for helping us with the arms.”

He reached for her, to pull her down on his lap, but she slipped
away. She picked up a bottle of cognac on a cabinet and poured them
each a large glass. She had no intention of taking any more than a tiny
taste. [t was nothing like the delicious sauterne Craig had ordered after
their dinner in Washington. She was hoping Bryce would finish it all.
So he wouldn’t bother her later.

When he had drunk half of it, he said, “C'mon. I'll teach you to
play billiards.”

She was delighted to follow him downstairs. Anything to avoid
going to bed with him.

“Hey, there are no pockets in this table,” Gina said. “I thought that
in pool, you shoot the balls into pockets.”

Bryce laughed. “Pool is a game for lowlifes. Gentlemen play
billiards.”

Gina struggled to suppress a laugh. From the profiles of Bryce she
had read in newspapers and magazines, she had learned that he had
grown up in very modest surroundings. His father had been a truck
driver in Chicago, and here he was trying to act like an aristocrat.

“But what's there to do without pockets in the table?” she asked.

“It’s quite simple, my dear. You use a stick or cue like a pool cue.
There are two white balls and a red ball. One of the white balls has a
dot, and one player uses it as his cue.”

“But what do you do with these three balls?” Gina asked, genuinely
bewildered. “Since you're not shooting them into pockets.”
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He cried out. “Oh God yes.” She felt his body shudder and he was
done.

She reached down, pulled him out, then slipped off the condom
and tossed it on the floor.

“Thank you so much,” he said.

In a few minutes he was sleeping. But not Gina. She had something
else to do tonight.

She checked the clock next to the bed. It was eleven forty. She
decided to wait an hour to make certain he was truly asleep.

At twelve forty she took one final look at the snoring Bryce, eased
herself out of bed and over to her purse resting on a chair. She grabbed
her cell phone, then put on her cross and her white silk panties. Cell
phone in hand, she tiptoed down the stairs to the living room.

The first floor of the house was deserted. All of the help was asleep
in a separate, smaller building twenty yards from the manor house.

Enough light was coming in the windows that she didn’t need to
turn on a lamp. She sat down on a sofa. From memory, she punched in
the number for Estrada’s cell phone. He answered immediately, “Yes,”
in his normal curt voice.

“Alfredo, it's Gina.”

“Do you have news for me, dear?”

“Very good news. Bryce told me that the surface-to-air missiles and
rocket grenade launchers will arrive tomorrow in Buenos Aires.”

“That is good. Very well done.”

“Now can [ stop seeing Bryce?”

In a sharp tone that displayed his irritation, Estrada snapped, “I'll
tell you when, and stop asking me.”

Suddenly a light came on above the staircase leading down from
the bedroom. Through the corner of her eye, she spotted Bryce, dressed
in a blue velvet robe, at the top of the stairs watching her on the sofa.
The cell phone was tight against her ear; her arms bunched in close
against her naked breasts. She was terrified. My God, did he hear my
conversation?

“Can'’t talk any more now,” she whispered to Estrada and hung up
the phone.

With Bryce, she decided to take the offensive. “What's wrong,
Edward? Why are you up?”
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Everything was in place at the Blue Giraffe when they arrived, just as
Craig had wanted. Jane and Lucy, both blond, busty, and dressed in tight
black sweaters and short black miniskirts—matching bookends—were
waiting in the bar next to the dining room at a table. A bottle of Dom
Perignon was chilling in a nearby ice bucket. Downstairs, the casino was
still quiet. It was early.

Let the games begin, he thought as he led General Estrada across
the bar to Jane and Lucy.

A tuxedo-clad waiter rushed over with a large dish of Beluga caviar.
“The manager would like you to be his guest for dinner. Please order
anything youd like.”

Craig could tell that Estrada was impressed.

Three hours later, Craig was pleased at the good time Estrada was
having. Despite Craig’s effort to minimize his own alcoholic consump-
tion, the four of them consumed two bottles of Dom Perignon, a bot-
tle of Corton Charlemagne, a bottle of Chateau Margaux, and four
glasses of Remy Martin along with a superb meal. Even Estrada had to
concede that the Scottish beef was in a class with the finest Argentine.

Jane and Lucy were educated women who could talk. They both
had day jobs in the financial sector. The escort business was a way to
pick up some extra cash because share prices were tumbling and action
was slow in the city. During dinner they maintained a constant ban-
ter with Estrada and Craig about world political and economic affairs,
life in Argentina, as well as about their careers as models, which were
mostly in the past.

When they were finished eating, Craig led the other three to the
lift that took them downstairs to the casino. It was now going full blast
with the main room crowded with an international polyglot of Arabs,
Russians, Americans, and Chinese predominating. “Let’s get some
chips,” Craig said to Estrada.

At the cash window, Estrada reached into the leather case he was
carrying, took out a hundred thousand dollars and converted it into
chips.

You don'’t get that on a military salary, Craig thought. Big surprise.
Estrada has his hand in the public till. “What do you like to play?”
Craig asked the general as he cashed $100K of his own into chips.
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his first two rolls. Estrada was ready. He bet ten thousand on the next
point. When that won, he put aside five and let the rest ride. Each
time he won, Jane and Lucy were cheering. For the next point, he put
aside fifteen and let fifty-five ride. Craig was doing the same. After the
Chinese made his point three more times, Estrada wasn’t willing to
push his luck any further. Ready to quit, the general signaled to Craig
and began gathering up his chips. Craig did the same.

Craig estimated each of their winnings at a little over $300,000.
That should help Betty’s budget.

Estrada was thrilled as they cashed in their winnings. Smiling
broadly, he nodded to Craig and headed toward the men’s room. Craig
followed him inside.

When they were standing at adjacent urinals relieving themselves,
Estrada said, “I assume we're going back to the hotel now.”

“You got it.”

“What's the airangement with Jane and Lucy?”

“They’re ours until the sun comes up tomorrow.”

“Well, you were so good to set this all up, I'll give you first choice.”

Craig zipped up his pants and smiled. “Listen, Alfredo, you take
them both up to your suite. I have a little piece of my own. Sally. Lives
nearby. She’s waiting for me to call.”

“You hiding her on me?”

“You'll meet her the next time we come to London. So have a good
time with Jane and Lucy, but there’s only one thing.”

“What’s that?”

“Don’t pay them a cent. Please. I've made sure they're well taken
care of.”

Estrada washed his hands and reached into his bag. “I should pay
you back for the girls.”

Craig shook his head. “Put your money away. What are friends for?”

Estrada nodded, giving Craig the impression that he had expected
that response. The offer had been a formality. The general was whistling
with joy as they approached the front door of the Blue Giraffe where
Jane and Lucy were waiting. The black Rolls Royce was out in front.

At the St. James Club, the four of them exited and climbed the
stairs. Inside the reception area, Craig said, “Here’s where we split. So

I'll say good night.”
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Craig raised his eyebrows. “Howd you get them already? Weren'
you flying yourself2”

“Transmitted to me electronically. I travel with my own printer.
The advantages of modern technology.”

“I assume I can destroy these when I've read them.”

“I wish you would. Generally, I don't like to leave around evidence
of a felony I've committed.”

“You still worried about that?”

“I don't think I'd enjoy jail. Now tell me what nefarious things you
want me to do tomorrow.”

Before Craig had a chance to answer, he heard a loud pounding on
the ceiling.

“Jesus. What's thar?” Tim asked.

Craig raised his hand and pointed upward. “The general’s suite.”

“One of the three of them must have fallen out of bed.”

“Something like that.”

Tim started toward the door. “Don'’t you think I should go up and
make sure they’re okay? Maybe apply some mouth-to-mouth.”

“You don’t quit. We have a job to do and a narrow window in
which to do it. So sit down and listen.”

Tim did as he was told. “Okay pal, what about tomorrow?”

“I want you to stake out the St. James Club from the crack of dawn.
At some point in the morning, General Estrada will leave for a meeting.
I have no idea when, or where he’s going. I want you to follow him.
Find out everything you can about his destination. Call me periodically
with reports. This could be the break I need.”

* * *

At eight the next morning, Craig was seated at the desk in his suite.
After a continental breakfast with two double espressos, he was ready
for the transcripts. The first one was Bryce and Gina in her bedroom.

Gina: Oh Edward. You're a wonderful lover, but you're really heavy
now. Could you get off me?

Bryce: Sure. Whatever you want.
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With Craig standing beside him, Peppone lifted the hood and
shielded them from the eyes of the men in the Ford.

“I have a proposal for you,” he told Peppone.

The driver turned his head toward Craig.

“Keep your eyes on the engine,” Craig snapped. “I'll give you
$20,000 if you do what I tell you.”

“What's that?”

“I have a plan to lose the people following me in the dark blue
Ford.”

Peppone began twitching. “I don’t know about dangerous stuff like
this.”

Craig detected the fear in his voice. “Look here, I know they're
working for Colonel Schiller, the same as you.”

Peppone made a feeble effort to protest. “Who is Colonel Schiller?”

“I’ll fix it so you'll be able to say I coerced you. Nobody will be able
to prove otherwise.”

“I'mnotsure...I...

»

“Stop stalling. There won't be any risk to you. Are you in or out?”

“Cash?”

“US currency. All hundreds.”

“You have it all with you?”

“In the car.”

The duffel he had brought contained cash, his two guns, and a liter
of olive oil he had purchased at a market a couple of blocks from the
Alvear after Nicole had called.

Peppone reached into the engine and fiddled with something. He’s
considering my offer, Craig decided. Finally, Peppone said, “I'm in.”

“Good. Drive to the Metropolitan Cathedral and park in front.
I'll go inside. You keep the engine running. Be ready to drive fast
when I get back in. I'll have a gun aimed on you to give your story
credibility.”

“I have a wife and kids,” Peppone stammered.

“That’s why I want to do this in a way that you or they won't get
hurt”

Peppone slammed the hood and they climbed back into the car.

* * *
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They were gradually rising into the hills. He saw signs for the
approaching intersection of Highways Twelve and Eight. “Slow down
and go straight.”

Craig leaned forward, looking over Peppone’s shoulder at the odom-
eter. The road continued moving upward. Two kilometers later, he saw
a small restaurant and gas station, exactly as Nicole had described it.

“There’s an overlook just ahead on the right,” he told the driver.
“Pull in there.”

When Peppone came to a stop in the parking area of the overlook,
Craig rolled down the car window and scanned the area anxiously. It was
deserted. He checked his watch. Twenty minutes until ten. Perfect. He
wanted to be here when Nicole arrived to make certain no one was fol-
lowing her. “I'm getting out. I want you to go back to the restaurant with
the gas station down the road and wait there. I'll come in about an hour.”

“What about my money?”

“You'll get all of it then.”

Before the driver had a chance to protest, Craig climbed out of the
car. He watched Peppone drive slowly down the hill. In front of Craig
was a magnificent view of Buenos Aires with millions of lights glowing
in a clear sky.

No wall or other structure separated the overlook from the road.
On the far side of the overlook, a small stone wall, waist high, ran along
the perimeter. [t was a barrier that would stop anyone who got too close
to the precipice from slipping down the steep hill. In places, the wall
was crumbling and in need of repair.

Using the light of passing cars and careful to maintain his footing,
he climbed over the stone wall. He squatted down in order to have a
clear view of the overlook, while not being seen.

