


























































































































30 THE WASHINGTON LAWYER

“Youd be perfect for it, but . . .” Martin hesitated. “Look Paul,
you're an excellent lawyer, but you love working on lots of things.
Sometimes too many. You have to learn to say no.”

Paul looked chagrined.

“This is a discussion we've had before,” Martin added softly. “So if you
don’t have time, it won't be good for me and it won't be good for you.”

“I am busy now, but not overloaded.”

“Okay, but we’ll be operating on a tight schedule.”

“I’ll give it all the time it needs.”

“I should have the background material later today. I'll . . .”

Martin’s office phone rang. Hoping it was Arthur Larkin calling
about the Supreme Court, he stopped talking and held his breath, wait-
ing for Alice, his secretary, to answer. Seconds later, she buzzed on the
intercom. “Arthur Larkin, White House Counsel, is holding for you.”

Martin lifted the phone to his ear.

“Hi, Arthur. What's up?”

“Can you meet with me over here this afternoon. Say three o’clock?”

Martin looked at his calendar marked for a conference call at two
thirty with his partner Janet Derby and people from Merck about FDA
approval for a new drug application. Janet could cover it.

“That works for me. You want to give me a subject?”

“I'd rather do it in person,” Arthur responded in his usual gruff tone.

“Fair enough. See you at the White House then.”

Putting down the phone, Martin felt his body tingle. Well, there it
was. Braddock wanted to consider him for chief justice. No, he couldn’t
count on that. Never mind what the New York Times said yesterday.
Arthur might want to talk about something else—or worse—solicit
Martin’s view about who should be considered.

Swept up in what Arthur’s call might mean, he'd forgotten about
Paul, who was clearing his throat. “Okay, we're finished,” Martin said.
“Alice will send you the material when we receive it.”

Paul left, and as Martin walked across to the cherry credenza, he
studied the photo of Chief Justice Hall seated in a high-backed black
leather chair with Andrew, standing beside him, holding out a law book.
He still remembered Hall’s note, “To Andrew, my clerk, my friend.
With best wishes and my hope that you will one day sit in this chair.”

And maybe, he would.
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corner diagonal to Martin’s. He got no smile from Grace. “He’s on the
phone,” she said, pointing to Jenson’s closed door. “He’ll buzz when
he’s ready.” Paul always had to wait for Jenson, and it irritated him.

But the man had a brilliant legal mind. He had to give him that.
Otherwise, Jenson reminded Paul of a toad. He was five eight, pudgy
and bald, except for a ring of black hair mixed with gray around the
side of his head. This crowned a tough looking face with a sharp nose
and chin and a tight mouth with thin lips. From going on the firm’s
retreats, Paul knew that Jenson played at tennis and golf with no skill
or style.

Unlike Martin, usually considerate of Paul’s time and feelings,
Jenson could care less. Paul thought Jenson went out of his way to be
rude. Other associates told Paul he was the same with them and they all
dreaded working for him. Jim, in the office next to Paul’s, admitted he
got so tense working for Jenson that he couldn’t get it up with his wife.

Paul noticed the light go off on Jenson’s line. Sullen Grace said,
“He’s ready for you now.” As Paul walked in, Jenson curtly said “Hold
on a minute while I make some notes on the last call.”

Paul looked across at Jenson standing at the specially designed wooden
lectern he used as a desk, with papers on the sloping front part and a com-
puter on the flat rear shelf~—something to do with his bad back.

Waiting, Paul glanced around at the football memorabilia from
Green Bay Packers victories, including helmets and jerseys. Vince
Lombardi, pointing his finger, targeted Paul from a picture on the wall.

Jenson was chomping on an unlit cigar while he made notes.

He put his pen down and took out the cigar. “The firm has a good
opportunity. We've never worked for the State of California, but I cul-
tivated their new attorney general at a conference last month. Today, he
called me about a dispute they have with Nevada over Colorado River
water. Nevada is planning to divert more than its allotted share before it
gets to California to support growth in Las Vegas. He asked me to think
about their legal options and to call him next week. If they like what we
show them, he’s promised a lot more work.”

“Shouldn’t they file in the US Supreme Court?” Paul said right
back. “The Court has original jurisdiction of disputes between states.”

Jenson nodded. “Precisely what I was thinking.”

Now he’s going to draft me to work on it. Damn it.


































































































































































BEIJING 87

“But most important, some documents state that the United
States is developing a new military strategy for the Pacific. The
Pentagon calls it AirSea Battle, to defeat our technologically enhanced
and sophisticated military forces that will prevent the Americans
from entering areas which we regard as our exclusive province. To
add specificity to the American strategy, the Pentagon is develop-
ing a five-year plan to show how many of their warships they plan
to move to the Pacific. It will also reveal the timing of the move-
ment of aircraft to the region, how many and where they will be
stationed. The documents will also show the anticipated capability
of new American ships and fast attack submarines able to operate
close to this shoreline.”