Promptly at ten o'clock, a white BMW convertible with the top up
pulled into the overlook. He watched Nicole get out and look around.
She was wearing tight black leather pants that looked as if they were
painted on and a matching jacket over a powder blue sweater. He
waited a full minute to make sure she hadn’t been followed before he
rose and climbed over the wall.

Nicole was facing the road. The sudden movement from behind
startled her. She reached into her purse, grabbed a .22 caliber pistol,
and pivoted in his direction.
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Hiding in a row of trees, he saw Peppone’s Mercedes parked ten yards
away. Strange that the driver had remained there after the double-cross,
Craig thought. He had to settle the score with Peppone and, more
important, commandeer the Mercedes to get out of the area.

“Wait here until I call you,” he told Nicole. He grabbed the Beretta
and dropped the duffel at her feet.

On tiptoe, he approached the front of the Mercedes from the pas-
senger side. In the dim light coming from the restaurant, he looked
through the front side window of the car and saw Peppone sitting up
behind the steering wheel.

Craig opened the passenger side door and cried out, “You bastard!”

When Peppone didn't respond, Craig got into the car and pulled
him by the arm. Peppone fell toward him. Craig tossed his gun on
the floor of the car and felt for a pulse. There wasn’t one. In the inte-
rior light of the car, he saw that the driver’s neck was heavily bruised.
Someone had strangled him.

He sat up and looked at the dash. The keys were still in the igni-
tion. He began pulling Peppone’s body out of the car when a man
suddenly jumped up from the floor of the back seat. Before Craig had
a chance to react, the man grabbed his neck with powerful hands in a
vise-like grip. Craig lunged for his Beretta, but it was too far away.

He tried punching the man, but all of the strength was quickly ebbing
from his body. His blows were nothing more than harmless taps. “Ah . . .”
he cried gasping for breath. He barely had any air left in his lungs. He felt
tightening in his chest. I'm done, he thought. A dead man.

Then he heard it: the most wonderful sound he could ever have
imagined. The firing of a gun.

The vise opened. Craig was gulping in air.

“Are you okay?” Nicole called, the hot .22 in her hand. “Are you
okay?”

“God, I'm glad you had the gun. Another couple of seconds and I
was finished.”

The assailant was prone on the back seat, bleeding from the head.
He wasn't moving.

Craig felt his body returning to normal. “You scored a direct hit,”
he said. “Help me dump these two bodies in the trees. Then let’s hit the
road. The police will be here soon because of the explosion.”
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He cut sharply to the left and onto the dirt road. Then he spun
the car again hard left into a muddy area with a scattering of pine
trees he narrowly avoided. He jammed on the brakes and cringed
when he heard a loud squeal. But the car stopped dead parallel to the
road.

“Give me the Beretta.”

Once he had it in his hand, he jumped out of the car and hid
behind the Mercedes on the passenger side. Nicole was next to him.

He heard the Ford coming up the highway before he saw it. They
had no idea he had turned off. The perfect ambush.

As the Ford passed by, through the open car window, Craig saw the
look of recognition on the driver’s face. By then it was too late. Craig
aimed and fired three shots at the driver. He only needed the first one.
The bullet slammed into the side of the head of the driver, who lost
control of the car. It spun off the road, flying down a steep embank-
ment where it rolled over and over until it struck a rock, exploded, and
burst into flames.

Craig doubted that anyone survived, but he had no intention of
checking to find out. Examining the rear bumper of the Mercedes, he
found a small, round metallic object affixed to the bottom. That had to
be the transmitter of the homing device. He crushed it under the heel
of his shoe. “Now let’s get the hell out of here,” he told her.

They climbed back into the Mercedes. At a speed of a hundred and
twenty miles an hour, they raced down the hill with Nicole holding on
to the front dash and gasping for breath.

Ten minutes later, Craig told her, “Nobody’s following us. Take us
back to the city, and find a quiet out of the way place where we can
talk. We were rudely interrupted in the middle of a discussion. I want
to finish it.”

“We'll go to my house,” she said without hesitation.

“I don’t want to put you in danger.”

She burst out laughing. “You're a little late for those sentiments.
I've been shot at. My car blown up. I've been riding with a maniac
behind the wheel. And you don’t want to put me in danger.”

“I meant any more danger.”

“A few days ago you weren't sure you could trust me. Now suddenly
you want to be my great male protector. I've had enough macho crap
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plunge right in. Quite a graphic scene. The men in this country think
it’s their God-given right to fuck anything that moves. But not if they’re
married to me. So it was the end of the marriage. [ won't accept screw-
ing around with somebody else. Fortunately, we didn’t have children.”

She led the way through a formal living room with a baby grand
piano into a book-lined den paneled in rich cherry wood.

“Grappa?” she asked.

“Precisely what I need.”

“Me t00.”

After she poured two glasses, he raised his and said, “I didnt mean
to sound macho. I know that if it weren't for you, I'd be a dead man.”
His neck was still sore from the thug’s grip.

“Isn’t there a Chinese proverb about that? I'm responsible for you
from now on.”

“Something like that. How'd you learn to shoot?”

“One night during the Dirty War a couple of soldiers stopped my
car for supposedly a routine identity check. When they told me to get
out of the car and one of them began running his hands over me, doing
a body check, he said, I understood where this was going. I'd join the
ranks of los desaparecidos. Theyd put me into a jail cell and take turns
raping me. When they'd had all the fun they could, theyd kill me and
dump me into one of those mass graves. Fortunately for me, they got
a call on their radio ordering them to go somewhere else. I vowed 1
would never again be defenseless so I bought a gun and took lessons. If
I was going down, I'd take a couple of those thugs with me.” She paused
and gulped some of the potent liquid. “I have to admit, though, I never
fired it for real before tonight.”

For Craig, that made what Nicole had done ever more awesome.

She took another sip. “I'm damn glad to be alive.”

He raised his glass. “I'll drink to that.”

“I should feel some remorse for the ones we killed, but the way
those people act, they don't deserve to live. All they do is cause innocent
people to suffer.”

Craig realized he had a valuable ally in Nicole. Together, they had
to find out what Estrada was planning and stop him.

She pointed to a plush brown leather sofa and they settied down

at each end.
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“If T had my way,” Nicole added, “I'd put Estrada and Schiller in a
boat without a paddle and send them over the Falls.”

Craig laughed as he pictured it in his mind. “Let’s talk about
Estrada,” he said. “When we were in your shop, you told me he had
done something so bad twenty-five or so years ago that you didn’t even
want to talk about it.”

“That’s right.”

“Tell me now.”

She shook her head. “It’s part of our history, I don't like to share with
an outsider. An ugly event from the Dirty War. But after what you went
through tonight, I figure that you're one of us.” She hesitated. “Still, I
won' tell you unless you open up to me. Tell me who you really are.”

When he didnt respond, she said, “If you won't level with me, I
won' tell you what I know about Estrada.” Her voice was firm.

He looked insulted. “Even after what we went through tonight,
you don’t trust me.”

She was staring at him hard. “It’s not a question of trust. Either
we're in this together or we're not.”

He sighed deeply. He couldn’t argue with her. “You're right. Barry
Gorman is a cover. My name is Craig Page. I've spent my whole career
either with the CIA, the EU Counter Terrorism Agency, or doing pri-
vate security work in Europe.”

“A year ago, you were CIA director for a short period.”

He raised his eyebrows. “Very short. How do you know that?”

“You may be surprised to learn that we have the Internet even down
here in Argentina, and | follow the news.”

She sure had a sharp tongue. “I left the espionage game and was
racing cars in Europe.”

“Which explains your driving this evening.”

“Well, anyhow, the director, Betty Richards, wanted me back for
this project. Ted Dunn was my friend. That’s why I agreed.”

She pulled back and stared at him. “You don't look like the pictures
of Craig Page I saw.”

“I decided to have my face touched up a bit. I had made enemies
with some nasty people. Now tell me what happened.”

She lit another cigarette, then began in a soft, melancholy voice. “1
was working in the office of my father’s shoe factory in those days. The
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last rule of the generals. It was June of 1979. I had just finished at the
university. A young woman worked in the payroll department. Maria
was her name. Sweet girl. Smart. Good worker. Her husband worked
for us too. He was a leather cutter. He was also a leader in the labor
union. Not a troublemaker, but vocal. My father didn’t mind him or
the union, but it was a good way to make enemies.”

“So what happened?” .

Nicole swallowed hard. “One day, Maria came to me and asked if
she could talk to my father. She needed his help, she pleaded with me.
The woman was in tears. Her eyes were bloodshot. I had never seen her
like this. So I took her in to see my father. I stayed and listened.”

Nicole picked up a napkin and wiped her eyes. “Jesus, I'm going to
start crying myself just thinking about it.”

“What happened?” Craig repeated.

“Maria had three little kids, girls age five and three and a six-
month-old boy named Benito. Her mother took care of them during
the day when she and her husband worked. The night before, when her
husband was out at a union meeting, General Estrada, who was then a
captain, barged into her house with three soldiers. Her mother lived at
her own house with Maria’s father. So it was just Maria and the three
children at home.”

Craig thought about the rape and murder of Antonia’s mother. The
hackles rose on his neck. “What did they do to her?”

“To her, nothing. That would have been much kinder. Estrada
ordered one of the soldiers to reach into the crib and take her son.”

“Kidnap him?”

Nicole nodded. “Here, as in any society, we have people who can’t
have children or want another one without going through the discom-
fort of a pregnancy. So the military regime supplied babies to people
who helped them or were in the government or the armed forces. When
pregnant women were arrested, the military waited for the child to be
born, then took the baby and killed the mother.”

While Craig had read about kidnappings during the Dirty War, it
was still chilling to hear the details about a specific incident.

Nicole continued in a somber voice. “Nobody knows how many
babies like Benito were taken. Hundreds. Maybe thousands. Unlike
the Nazis in Germany, our thugs didnt keep records of their crimes.
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You may have noticed we're not a very methodical people. It’s both our
strength and our weakness. They tried to justify it by claiming they
were taking babies from people who were Communists and enemies of
the State. Whatever that meant. It certainly didn’t fit Maria.”

“You made a very serious charge against Estrada. Can you be sure
he was directing the kidnapping of Maria’s baby?”

“Maria told me that the leader of this gang had a scar above his
right eyebrow. Also, the three of them got into an argument.”

“About what?”

“One of the soldiers wasn't content just stealing Maria’s baby. He
wanted to take her in the bedroom and rape her. Estrada told him
he couldn’t do that. So the soldier shouted, “What’s wrong with you
Caprain Estrada? You can' feel sorry for these people.” Those were his
exact words. I'll never forget them . . . I'll never forget anything Maria
said that day.”

“How did Estrada respond to the soldier?”

Nicole’s voice rose to a shrill, high, angry pitch. “He slapped him in
the face and said, “We don’t have time for your games. You were there
with Gimo. You heard him say that we had to take six babies tonight.
That means five more.”

“Six.” Craig was incredulous. “Six babies?”

“That’s what he said.”

“Good God. So Maria’s son, Benito, wasn't the only baby Estrada
and his goons stole for this Gimo.”

She nodded. “I heard from reliable sources that lots of money was
paid for these babies. No doubt much of it ended up in Estrada’s pocket
to finance his gambling and whoring. He was frequently seen in the
casinos of the resorts in Punta del Este in those days and ever since.
Now he wants to run our country.”

He had Estrada pegged as militant, corrupt, responsible for Dunn’s
and Pascual’s murders, and willing to do anything to get control of the
country, but direct involvement in atrocities like this made the man
even more evil.

Before he could respond, Nicole added, “And if Estrada does rake
over the presidency, hed better have bodyguards around the clock
because there are plenty of mothers like Maria whod like to kill him.”

“What did your father do when he heard Maria’s story?”
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“Even now. In the office, her work’s not good, but Papa pays her as
if nothing were wrong.”

Nicole’s eyes were blazing with intensity as she continued. “History
will repeat itself if we don't stop Estrada. [ don’t want that to happen.”

She crossed the room and refilled her glass, then offered some more
grappa to Craig, who declined. He could only handle one of those in
an evening. He was impressed that she was still drinking.

She placed her glass down on a table and pointed a finger at him.
“What were you doing in the United States when [ was hearing Maria’s
story? Playing baseball with your friends and trying to get into girls’
pants?”

He shifted awkwardly. “Yes. The accident of birth. But still, I've
had my own sadness. I joined the CIA. It was to do some good, to make
a difference in the world, not just for the game. Along the way, my wife
died when she was living with me in the Middle East. My daughter,
my only child, was killed by a venal rogue Chinese general who later
became their president. So don’t judge me on insufficient information,”
he said angrily.

“I hope you killed Zhou in Moscow to avenge your daughter’s
death.”

“You must spend a lot of time in front of the computer.”

“When you live in a place like Argentina, it’s the only way to be
informed. I want you to know that I never believed that heart atrack
story about Zhou in Moscow.”

Before he could respond, the telephone rang. Why this late, Craig
thought with trepidation. It had to be bad news. Perhaps they were
about to be arrested, and it was a warning. He heard a staccato series
of “Yes ... yes. .. yes,” from Nicole. Then she hung up the phone and
turned on the television set.

They saw pictures of an angry crowd marching and shouting. Craig
and Nicole moved close to the screen to see what was happening. A
mob was burning Brazilian flags. Shouting people were attempting to
storm the Brazilian Embassy in Buenos Aires and being repelled by
soldiers. An announcer said, “If you just tuned in, I want to summarize
for you what has happened this evening. Close to the town of Santo
Tomé in northeastern Argentina, along the Brazilian boarder, a group
of Brazilian soldiers—how many we don't know—armed with Chinese
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Washington

Bryce sat next to Treadwell on one side of the rectangular table
in the White House Situation Room. Across the table were the
Secretary of Defense, Hugh Tompkins and the Chairman of the Joint
Chiefs, General Forbes. At one end sat Betty; at the other the Secretary
of State, Kent Mclntire, and the Assistant Secretary for Inter-American
Affairs, Hal West.

The president looked in the direction of the duo from Foggy
Bottom.

“Kent, where are we on this South American business?” Treadwell
asked his secretary of state.

Kent nodded to West, sitting in front of a laptop.

The assistant secretary took that as his cue to rev up his PowerPoint
presentation. He pushed a switch on the wall lowering the screen and
another one closing the curtains.

Up on the screen flashed a map of the border area between Argentina
and Brazil where the battle took place. Then a series of slides showing
how the territory had changed hands in the last five hundred years.

Bryce was watching the president whose eyes looked glazed over,
focused away from the screen, and whose mind seemed to be wander-
ing in a distant place.

The next slide was entitled “Argentinas version of the events.” Set
forth in a series of bullets were the claims made by Estrada on the tel-
evision last night, followed by a series of photographs, showing dead
Brazilian soldiers armed with Chinese weapons lying next to a stone tower
at a locale identified by markers as clearly being in Argentine territory.

The following slide entitled, “THE BraziLIAN VERSION,” contained
the words “A Pack OF Lies.”

“That,” West said, “was what the Brazilian foreign minister told
Kent in a telephone conversation about two hours ago.”

Kent piped in. “And it was all he would say because he muttered
an obscenity about the weapons we've shipped to Argentina and hung
up the phone.”

West flashed on his next slide:

“ProOPOSED AMERICAN COURSE OF ACTION.
SenD HiGH LEVEL AMERICAN DELEGATION TO THE AREA.”
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dead and four wounded before the six were finally neutralized. Five
were killed immediately. One was wounded seriously. We tried to save
him with emergency medical treatment, but he died.”

Bryce broke in. “Did you have an opportunity to question the one
who was wounded?”

“We did. He said that Argentina had stolen the territory from
Brazil and that they were the vanguard of a larger force to retake what
belonged to Brazil. We immediately moved more troops into the area.
We are now prepared for a further attack.”

“What happened to the bodies of the Brazilian soldiers?” West asked.

“All were returned to Brazil for humanitarian reasons. We kept
their weapons. You will have a chance to inspect them. You will also
have a chance to talk to some of our soldiers who fought against the
Brazilians. And to inspect the damage they did to our outpost.”

Listening to Schiller, Craig became convinced that the colonel’s
presentation was too slick, too pat to be a rendition of reality. Left
out were some nagging issues such as precisely how the Brazilian unit
slipped into Argentina with the state of readiness that existed along the
border and the point of capturing a single Argentine outpost. He kept
those concerns to himself, wondering if he'd find answers in the north.

Northern Argentina

As the plane came in for a landing, Craig looked out of the win-
dow. The area was characterized by thick vegetation that one
would expect from the heavy rainfall. Even in October, temperatures
were into the nineties with high humidity. Rain was falling lightly when
they walked down the stairs to the tarmac of the military base.

Craig had no doubt they were in an area on the verge of becom-
ing a war zone. At the military base where they landed, row after row
of spanking new American-built fighter jets and bombers, F-18s and
F-16s, sat poised and ready to go. Riding in the back of one of the air-
conditioned vans with Bryce, West, Estrada, and Schiller, Craig saw
scores of Argentine troops on foot on their way toward the border, and
he also saw trucks carrying heavy guns and Abrams tanks. Uniforms
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“Why didn't they blow up the tower?” one of the American report-
ers asked.

Schiller responded. “The wounded man died before we had a chance to
ask. Our guess is that they wanted to occupy the tower, which they would
then fortify. Let’s go back down. You can see the weapons we captured.”

It had stopped raining by the time they reached the ground.

Schiller led the entourage to a shed about ten yards behind the
tower. The doors were thrown open and two soldiers wheeled out a
metal bin filled with weapons—pistols, rifles with bayonets, automat-
ics, grenade launchers, hand grenades.

“These are the arms the Brazilians brought with them,” Estrada said.

He reached into the bucket, pulled out an automatic weapon and
held it up. “All made in China,” he said. “You're welcome to inspect them.”

Craig had to admit that everything they had seen today was con-
sistent with the story Estrada had told on the television. It was a well-
orchestrated presentation. Estrada had designated Schiller to be the
conductor, and the colonel had handled the baton with incredible acu-
men. Too much for Craig’s comprehension. He hoped his hatred for
the colonel wasn't coloring his perception.

Buenos Aires

“To the friendship of our two great nations,” President Garcia said as he
raised a glass of sparkling Argentine wine.

Everyone else in the ornate first floor state room at the Alvear—all
twenty-three of them—raised their glasses as well.

“To President Treadwell,” Garcia added.

Once people had sipped, Bryce lifted his glass, “And to our host
President Garcia and the other leaders of the Republic of Argentina.”

“Hear, hear!” murmured the crowd.

Bryce touched his glass against Gina’s, who was standing next to
him looking exquisite in a white Gucci suit with a black knit blouse,
a perfect backdrop for her mother's gold cross. Watching them, Craig
could barely suppress a smile. Half an hour before the reception, while
he was still in his suite, Gina had called him.
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Schiller was seated at the third table along with a mixture of American
and Argentine military and civilian officials.

Once dinner began, Craig leaned toward Gina and talked with her
about Buenos Aires and the sights he had seen. As he did, he was try-
ing to eavesdrop on Estrada’s conversation with Bryce. What he heard
Bryce say was, “Everything bears out your version of the facts.”

“Because that’s what happened,” Estrada said. “But I'm happy
to hear you say it. There is still one thing I would like from your
government.”

Gina was rattling on about the beauty of Iguazu Falls. “I know
you couldn’t see much from where we were today. But you must go
back and visit. The Falls are 269 feet high over an area of two and a
half miles. The flow this time of year is fast with runoff from the win-
ter snow. The best ways to appreciate the incredible sight are from a
helicopter over the Falls or in a boat. At the bottom of the Falls, you
can move up so close in the boat that the spray from the water soaks
you.”

Craig strained to hear the discussion between Estrada and Bryce.

“Surely,” Bryce said, “You cant want more arms or planes from
us. After the surface-to-air missiles and rocket grenade launchers, your
army should be loaded. We've even agreed to a reduced, deferred pay-
ment schedule with lots of aid to offset much of the bill.”

Estrada nodded. “No. You've been very generous. I couldn’t ask
for any more in that sphere. What I want now is very easy for you to
supply.”

“What's that?” Bryce asked.

“And you also have to go to the far south,” Gina said to Craig, “to
Patagonia and . . .”

“If Brazil attacks again,” Estrada was telling Bryce, “we intend to
give them a powerful beating to deter their aggressive behavior once
and for all. I'd like the commitment of your government to stay out of
it and let us finish the job. That’s what I want.”

“That sounds reasonable,” Bryce responded. “I'm sure President
Treadwell will agree to it. I'll talk to him as soon as we get back.”

“Good and when you go to Brazil, you can deliver the message that
we are prepared to defend ourselves.”

Craig heard Gina say, “Have you ever seen penguins?”
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“This is not smart,” he wanted to tell her, but he kept still. The
alcohol had broken down her inhibitions and eroded her discretion.
Through the corner of his eye, he noticed Bryce watching what was
happening. The American lawyer was shooting green poison dart looks
at both Craig and Gina.

This was not what Craig needed right now.

He was happy when she told him, “I have to go the little girls’ room
to pee. You want to come and go to the little boys’?”

“I'm okay.” The last thing he wanted right now was for Bryce to see
him leave the room with Gina.

He took a deep breath when she spun off the chair, touched his
cheek, and cut across the room toward the entrance, which was being
guarded by three armed soldiers.

Craig’s relief was short-lived. The minute Gina was gone, Bryce
stood up, moved over, and sat down in her empty chair.

“We never really had a chance to talk today,” Bryce said to Craig.
“I gather from General Estrada that you're an investment banker from
San Francisco down here looking for opportunities.”

“That pretry well describes it,” Craig said warily. He was altering
his voice because Bryce had heard him speak as Craig Page in two meet-
ings with Treadwell.

“Been here long?”

“Oh a week or so.”

“Where are you staying?”

“Here at the Alvear. In fairly modest digs.” He smiled, but Bryce,
his face stone rigid, was in no mood for humor.

“I would think it’s a tough economy to make money in.” Bryce’s
voice had a suspicious edge.

“In my experience, that’s the best time to invest. Find the opportu-
nities before others do. When the storm is abating. Anybody can sail a
boat in calm water.”

“Are you married, Mr. Gorman?”

“Please, it's Barry.” He guessed that the jealous Bryce wanted to
point out to Gina that her new friend was married as a way of pulling
her back, but Craig was ready for him. Sticking with the Barry Gorman
bio, he said, “I tried it once. It didnt agree with me. What about you?
I'll bet you're part of a forty year marriage. My parents had one of those.”
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Craig couldn’t hear what Bryce and Schiller said, but he saw Bryce
hand the card to Schiller, which the colonel glanced at and returned.
They chatted for a couple of minutes. Then Schiller reached into his
pocket, took out a card of his own and handed it to Bryce.

At that point, Craig made a decision. Tomorrow morning
he would fly back to the United States. The focus had shifted to
Washington. The key now was whether Bryce could convince
Treadwell to do what Estrada wanted. Besides, he had pushed his
luck with Schiller as far as he possibly could. If he didnt get out of
the country damn fast, he'd end up like Dunn. He had no doubrt that
Schiller would make his death look like an accident in order to avoid
Estrada’s wrath.

A few minutes later, the dinner was breaking up. As Gina stood and
Craig held the chair for her, she whispered in his ear. “Remember room
614. I'll be waiting for your call.”

“Absolutely,” he replied softly.

On her way to the door, Bryce cut her off. Pretending to say good
night to Miranda, Craig moved close enough to hear Bryce say to her,
“Let’s go out on the town. You've always told me that Buenos Aires
starts at midnight. That’s ten minutes from now.”

Gina yawned. “Oh William, not tonight. I'm so tired.”

“But I thoughrt you were a night person.”

“On last night’s flight I was in the press section of the plane. We
didn’t have beds like you people. I'll take a rain check.”

“Just for a litcle while.”

“Please. I'm too tired for anything.”

Bryce was visibly annoyed, but there was nothing to do about it.
She wasn't going.

* * *

El Bodegon was a grimy down-and-out tango joint in a seedy area
of San Telmo, a fifteen-minute cab ride from the Alvear. While men-
tioning the name of the place to Craig, the concierge said, “I doubt
whether any foreigners have ever been there. At any rate, with the
increased crime that’s an unfortunate consequence of our recession, |

would not recommend it.”
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“Miguel Galindo. General Miguel Galindo.” Looking over at Craig
with pride, she asked, “Have you heard of him?”

He hadn't, but he didn’t want to admit that. So he said, “I saw his
name in some of the articles I read before coming down here. They
were all very complimentary.”

She gulped down the rest of her drink. “I'm so thirsty.”

The waitress was passing by. Gina told her, “I'll have another one.”

The waitress looked at Craig. “You, too?”

“I'm good for now.”

“How'd you get to know General Estrada?”

“What makes you think I do?” She sounded defensive.

“The way he was talking to you tonight. The fact that he selected
you for his dinner partner.”

She was beaming. “I guess that’s right. Alfredo served under my
father. After papa’s death, Alfredo treated me like one of his own chil-
dren. [ spent many weekends at his country house. He'ld send an army
car to pick me up at the girls’ school. He took me skiing with his fam-
ily in the winter and to a mountain lake in the summer. Now that 'm
grown up, he’s helped my career at the newspaper.” She paused to take
another sip. “But I'm tired of talking about myself. I want to talk about
you. How did you get into this investment business?”

She said it in such a forced way that he decided Estrada had told
her to obtain information from him.

The waitress brought her drink. She sipped it and looked at him,
waiting for an answer.

“I always liked money,” he said, laughing easily.

She laughed with him. “Most people do.”

“And I found that I'm good at it.”

“Your office is in San Francisco?”

He nodded. “I'd love to show you around California some time.
What do you think, Gina?”

“That would be great,” she said with enthusiasm. “Also, I like that you
call me by my name. Not honey or dear. You treat me like a real person.”

She was slurring her words, blinking her eyes as if getting them to
focus. She'd had too much to drink.

“And of course you are a wonderful person,” he said. “If you give
me your cell number, I'll call you when I can arrange ic.”
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“It’s quite late, Mr. Bryce,” she said.

Bryce tried to sound polite. “I know that, but we're working on
something very important. I'm the head of the American delegation.
Don't you know that?”

“I'm sorry, sir. I'll connect you right away.”

Again the phone rang and rang without any answer. That lying
bitch had to be with Gorman. He'd find a way to get even with him.

* * *

The song was a tale of passion and unrequited love, its tones mel-
ancholy and bittersweet. “It’s over between us / you said / in a goodbye
of sugar and ice.”

As they reached the dance floor, Craig took charge. She followed
where he led, anticipating his movements, her hair swinging freely, her
face a mask of sexual desire, her eyes focused on him. With a fervor they
moved, their bodies slapping together recklessly, generating a sense of
mutual desire. Her face flushed, she raised her right leg high, pressing
it against his left side, their bodies entwined. Roughly, he clasped her
ankle, held it for a couple of seconds, while her chest pressed against
his and their faces were an inch apart. Then he released her and their
bodies unraveled.

As she pulled away, no longer content to follow, she challenged
him for the lead. They were in her country. Lust had given her a self-
confidence she had never known before. She stalked him in their ritual
of desire. At first surprised by her aggression, he quickly backed down,
yielding to her as the predator. Other couples had stopped dancing
and were warching in awe the strangers, gliding around the floor. The
temperature in the room was high. That combined with their intense
motion and the alcohol they had consumed through the evening made
their skin glisten with perspiration.

When they came together now in the dancers’ embrace, they
were equals. Suddenly, she stopped dancing and squeezed him tight.
“Oh Barry, I'm so happy. When I'm with you, I don’t want anything
else.”

From deep down inside, a little voice whispered to him, “I hope
you know what you're doing. Don't let her be destroyed.”
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large emerald surrounded by diamonds. If I buy them for you, can we

forget about all of this?”

“I guess so.”

“The earrings would look beautiful on you.”

“If you insist,” she said reluctantly.

“I do. I'll buy them for you before we leave for the airport.” He
glanced at his watch. “Let’s go up to my room. We still have time for a
quickie.”

“I'm really sorry, Edward. I don’t have time. I'd still be upstairs
sleeping, but I have to be at the newspaper for a meeting with my edi-
tor. From there, I'm going to the airport.”

“Cancel the meeting.”

“You know I can't. I could lose my job.”

He sighed. “Alright. I'll see you on the plane. We'll have a special
date in Washington. I'll give you the emerald earrings then.”

“Okay.”

He left her at breakfast and returned to his hotel room where he
took Barry Gorman’s card out of his pocket and called the number
at the Philoctetes Group in San Francisco. He heard a recorded mes-
sage. “You have reached the office of Barry Gorman at the Philoctetes
Group. Mr. Gorman is out of the office on business. Please leave a mes-
sage and someone will return your call.”

Bryce hung up without saying a word.

Perhaps he had been wrong. He wanted to believe that everything
was as it had seemed. Barry Gorman was an American investment
banker in Argentina in search of opportunities. He and Gina had
merely been making conversation at the dinner. She did go out to
meet her friend Rosie. If Gorman were interested in Gina, he would
never have rushed off to San Francisco early this morning. She was
still his Gina; and she was in love with him. The rest was the jealous
paranoia of a man his age, worried he would lose a beautiful young
woman.

To be sure, Colonel Schiller had said he was suspicious of Gorman,
but Schiller had nothing specific he could point to. He and Schiller had
exchanged phone numbers. “We should stay in touch,” the colonel had
said. “And notify the other if we learn anything about Barry Gorman’s

deception.”
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Betty looked grim. “You have good instincts.” She stood up, walked
over to her desk, and picked up a book.

“Read pages 120 and121,” she said as she handed it to him.

He glanced at the cover. Inside the Gestapo, by Jonathan Martin.

He took it with him back to the table and began reading.

“It was Kurt Schiller, head of special operations for the Gestapo,
who fabricated an attack by Polish army units to justify Germany’s
attack on Poland.”

He recalled what Betty had told him in Sardinia. Kurt was Karl
Schiller’s grandfather, a high level Gestapo official who escaped with
Adolph Eichmann to Argentina after the war. He resumed reading.

“The operation is described in testimony at the Nuremberg trials.
On the 25th of August, 1939, Schiller ordered ten German prison-
ers who had lived near the Polish border and had been arrested for
crimes against the State to dress up in Polish army uniforms. The ten
were transported to a German lookout tower close to the Polish bor-
der. There, they were shot and killed. Their bodies were placed on
the ground as if they had been attacking the tower. Polish weapons
were placed near the bodies. Guns were fired at the tower, chipping
away some of the concrete. Then foreign reporters were taken to the
scene, shown the bodies as well as other evidence and told ‘Poland has
artacked us. We should not have to tolerate this aggression.” Six days
later, Germany invaded Poland.”

Craig tossed the book down on the table. “One’s a carbon copy
of the other. Grandpa Kurt told his grandson, Karl, about some of
his wonderful accomplishments for the Fatherland. Howd you dig this
up?”

“I recalled reading about it a long time ago. So I had somebody
here do a little research. In testimony, several Nuremberg witnesses
confirmed the facts of this faked border incident.”

“This is just what we need,” Craig said, now excited. “You can take
this into your meeting at the White House and blow Bryce out of the
water.” He began speaking faster, his voice rising. “When Bryce starts
talking about how Brazil attacked Argentina, you can stuff this book
down his throat. Now we know for sure that Estrada’s planning a major
attack on Brazil.” He was talking loud, the words pouring out with
gusto. “The so-called incident that occurred was fabricated in order to
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Rosie, could be in trouble. Don’t worry. I'll talk fast and call her back
later.”

“Hello,” she said.

“This is Barry.”

“Hold on for a minute,” she said into the phone. Then she dashed
with it into her bedroom and closed the door.

“Is this a good time for you to talk?” Craig asked.

“When you call, it’s always a good time.”

“I have to be in Southern California. How would you like to fly out
tomorrow and spend a couple of days with me? You can bring a bathing
suit. We'll have a good time.”

“Really. I'd love it,” she said impulsively, without thinking about
Bryce and how she'd justify it to him.

“That’s great. American Airlines has a three o'clock plane from
Dulles Airport to Los Angeles. I'll arrange for your ticket. All you have
to do is show some ID at the ticket counter. When you arrive, I'll be
waiting in the baggage claim area. We'll have a fabulous time.”

“I'll be there.”

“Ciao.”

After he hung up, she stared blankly at the phone. What had she
done? She had to find some way to handle this with Bryce. Otherwise,
Estrada would be furious. Still, she rationalized, he liked Barry. So by
seeing Barry, she was advancing Estrada’s agenda. Not certain whether
Estrada would see it that way, she decided not to tell him when she
called later that night.

As for Bryce, right now, she wouldn't say a word to him. She put a
grim look on her face.

“It’s horrible,” she said when she returned to the living room.

Bryce had been leaning back in a comfortable leather chair, his eyes
closed. “What's horrible?”

“You know I told you that Rosie’s boss has been coming on to her,
and she’s been trying to avoid him and not lose her job.”

“Uh-huh,” Bryce said, sounding bored. She was convinced he
didn’t have the least bit of interest in Rosie’s travail.

“Well, anyhow, when she was in the supply room he snuck up behind
her and stuck his hand up under her skirt.” Gina was getting carried away
with the story she was creating. “I mean like before she had a chance to
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Past the gatehouse drove a van carrying four Argentine generals,
longtime friends and colleagues of Estrada, who would be in the field
directing the attack.

The four assembled around a table in Estrada’s office with Schiller
and Estrada. The mood of the six was jovial, pleasing Estrada, and
matching the bright spring day. For decades, the Argentine military had
been maligned and regarded with contempt by one incompetent civil-
ian ruler after another. Well, those days were over. The military would
rule again in Argentina. This time they wouldn't have to fight their way
in. On the heels of a smashing victory against those illiterate Brazilians,
the people would sweep Estrada into power. It would be a great day for
the Argentine military. A great day for the Argentine nation.

“We have two items of good news,” a beaming Estrada announced
with a lit cigar in his hand.

All eyes were looking at him, waiting expectantly.

“First, I personally spoke with General Sanchez in Porte Allegre.
He assured me that most of the key Brazilian army commanders in
their southern sector are on board. In that region, they despise the fed-
eral government. They will order their soldiers not to resist. Sanchez is
worried about casualties from our weapons. I promised that we would
only fire if fired upon. Is everybody clear with thar?”

In unison, all four generals replied, “Yes.”

“Excellent. The second bit of good news is that the Americans will
not intervene. The decision was made by President Treadwell. That's
the last piece that had to fall into place. So now we can finalize our
plans.”

He paused to puff on his cigar. He had been a happy man since
Gina had called last night to tell him about Treadwell’s decision. “Now
let’s talk about logistics.”

Estrada picked up a pointer resting on the table. With long pur-
poseful strides, he walked over to a large map of the area taped to
the wall. Then he targeted four specific points along the Argentine
Brazilian border. He assigned each of them to one of the generals in
the room.

“At first light, 600 hours, Wednesday,” he said, “four days from
now, our planes will bomb the Brazilian air bases and eliminate their
air force as a factor. An hour later, each of your units will smash across
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It was no different than what happened in any administration in
Washington. One or more law firms always caught the giant wave and,
like a champion surfboarder, rode it to financial ecstasy.

Later on that Sunday, the office would be bustling as young law-
yers, anxious to make their mark and gain the position of partner at the
cash trough by exceeding the target of three thousand billable hours a
year, would be hunched over their computers, composing briefs and
memoranda. Bur at eight o’clock, the posh wooden corridors, covered
over by oriental carpets, were quiet.

Bryce's secretary was already at her desk, poised to provide help
when he needed her. Rarely did Bryce have anything for her on a
Sunday that couldn’t be done on Monday. Still, she smiled and endured
the ridiculous waste of giving up part of the Lord’s day in return for the
large bonus that went with being the managing partner’s number one
secretary.

“Morning, Sue,” Bryce said, as he passed by her desk without look-
ing at her.

“Morning, Mr. Bryce,” she responded. “The firm’s financial infor-
mation that you wanted is on your desk, and I'll get you a cup of coffee.”

Once he was inside his office, Bryce turned on his computer.
Waiting for it to boot up, he noticed that the voice mail light on his
telephone console was red.

Bryce hit the listen button. What he heard was Gina’s voice, leaving
a message at six fifty that morning. “I had a really good time last night,
William. Thank you very much and for the earrings . . . I'm sorry, but
I’ll have to miss the football game today. I just received a call from my
editor. He wants me to go out of town to cover a story for a couple of
days. I'll call you when I get back . .. I can't turn him down.”

What the hell’s going on, Bryce wondered. Her excuse had to be
total bullshirt.

He thought about her behavior since the trip to Buenos Aires.
Everything had changed in their relationship. It wasn't simply that she
had been cooler to him. They hadnt made love even once. He remem-
bered the last time she had her period, and he checked the calendar.
That was only fifteen days ago.

He dialed Gina’s home number, but encountered her answering
machine. Then her cell phone. Same result. No surprise. She didn'
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And it wasn't farfetched. After all, Colonel Schiller had told Bryce
that he thought Gorman was a phony. Thus far, Schiller couldn’t
prove it.

Well, Bryce would expose that fraud, but he'd need help.

About six years ago in his legal practice, Bryce had been repre-
senting an American computer company, whose technology was being
pilfered by a Chinese firm. To uncover the critical evidence, Bryce
had hired Dale Briscoe, a former high-ranking official of the Defense
Intelligence Agency, who had a PI firm based in Roslyn, Virginia, close
to the Pentagon. Briscoe maintained a lengthy list of former FBI and
law enforcement officials around the country whom he drew upon as
consultants for spot assignments.

Then two years later, Bryce had hired Briscoe in a stock fraud case
to establish that the government’s main witness had made a killing trad-
ing in the stock himself through concealed third parties. Both times,
Briscoe’s work had been outstanding.

Bryce picked up his Blackberry and scrolled through the directory
until he found Briscoe’s home telephone number.

“Dale. It's Edward Bryce. Been a couple years. I hope you remem-
ber me.”

Briscoe gave a hearty laugh. “How could I forget? You're the man of
the hour in Washington. The man everybody wants to hire.”

Hearing those words, Bryce was bursting with pride.

“Right now, I need you.”

“Your wish is my command.”

“Ten this morning. My office.”

“I’ll be there with bells and whistles. Whatever you need, I'll get it
for you.”

% % *

Though Dale Briscoe had a jovial side in personal matters, when
it came to intelligence work, the wiry former Holy Cross basket-
ball player was a hard charger. He never said a job couldn’t be done.
He loved outrageously short deadlines. He took no prisoners. Those
were the qualities that Bryce thought made him perfect for this

assignment.
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Briscoe once told Bryce, “Show me an intelligence agent without
holes in the soles of his shoes, and I'll show you a man who's not work-
ing hard enough.”

So when Briscoe collapsed his six-foot-four frame into a straight
chair across from Bryce’s desk, the first thing the lawyer asked was if he
could see the soles of Briscoe’s shoes. With delight, Briscoe lifted one
and then the other. Each of them had holes the size of a quarter.

“Tell me what I can do for you,” Briscoe said, in his usual, no-
nonsense manner.

Bryce had made a copy of the card Barry Gorman had given him
in Buenos Aires and printed a copy of Barry Gorman’s bio from the
Philoctetes website, including Gorman’s photo. He handed both of
these to Briscoe. “I want you to find out everything you can about
this man. Every transgression he’s ever committed all the way back.
Anything. Was he punished in grade school for putting chewing gum
under the desk? You know what I mean.”

Briscoe nodded. “You want to expose those things to some mutual
acquaintance, or maybe persuade Gorman to do your bidding.”

“All of the above.”

The investigator glanced at the documents Bryce had handed him.
“What do you know about the Philoctetes Group?”

“Personally, I'd never heard of it until a couple of days ago. It’s a
private equity firm. Gorman has billions of their money to invest in
Argentina.”

“Why would he want to do that with the economic mess in
Argentina?”

“You always cut to the chase. I tried calling his office in San
Francisco, but I got a routine voice mail message. I'm afraid I can’t tell
you much else about the man.”

Bryce was ready to end the meeting. “Let’s talk about the deadline
and your fee.”

Briscoe wanted to probe some more. “Have you ever met the man?”

“Once in Buenos Aires last week. He was staying at the Alvear Palace.”
Bryce bolted upright in his chair. “That reminds me. I should have told
you that Argentina’s Director of Military Intelligence, Colonel Schiller,

is also suspicious of Gorman, but he couldn’t point to anything specific.”
“Karl Schiller?”
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“Yeah. You know him?”

“We cooperated on a couple of projects involving Venezuela when
I was still with the DIA. We got along fine, but he’s one tough son of a
bitch. I'd hate to be on his shir list.”

Briscoe put the documents down on Bryce’s desk.

“All right,” Briscoe said crisply. “Now, let’s talk about deadlines and

»
money.

Bryce said, “I want the information tomorrow. Nine in the morning,”

“No way. I'll need forty-eight hours. Even that will be a killer, but
for you I'll do it.”

Bryce didn't argue. He realized tomorrow was unreasonable and
expected some push back.

“The second is easy,” Briscoe said. “I want a million dollars.”

Bryce whistled. “You've got to be kidding.”

“Nope. This is worth a lot to you. Here’s the deal. I only get the
million dollars if I hit a home run. If I don't, you won't have o pay me
a cent. Not even expenses. That’s it. Take it or leave it.”

Bryce realized Briscoe wasn't bluffing. “What's a home run?” he
asked weakly.

“A ball that goes over the fence and out of the park.”

“Who'll decide if it’s a home run?”

“Thart’s the beauty of this arrangement. Never any question about
whether a ball goes over the fence.”

When Bryce didn't respond, Briscoe said, “So are you in or out?”

“I'm in.”

The two men stood up and shook hands. Brisco never liked written
agreements; and that suited Bryce.

“See you Tuesday at nine in the morning,” Briscoe said, sounding
as if he was convinced he would hit a home run.

Los Angeles

Kiiling time before Gina's plane arrived, Craig was in a bar at the

os Angeles airport sipping a beer because the only wines they
had were cheap California rotgut. Although California produced some
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As if having read his mind, she interrupted his musing. “I can’t
believe that I'm going to fly cross-country on your account.”

“Well you already flew to Sardinia. Los Angeles isn't nearly as far.”

“Don't push it, wise guy.”

“Yes, Madam Director. Sorry about that.”

“I can get a plane anytime, and I never sleep, so tell me where and
when you want to meet.”

“We'll be staying at a little gem of a resort called Rancho Valencia
in Rancho Santa Fe, south of LA. North of La Jolla. Tomorrow
morning I'll pretend to go jogging. At five-thirty let’s meet at the
gate house near the entrance to the resort. It's on Rancho Valencia
Drive.”

“You sure you'll be alone? That your friend won't want to go jog-
ging with you?”

“I'll find a way to leave her back at the hotel.”

Craig had selected the location for his meeting with Gina with care.
Rancho Valencia was a relatively isolated resort outside of the tiny town
of Rancho Santa Fe. He had learned about it from a Carnegie Mellon
fraternity buddy, whose father owned a horse farm for racing thorough-
breds across the road.

The resort property consisted of one-story, two-unit casitas spread
out on meticulously landscaped grounds, proving that with enough
water the desert can bloom. He had reserved an entire casita so that if
she yelled and screamed there would be no one to hear her. But all of
that would have to wait until tomorrow morning.

This evening was the last chapter in his courtship or, more pre-
cisely, his deception of Gina Galindo. He wasn't being a shit, he told
himself, as she bounded off the plane, the picture of youthful enthusi-
asm, a woman in love, her face glowing with excitement and expecta-
tion. Dressed in a bright print blouse and short pink skirt, she raced
over and threw herself into his arms.

“So tell me what we're going to do,” she said, as they roared south
with Craig behind the wheel of a BMW convertible on the 405 toward

Orange County.
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“I want you to know that after our date at the tango bar in Buenos
Aires, I decided to end the relationship with him.”

“What did Bryce say about that?”

“He doesn’t know. I haven't told him that in so many words, but I
ended it in fact. I mean, that way . . . I might see him again, but noth-
ing intimate. You know what [ mean.”

He nodded. “I know exactly what you mean. Now our food’s com-
ing. Let’s enjoy dinner.”

Dinner at Mille Fleur was great. But after a glass of champagne and
two or three glasses of Nuits St. George, Gina slept all the way to the
hotel. And once they entered the room, she said, “Do you mind if we wait
to do whatever until tomorrow morning? I'm sorry, but I'm really tired.”

“No of course not. [ get up early and run in the morning. So don’t
worry if I'm not here when you wake up. I'll be back for breakfast.”

“Run as long as you want. I sleep in the mornings.” She gave a short
laugh. “As late as possible. So we're perfect together.”

She used the bathroom first. By the time he brushed his teeth, she
was already sound asleep on one side of the king-sized bed.

As he looked at her, so contented, a smile on her face, her breasts
rising and falling with each breath, he thought of that old expression,

“You're going to hate me in the morning.”

Rancho Santa Fe

“I hope you didn’t have any trouble finding this place,” Craig told Betty
as he climbed into the back of the armor-plated Lincoln Town car and
sat next to her.

“None at all. The wonders of GPS. Now tell me where we can go to
talk and look at documents. I hate sitting on the road. We might have
to explain ourselves to some nosey local cop.”

“A college classmate of mine’s facher owns a racehorse farm five min-
utes from here. They have a small grandstand. After we spoke, I called
yesterday to say I was bringing by a friend to watch the morning work-
out. I don't expect anybody to be there who will recognize you. Just the
trainers. The only newspapers those guys read are the racing ones.”
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She paused to push back her glasses. “You also asked me for infor-
mation relating to Estrada and the kidnapping of babies. Estrada’s name
never appears in any of our documents. Perhaps he was too junior at
the time. A baby kidnapping operation was run by some of the gener-
als, so Estrada could have been working for one of them. They called
it Operation Delta. A sadistic choice of title. Delta, the letter D, is
the first letter of the word divide. They kidnapped babies, and divided
them from their families. Maybe hundreds. Nobody knows. Again,
from supposedly Communist sympathizers. They sold these babies to
friends and pocketed the cash. There’s nothing in the documents link-
ing Gina’s father to Operation Delta.”

“Are you certain there’s no evidence in the documents of Estrada’s
involvement in the kidnapping business?”

She shook her head. “I asked the researchers several times. The
answer is no. Some other names were mentioned. Do you have reliable
evidence of your own that Estrada was involved?”

She was looking at him hopefully. “That could help us with
Treadwell to overrule Bryce.”

Craig paused to weigh the issue in his mind. An affidavit from
Maria about Estrada’s involvement wouldn’t carry the day with
Treadwell because Bryce would blow it out of the water as no real evi-
dence. “What I have ar this point isn’t enough to do the job. Only fuzzy
recollections from twenty years ago, Bryce would contend. Or an effort
to destroy an innocent man trying to become president of the country.”

Still, he might have another way to use Maria to nail Estrada. “Tell
me what happened to Gina's father after the Dirty War ended and civil-
ian rule returned to Argentina.”

“Initially, there were no prosecutions, no trials, or any other
accounting for the perpetrators of these heinous crimes. Instead,
the new civilian government reached a tacit understanding with the
military to sweep it all under the rug and move on as if nothing had
occurred. So for the next three years after civilian rule was restored in
1983, General Galindo continued doing whatever generals do in peace
time—supervising officers and so forth.”

“And then?”

“He was walking from a restaurant in a town in Patagonia near an
army base to his car when a woman raced up to him. Before anyone
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She shouted, “Surprise. I'm up, and I ordered breakfast from
room service.” The table was fully set. “I wanted to show you I can be
domestic.”

He laughed. “Thanks. That was very nice of you.”

“I hope you'll like what I ordered.”

“I'm sure I will. I'm all sweaty. Just let me jump into the shower
then we'll eat.”

After he emerged from the shower in a terrycloth robe over a pair of
underpants, she used the bathroom. That let him bring in Betty’s folder
and bury it in clothes in his suitcase.

Gina walked over and kissed him. “Breakfast. Then whatever,” she
said.

“You look fabulous,” he told her as she sat down across from him.

“Thank you. Dinner last night was wonderful.”

He looked away from her at the lemon tree outside the window.
Tell her already, he chided himself. Waiting won’t make it any easier.

“I ordered us a wild mushroom omelet,” she continued in her bub-
bly enthusiasm. “I know a lot of you Americans don’t think you should
eat eggs, but my great grandma lived to be ninety-nine and she ate two
eggs every day of her life. So what do you think of that?”

“I'm happy to try it.”

“And if we ever have children, and I know that’s a big if, then I
intend to make them eggs every day and keep them healthy.”

He tore off a piece of toast and poured them both some coffee. He
couldn’t continue the charade any longer. Her line from last evening
seemed like the best opening. “I have a confession to make.”

The grim, serious expression on his face knocked the smile off hers.
Her hand holding a cup of coffee shook. Some spilled out as she put the
cup down. “I'm not going to like this. Am [2”

“No. You won't.”

“You're already married?”

“I'm not, although that would be easier to explain.”

She sat up ramrod straight and gripped the sides of the chair hard,
as if that could save her from the storm that was about to blow through
the room and blast her away.

“Lintend to put my life into your hands,” he said. “Literally. I mean
that. But I know I can trust you. And I need your help.”
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“A week or so before I met you in Washington, I was staying at
Alfredo’s country estate. He wanted to talk to me about what I was
doing with Bryce and how important it was. Late that night, he had
a meeting with Schiller and some of his other generals. I was sleeping
upstairs, but the sound of loud voices woke me. My room was near the
top of the stairs. So I quietly opened up the door and strained my ears
to listen.” She looked awkward. “I don’t usually do this, but I wanted to
know where my work with Bryce fit into his plans.”

Craig and Nicole were both at the edge of their chairs as she
continued.

“I heard Alfredo say, ‘The diamonds in Rio Grande do Sul are ours
for the taking. The Brazilian commanders in the area will tell their
troops not to resist when we attack. They made that commitment to
me at Bariloche. We can slice off the southeast portion of Brazil and
make it part of Argentina. When we do that, we'll have control of the
diamonds.”

So that’s why they murdered Dunn and Pascual, Craig realized.
The diamonds are in Brazil. Not Argentina. Estrada couldn’t let any-
one find out about the clandestine meeting hed had with Brazilian
military leaders from Porte Allegro. In some ways, it wasn't surprising.
That region of Brazil had a history of being fiercely autonomous and
resentful of the Central Brazilian government. He remembered read-
ing that Garibaldi fought with the residents of Rio Grande do Sul in a
war for independence from Brazil before Garibaldi returned to Iraly to
help unify it. In addition to a promise of autonomy, Estrada probably
offered those Brazilian military leaders a cut of the diamond wealth.
“Did Estrada say any more about Bariloche?” he asked.

“Not Alfredo. But Schiller told the generals, ‘You must keep this
information extremely confidential. The Americans sent an agent to
spy on our meeting in Bariloche. Fortunately, we found out and killed
him before he obtained any information.” Then someone asked, “Won'’t
the Americans stop us if we attack first?” and Estrada replied, ‘I have
plans for dealing with that. We'll fake a small incident and make them
seem like the aggressors. We have the president’s key advisor in our
pocket. ICll work.™
Bryce should go to jail for life for this, Craig thought. “What about

the diamonds? What else was said about them?”



240 THE ARGENTINE TRIANGLE

“One of the other generals asked Alfredo if he was certain they were
really there in such large quantities.”

“How did he respond?”

“Alfredo became angry. He doesn’t like to be questioned. He called
the man a fool and told him everyone knows this area of Brazil is rich in
minerals. Oil and iron ore. All sorts of things. Alfredo said he wanted to
find out just how much value there is in the area. So he asked a friend of
his, a professor at the University in Buenos Aires, to recommend one of
the world’s top experts in mineral exploration. The man recommended
was a well-known English geologist by the name of Jeremy Barker, an
Oxford University professor.”

She paused to take a breath. “Well anyhow, Alfredo said that he
hired Dr. Barker to spend the month of July this year in the area, doing
research and exploratory work that was kept secret by paying bribes to
local officials. That was when Dr. Barker made the discovery, but he
hasn’t told anyone or written any articles.

“Instead, he came to Alfredo and disclosed the information in
return for money and a promise to be a consultant on the diamond
field development. Alfredo also said that he had Dr. Barker’s informa-
tion checked by an Argentine geologist, whose name [ couldn’t hear
and who was sworn to secrecy. That seemed to satisfy the other generals
because someone made a toast, ‘First the diamonds. Then the presiden-
tial palace, Casa Rosada.” Somebody else shouted, “To Alfredo Estrada,
the next president of Argentina.” Then the meeting broke up, I quietly
closed my door so Alfredo wouldn’t get suspicious. That’s all I know.”

“It’s plenty,” Nicole said, trying to lend encouragement to Gina.
“You've been incredibly helpful.”

Craig had his head in his hands thinking. “What we need now is
hard evidence that the Brazilian attack last week was bogus, and when
the large attack will take place. With that, I can go to Washington and
turn around Treadwell’s decision.”

“I'll get the information,” Gina said. “Tell me how.”

“The only way I can think of would be for you to set a meeting
with Alfredo, go in wearing a tiny hidden microphone, and—"

Nicole interrupted. “Don't you dare suggest that. It’s too danger-
ous. [f they find out, they'll torture her. Allit’ll do is get her killed. Find

»
another way.
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“There is no other way,” he said stubbornly.

“Haven't you done enough to this girl?”

Gina’s head was turning back and forth between the two of them,
as if she were at a tennis match, while they were discussing her as if she
weren’t there.

“I'll do it,” Gina said.

“No you won't,” Nicole fired back.

Gina turned on her. “Don’t tell me what I'll do. Everybody else
has been manipulating me for the last six months. Now I want to take
charge of my own life. I'm doing it, and that’s final.”

Nicole said to Craig, “C’'mon outside. I want to talk to you alone.”

“I want to hear this,” Gina said stubbornly. “You can say what you
want in front of me.”

“Okay,” Nicole replied. She was glaring at him. “You really are
despicable.”

“Let her do it. She wants to make up for her father’s crimes.”

Nicole stared at him hard. “Come on, Craig, you can’t expose Gina
to this danger. She’s suffered enough. Where’s your compassion. Leave
her alone.”

Wide-eyed and with an intensely serious expression on her face,
Gina said, “I'm the only one who can do this.”

He weighed in his mind Nicole’s apprehension. In the end, he said,
“Okay, Gina. You can do it. Stay here with Nicole, for a couple of
hours. I have to go downtown to see a man about a wire. When [ get
back, I'll tell you what to do. Then you can call Estrada to arrange a
meeting.”

Craig’s only source for the electronic equipment was the American
Embassy. He assumed that Schiller's men were watching all the likely
places in case he had snuck back into the country because Argentina,
like the United States, was so vast that it had a tough border to control.
That meant he couldn’t drive into the United States Embassy himself.
Nor did he want to risk having an Embassy car come to Nicole’s house.
That only left one option. Much as he hated riding in a closed trunk,
he used his cell phone to call B. ]. Walker at the embassy, used Betty’s
code, and asked B. J. to pick him up at the same meeting place they had
used the night of the protests. He planned to drive there and park his
rental car. That seemed safe enough.
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“I've got an idea.”

“Shoot.”

“How about a change of scenery. Let’s go out to my place at
Middleburg. We'll have dinner there and stay over.”

“I don’t know. I do feel like a prisoner. Getting cabin fever in this
building. Bur it’s always such a hassle to go out of town overnight.
Berween Secret Service and the rest of the entourage.”

Bryce could tell that Treadwell was on the fence. “Then why not
make it fun. We'll take Amy along. Hell, you have the perfect cover.
You'll be reworking the speech with her.”

“Now you're talking. That sounds great. You want to bring along
Gina as well?”

“She’s out of town on an assignment for her paper. The three of us
will be great.”

“Good, I'll call Amy to come over here around seven. We'll take off
then. You want to ride in the chopper with us?”

“Naw. I better go down early and get everything ready.”

When he hung up the phone, Bryce was very pleased with himself.
At dinner, he'd have a chance to lobby Treadwell about Argentina. It
didn’t matter if Amy was there. Sheld never repeat anything. He now
had the perfect plan for countering that interfering Betty Richards.
What an outrage—sending a spy to Argentina behind the backs of
Bryce and the president. In Middleburg, Betty would never have the
access to Treadwell that she would at the White House. Tomorrow
morning, Bryce would be in complete control of Treadwell.

Buenos Aires

“I assume you want to use a secure phone,” B. J. said o Craig once they
were inside the Embassy.

“That’s part of it. | also need some technical help. I want to fit a
woman with a recording device to pick up a conversation in a small
meeting. Probably one on one.”

B. J. looked uncomfortable. “I hope you don't want simultaneous
broadcast outside the building.”






ONE YEAR LATER 245

phone, I am enraged. The absolute hubris of Bryce to use the United
States and destroy its credibility in all of Latin America because he
wanted to get his rocks off.”

“T'agree. But I should have the recording from Gina later today.”

“Even if you get it, which is uncertain, it would be too much to
dump on Treadwell all at once. I have to begin conditioning the presi-
dent as soon as possible. I'll take those transcripts to the White House.
Also, Jonathan Martin’s book, /nside the Gestapo. 1 need all the available
ammunition. Bryce has been Treadwell’s great buddy for more than forty
years. This won' go down easy, my telling him that Bryce has been oper-
ating as an agent of a foreign government. That he has betrayed Treadwell
and the United States. I have to do it in stages. Treadwell knows Gina. If
Estrada kills her, that’ll make an impression on the president.”

Craig took the electronic equipment back to Nicole’s house where
he explained the plan to Gina and Nicole.

He was looking at Gina. “The microcassette recorder will be posi-
tioned with tape against your skin. Under your blouse between the two
cups of your bra. In addition to the tape, it will be held in place by skin
colored wire thar runs around your back.”

He turned to Nicole and added, “When we're ready to fit it, you'll
doit.”

Gina shot him a look. “I'm ready to go. Let me call Estradas office.
His secretary knows me.”

“Good. Do it. Use your cell phone.”

Craig watched her as she made the call. Despite her show of bra-
vado, he could see her hand shaking ever so slightly. Craig asked Gina
to turn up the volume, and he moved close enough to her so he could
hear the voices on the other end.

“I have to see Alfredo,” Gina said. “It’s a private matter that’s quite
urgent.”

When Gina hung up, she reported what the secretary said: “I
should come to his office in Defense at seven this evening.”

For the next hour, Craig went over, again and again with Gina, the
script for her conversation with Estrada and what they needed from it:
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The Army officer, alone at the desk, recognized her from previous
visits to Estrada. Though he put her through the motions of signing
in, no identification was required. No metal detector for a friend of
Estrada. He told her she could proceed up to Estrada’s office with-
out an escort. Quickly, she crossed the reception area to the bank of
elevators.

As she exited the elevator and walked along the dimly lit marble
corridor, the clicking of her heels seemed excruciatingly loud. Settle
down, she admonished herself. He'll have no reason to suspect a thing
unless you give him one.

Passing Colonel Schiller’s office, she turned her head ever so slightly
and looked into the open doorway. The colonel sat at his desk staring
into the corridor. He nodded and gave her a short, sadistic smile.

Inside Estrada’s suite, she expected to see one of the generals’
secretaries, but their desks were vacant. All of the papers out of sight.
He must have let them go home, she decided. Nothing unusual in
that, given the hour, though it underscored how very much alone
she felt.

Still, she had no doubt she was doing the right thing. It wasn’t
simply that she had to atone for the sins of her father toward Maria and
other innocent people, Estrada had been part of the baby kidnapping
operation and God only knows what else. He couldn’t be permitted to
take over the country.

With what she now knew, it amazed her, walking into Estrada’s
huge corner office, that he looked perfectly normal and relaxed, with
his feet up on his desk, reading a document in a black binder. A lit cigar
rested in an ashtray close to his right hand. Convinced he didn't suspect
a thing, and how could he, she breathed a large sigh of relief.

He sat upright, pointed to a stiff wooden chair in front of his desk,
and she sat down.

“I was surprised that you were back in Argentina,” he said.
“Intrigued by your message that you had something urgent to ell me.”

“I was afraid to use the phone.”

“If i’s that sensitive, you were wise to come in person. Tell me
about it.”

His eyes were boring in on her with such intensity that she glanced

down at her hands folded in her lap.
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expected Estrada to confide in her that what she had heard that night
in his house was correct. Then it would be an easy matter for her to fol-
low up by asking him when the attack would take place. Once he gave
her that information, she would have on the tape everything that Craig
needed. She should then drop the subject and move on.

She waited anxiously for Estrada to respond. Instead of saying a
word, he rose and walked over to a window across the office. There, he
stood looking out into the night as if he were deep in thought. Gina was
alarmed. Craig had told her that if Estrada was too far away, the record-
ing device wouldn’t pick up what he said. Craig hadn’t told her how far
was too far. But this was a key point. On the verge of panic, she sprang up
and walked toward Estrada. At a distance of ten feet, she stopped, waiting
for him to say something—the words that would incriminate him.

Without opening his mouth and without any warning, he wheeled
around abruptly, charged toward her, and with both hands ripped open
her blouse at the center where it was buttoned. Too stunned to move
or speak and paralyzed with fear, she watched in horror as he pulled
a small army knife from his pocket, cut the wire, roughly pulled the
microrecorder away from the tape fastening it to her skin, and tossed it
into a large pitcher of water on a nearby table. The device sank quickly
to the bottom where she realized it couldn’t record a word.

Estrada picked up the phone and dialed a number. “Yes,” he said.

Seconds later, Schiller raced into the room. She cowered against
the wall, trying to hold together the two sides of her blouse to cover
herself. Schiller sneered at her, picked up the pitcher, and left the room
as quickly as he came, shutting the door behind him.

Estrada was now glaring at her. “Your friend, Craig Page, the CIA
agent...”

In midsentence, he paused, letting the name sink in, making sure
she understood that he now knew Barry Gorman, the investment
banker, was Craig Page, a CIA agent. Then he continued. “Your friend,
Craig Page, must think that we are stupid in Argentina. It’s a pity you'll
never see him again, or you could explain to him how wrong he was.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Of course, | suspected that he would have you outfitted with a
recording device, so Colonel Schiller installed a concealed detector
above the door to my office. We set it on mute, but the response when
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“If your father ever had any idea that you became a traitor to our
country .. . Well T hate to think of that. It’s good that our hero Miguel
Galindo rests in peace.”

If Estrada thought evoking her father’s name would make her yield,
he was mistaken. It had the opposite effect. She recovered her compo-
sure and fortified her resolve.

“My father was no hero. 1 know now what he did. What you did
with him. You were a bunch of murderers and kidnappers.”

With the back of his hand, Estrada lashed out and smacked the side
of her face, knocking her to the ground.

“He’s been feeding you lies,” Estrada shouted with saliva coming
out of his mouth.

The pain on her face was sharp. Still she raised her voice to respond.
“I saw documents from the time.”

“All American lies.”

“Documents generated here. Orders signed by my father.”

“I've treated you like my own daughter all these years. In return,
you betray me. And you betray his memory. Youre both pathetic and
contemptible. And do you know what else?”

She looked up at him, fearful of what he planned to do with her.

Estrada continued, “Your American friend has done me a big
favor, tipping his hand by sending you. We'll advance the arttack. The
Americans will never be able to stop us.”

He called in Schiller. “Have the pilot fuel up my plane. We're going
back to Iguazu. Right now. From the air, we'll notify the generals. We'll
launch our attack several hours earlier. Before the Americans have a
chance to move their satellites into place.”

“I’ll notify the pilot right now.”

“Good. I had planned to remain in Buenos Aires when we attacked
and keep the city under control. With the American CIA so close on
our tail, everything could become much more complicated. You and I
better stay up there for the next twelve hours.”

Schiller nodded his agreement. “What do we do about her?” he
said pointing toward Gina. His tone suggested that he wanted to dis-
pose of her as he would a piece of garbage.

“I haven’t decided yet,” Estrada replied. “For now, we'll take her
with us. Put her in one of those cells on the second floor of the castle.
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Middleburg, Virginia

Asleep in the master bedroom at the far end of the second floor,
Bryce was awakened by the sound of a woman screaming,. It was
an awful, piercing yell that conveyed a combination of fear and terror.
A desperate cry for help.

He shot upright in bed and tried to orient himself. Was he dream-
ing? The cry was coming from the far end of the corridor, from the
guestroom Treadwell and Amy were using. He wasn’t dreaming, It was
Amy who was screaming.

After glancing at the clock that showed it was 3:12 a.m., he jumped
out of bed and ran down the hall in his pajamas. Amy was standing in
front of the door to the guestroom, her robe open in front She looked
like a wild woman, strands of hair flowing over her face. She held her
arms high over her head and shrieked. “Help me. Somebody! Please!
God, help me!”

Bryce heard noise on the stairs behind him. He whirled around and
saw Dr. Lee, clutching her black doctor’s bag, and a military aide racing
up from downstairs.

“Quick,” Amy cried out. “Come quick. It’s the president. He’s hav-
ing an attack.”

Dr. Lee followed her into the bedroom with Bryce right behind.
There, he saw Treadwell lying on the bed in obvious pain, moaning and
gasping for breath. His right hand was in a tight fist against his chest.
His skin color was gray, and he was drenched with sweat. Bryce was no
doctor, but he was convinced Treadwell was having a heart attack.

Dr. Lee shouted to Amy, “Go into the bathroom. Get me one of his
nitroglycerine tablets.”

While Amy ran off to retrieve the medicine, Bryce was staring at
the celling wondering what all this meant for him.

He tried to focus on what was happening. Dr. Lee placed her ear
against Treadwell's mouth, listening for a breath. She then put her fin-
gers on the side of Treadwell’s neck, feeling for a pulse.

“He has a pulse, but it’s thready,” the doctor said to Bryce. “Go get
Cummings, a secret service agent. He's had paramedic training, Tell
him to bring me the oxygen and defibrillator. Also, tell him to have
them rev up one of the choppers.”
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“That’s because Estrada made a deal with some of the Brazilian
commanders to betray their government.” He pounded his fist against
the seat. “Shit, that bastard Estrada will succeed.”

“Maybe not,” Betty said with conviction.

“You're either dreaming, or you know something I don’.”

“Alot’s happened here. This afternoon I made your case to Treadwell
one-on-one. I gave him the Gestapo book and your transcripts.”

“And?” Craig held his breath.

“He made it clear to the presidents of both countries that if
Argentina attacks and Brazil asks for our assistance, we'll give them air
support.”

“No shit. He really did thar?”

“Treadwell is not a bad guy. He may have been a little blinded by
Bryce, but that sometimes happens to all of us with people we like.”

“C’mon, Betty, the war’s started. What are we going to do?”

“General Forbes has an aircraft carrier offshore. We're ready to
move in with planes, helicopters, and the works. Only from the air. No
ground troops. General Forbes has told all of this to the president of
Brazil. It’s up to the Brazilians to call and ask for our help. We won't act
until we hear from them.”

“Well, they better call soon.”

“Where are you?”

“Nicole and I are en route to Iguazu.” Now that the war had started
and the United States might intervene on the side of Brazil, time was of
the essence. Quickly, he explained what happened to Gina. “I have to
get her out of Estrada and Schiller’s hands before their world turns to
crap, or they might just take it out on her.”

“Go to it,” Betty said and hung up.

He turned to Nicole. “How’s our friend Rodriguez doing?”

“From time to time he turns around and glares at me, but other-
wise he's sticking with our deal. By the way, I didn’t know you could
fly a plane.”

He laughed softly and whispered in English, “I can.”

She shook her head. “So all Rodriguez had to do was hand you
the controls. You'd have no choice but to let him fly us back to Buenos
Aires.”

“You got it. Ever play poker?”
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He left the hood open and went around to the back of the car
where he could look at the gatehouse through the binoculars with-
out being seen. There were two soldiers inside. As he expected, one of
them walked out of the gatehouse. Gripping a machine gun tightly, he
walked along the road toward Craig’s car to find out what was going on.

Craig reached into the trunk and grabbed Rodriguez’s flashlight.
Then he crossed back to the front of the car. When the sentry was
in earshot, Craig began cursing. “Fucking carburetor. That mechanic
screwed me over. The new carburetor’s no damn good.”

Cautiously, the sentry approached.

“You know anything about cars?” Craig called over his shoulder.

“A little bit,” the sentry said.

Craig kept his head down, so his face couldn’t be clearly seen in the
event that his picture had been circulated. He was shining the flashlight
into the engine.

“There’s the problem,” he said to the sentry, while focusing the
beam of the flashlight on the carburetor.

When the sentry leaned in to look, Craig pulled his own head and
body up. With a single, swift motion he swung his arm and smashed
the plastic flashlight into the sentry’s skull with such force that the cas-
ing cracked along with the man’s bones. Before the sentry fell to the
ground, Craig grabbed him around the waist and pulled him off to the
side of the car where they wouldn’t be visible from the road.

In the heavy vegetation Craig stripped off his own clothes, then the
sentry’s. In seconds, he put on the Argentine army uniform and cap.
The man was four inches taller and ten pounds heavier. The clothes
were baggy, but didn't look ridiculous. The man’s army boots were
much too large. Craig would have to cover a lot of ground. He decided
to stick with his own shoes.

The sentry’s Uzi was similar to the one Craig had taken from the
guard at the defense building, so he kept the one he had. He shoved his
pistol into a jacket pocket and the knife in another one.

Then he set oft on foot down the road toward the gatehouse. At a
distance of twenty yards, the other soldier came out and stared at Craig.
It was still dark. He was hoping the soldier couldn't tell it wasn’t his
comrade until Craig was much closer.

“It’s nothing,” he said in Spanish. "Damn fool’s car broke down.”
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She smiled. When she brought the drink, he took a sip, closed
his eyes, and leaned back. He felt great. He was safe, getting out of
Washington in the nick of time.

He felt a tap on his shoulder. Assuming it was the flight attendant
picking up his drink, he said, “It’s all yours.”

He expected her to say, “Thank you.”

Instead, he heard a man’s booming voice, “Mr. Bryce, you're under
arrest.

With a start, Bryce opened his eyes and shot forward in his seat. He
saw two burly Virginia state troopers. One was holding handcuffs. He
clamped them on Bryce’s wrists.

Iguazu

O nce he reached the driveway in front of the castle, Craig stopped
running. Dressed in his Argentine army uniform, he calmly
walked inside the stone building. As he cut across the entrance foyer
toward the highly polished wooden staircase leading to the second floor,
he could hear the sound of men’s voices. It was Estrada and Schiller.
They were having a loud, acrimonious discussion with Estrada doing
most of the shouting. Betty was right, Craig decided. Things were not
going well for the Argentine army.

Climbing the stairs, Craig walked softly, as a soldier might, his
head held high.

At the top of the staircase, he quickly looked in both directions,
trying to size up what he was facing. On the right side, halfway
down the corridor, he saw a single soldier standing in the dim light
in front of a cell. From behind the bars, he heard Gina softly singing
a hymn.

As he turned in that direction, the soldier moved forward to cut
him off. The man was gripping his gun hard.

“They sent me to relieve you,” Craig said.

“That’s good,” the man said. “Because she’s driving me crazy with
her singing, but Estrada said ‘don’t lay a hand on her.” So you can have
the job.”
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in. She didn't say a thing. Instead, she climbed off the bed and ran to
the door of the cell.

Craig found the right key on the third try.

“Oh, thank God,” she whispered as he unlocked and opened the
door.

“Don’t thank me until ic’s over,” he whispered back. “Now let’s get
the hell out of here.”

With the Uzi in one hand, he raced toward the staircase. Gina was
two steps behind. When they were halfway down the stairs, Gina, in
her anxiety to get out of the building, lost her footing on the slick pol-
ished wood and fell down. She skidded past him on her back and rear
end, landing at the bottom with a thud.

Uh-oh, he thought, Estrada and Schiller will hear us. But he didn’t
wait to find out. Hoping she hadn’t broken anything, he grabbed her
by the hand, pulled her up, and continued toward the exit. Fortunately
she could still run.

His plan was to follow the same route through the vegetation to the
gatechouse and then to his car.

* * *

Inside Estrada’s office the general was on the phone with one of his
commanders who was apologizing because he couldn't halt the retreat
of his forces, when he and Schiller heard the thud from the bottom of
the stairs. Estrada looked at the colonel with an alarmed expression.
Without saying a word, Schiller pulled his gun out of the holster at his
waist and ran in the direction of the noise.

Moments later, breathless, Schiller raced back into Estrada’s office
and began cursing. Estrada hung up on the commander.

“She’s gone!” Schiller blurted out.

“Page must have gotten her out.”

Estrada picked up the phone and called the gatchouse. Hed stop
them before they exited the property.

No answer.

At least one of those men had to be in the gatehouse at all times. So
Craig must have taken care of them.

Damn Craig Page!
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He could call Nicole and order the pilot to come here for them. That
was no answer. Schiller would blow up the plane before it even landed.

Think.

The river. A pontoon boas. That was it.

Then he thought about Nicole. He expected Estrada to send troops
to the airport to capture anyone who came with him. He had to make
sure Nicole got out while there was still time.

He whipped out his cell phone and called her. “I have Gina. You
don’t have to worry about us. We have another way out. Save yourself.
Have Rodriguez fly you home.”

“Are you sure you want me to leave?”

“Absolutely. And do it fast. Before they search the airport. Please—I
want you to get back safely.”

“Thank you,” she said softly.

Next, he called Betty. “Send the chopper for us. If we make it, Gina
and [ will be in a pontoon boat on the river moving upstream from the
castle. I'm wearing an Argentine army uniform.”

They didn’t have any more time to waste. He grabbed Gina’s arm
and pulled her parallel to the river through even thicker grass and
bushes. They trampled wild orchids and begonias. He'd have to make
a guess at where the dock was that held the pontoon boats, then cut to
the left.

Branches and sharp thorns scratched their faces and bodies. His
arms ached from battling bushes and trees. Even in the early morning
hours, the heat and humidity were stifling. Sweat poured down his face
and mixed with blood from the scratches. He stumbled on a root, but
kept running.

He didn’t know how badly Gina had been hurt in her fall down the
stairs, but he had to hand it to her. She didn’t whine or complain, and
she kept up the pace.

The pontoon boats.

Their last chance. Their only chance.

From behind him, back at the gatehouse, he heard volleys of gunfire
from automatic weapons. The noise terrified macaws, whose screams
added an eerie note to their fight for survival.

The soldiers who had blown up his car had entered the property
and were pursuing them. He hoped to hell the vegetation was too thick
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for the jeep. He desperately needed the extra time he would have with
the men on foot.

It was almost full daylight now. The soldiers would have no trouble
spotting their heads if they stuck up above the bushes. “Keep your body
low,” he shouted over his shoulder to Gina.

The pontoon boats. Where the hell are the boats?

Here, he decided. .

They had to make their cut to the left right now. He turned sharply
and increased the pace. Gina was right behind him. The gunfire was
growing louder.

They burst through the vegetation into a clearing that ran along the
river. Their faces and arms were streaked with blood. Craig wiped the
sweat from his eyes to focus on the river.

Fog and mist hung over the water. Straining his eyes to see through
it, he spotted the dock only ten yards away on the right.

He heard the shouting of men, the firing of automatic weapons close
by, following their route to the river. The soldiers were closing in on them.

He grabbed Gina by the arm and ran toward the dock. When they
reached the first pontoon boat, he shouted, “Jump in.” He untied the
rope securing it to the pier and followed her into the boat.

“The engine better be working,” he said as he revved it up.
Immediately, it kicked over. “Hold on tight,” he shouted to Gina. They
roared away from the dock, heading upstream, away from the Falls.

And just in time. Four of the soldiers who had been pursuing them
from the gatehouse reached the edge of the river and began firing. The
boat was barely outside their range.

They were free from Schiller and Estrada. They had made it.

He looked skyward through the morning mist, expecting to see the
chopper any second. But he couldn't see a damn thing.

Frantically, he took one hand from the wheel and called Betry.
“We're on the river in a pontoon boat. Where’s the fucking helicopter?”

“Should be there any minute,” she said. “I just spoke to Forbes. It’s
a litde dicey. They have to fly around the battle zone.”

Meanwhile, he had no choice but to keep pushing the boat as hard
and fast as it could go—increasing their distance from the castle.
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Suddenly Craig heard an ominous sound. Behind them was the
roar of a powerful motorboat.

While he steered the pontoon boat, he tossed Gina the binoculars.
“Keep your body as low as possible. Tell me what's coming.”

He knew the answer before she said it. “A white motorboat. I see
Estrada and Schiller on board along with at least six sailors.”

“We're fucked,” he said. “Where's the goddamn helicopter?”

She responded to his curses with prayers. That can’t hurt, he
decided. We need all the help we can get.

The pontoon boat was no match in speed for Estrada’s craft, which
was rapidly closing the gap between them.

At a distance of twenty yards, the motorboat cut its speed and
maintained a constant distance.

Through a bullhorn Estrada called out, “We urge you to surrender.
No one will get hurt. Turn off your engines. We will come for you.”

Craig cut his engine to a very low idle and steered the pontoon
boat around to face Estrada’s boat, making it appear as if he intended
to comply.

At a distance of ten yards, without any warning, Craig let go of
the wheel and grabbed the Uzi from the floor of the pontoon. “Hit the
deck,” he called to Gina. Then he aimed and blasted away. In the hail
of gunfire, bullets ripped into Schiller’s body.

Craig kept firing shots, striking the captain in the head, who col-
lapsed to the deck. That caused the motorboat to veer wildly. Estrada
was out of sight. Craig took down two more sailors. Before the others
could get off a decent shot from the spinning and twisting boat, Craig
turned up the engine of the pontoon and tore away downstream in the
direction of the Falls.

A minute later, one of the other sailors grabbed the wheel and
turned the boat around. They resumed the chase, now heading down-
stream after the pontoon. Glancing quickly over his shoulder, Craig
saw Estrada standing tall, an Uzi in his hand.

Craig looked skyward with despair. Where the hell is that damn
helicopter? He called to Gina, “Keep your eye on their boat.”

Craig couldn’ stop now or turn around. He knew Estrada would
kill them both. Yet, if they kept going, in a matter of minutes they
would be going over the Falls to a certain death.
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