Xiang was astounded. “That five-year plan would be priceless.”

“Precisely. And never forget why we need the information. The
Americans claim they are interested in working cooperatively with us.
But their true intentions are quite different. They are determined to
remain the world’s only superpower. They'll do anything to prevent
China from growing strong enough'to,‘pose a challenge to that posi-
tion. A decade ago they had a huge military advantage. That has been
shrinking. If we have this five-year plan and other information Jasper
would be able to give you, we would be able to level the playing field
with them. So we may despise Jasper, but we must solve this problem
for him with Vanessa and the CD to maintain the flow of jewels from
the Pentagon’s war chest.”

Sounding deferential and respectful, Xiang said, “I would like your
advice as to how we solve Jasper’s problem with Vanessa and the CD.”

Liu ran his hand over his chin, then replied, “Senator Jasper’s dif-
ficulties with Vanessa and his vulnerability because of the CD presents
us with a good opportunity—a way of getting the Pentagon’s five-year
plan. Do you know what I'm thinking?”

Xiang thought he understood. “In exchange for my solving Jasper’s
problem with the CD, he should give me the Pentagon’s plan.”

“Precisely. And the only way you can solve his problem is by find-
ing the CD and destroying it. Nothing and no one can stand in your
way. In Washington, only you and the ambassador know about Senator
Jasper and Operation Trojan Horse. And no one else can know. Am [
making myself clear?”


























































































WASHINGTON 117

Peets ground coffee she kept three quarters full. Always three quarters
full. The key was at the bottom of the can.

Allison raced into the kitchen and checked. The key was still there.
She took it out and put it into her bag.

Nothing else she could do here this evening. Tomorrow she'd go to
Vanessa’s office and talk to some of her colleagues. After that, she'd head
to the bank vault.

In the shower she got another idea. American Airlines. She called
reservations. From her sister’s ticket, which she brought back from
Ohio, she read off Friday’s date and the originating flight number from
Washington Dulles to a sympathetic agent, to whom she explained that
her sister had drowned in the Caribbean.

“I want to know with whom my sister was traveling.”

“Let me check,” the agent said.

Several minutes of canned music followed. Then the agent came
back. “Vanessa Boyd was on a single flight record.”

“Does that mean she was flying alone?” a disappointed Allison
asked. -

“Not necessarily. If swo people, traveling together, book separately,
then their reservations appear on separate records. But our computer
does not have that information. I'm very sorry.”

Another dead end. ’

Depressed, she lay down in the small bedroom she always used.
She tried hard to sleep. Despite being exhausted, she simply couldn’t
fall asleep.

* * *x

In the hotel room across the alley from Vanessa’s apartment, Xiang
had put down the binoculars once Allison closed the curtains. He tried
to evaluate what he had seen. Allison was definitely searching the apart-
ment for something. Information about whom Vanessa went with to
Anguilla? The CD? A vault key?

Being able to see only in the large bedroom, he couldn’t tell whether
she'd found the CD in one of the other rooms. If she had, hed have to
seize it from her. But perhaps she didn’t even know about the CD. If that
was the case, he'd have to tell her about it. It would whet her appetite so




































WASHINGTON 129

“You'll have them by noon. Anything else I can do?”

“Well, we clearly have a problem. I spent the last thirty minutes
with the president talking about it. He wasn’t happy that I didn’t know
about your representation of a Guantanamo prisoner. As I told you
Monday, we don' like being blindsided.”

“I should have mentioned it.”

“That would have been better. But it’s water over the dam. Or
under the bridge. Wherever the hell water flows in Washington. Let me
tell you where we are.”

Martin held his breath.

“First there’s the personal perspective. President Braddock believes
that the character issue is critical. Nothing in this representation
adversely affects your character. We know, and the president agrees,
that everyone’s entitled to representation. That’s what makes our legal
system work. If we lawyers had to be personally identified with the
people we represent, we wouldn’t take half our clients. An argument
can even be made that you're admirable defending the underdog—the
people who have been arrested, flown off to a strange place, and have
no one to speak for them.”

Arthur interrupted himself by coughing. “Sorry. Then there’s the
political fallout, which unfortunately trumps the president’s personal
views. You've been in this town a helluva lot longer than I have. I'm not
telling you anything you don’t know.”

“Agreed.”

“Sometimes an issue like this appears in the press one day and
is gone the next. Other times it becomes a snowball rolling down a
hill, getting larger and larger, until it knocks the nominee off a cliff.
Remember the nominees’ problems of tax withholding for nannies and
receiving of honoraria from questionable public figures. All sorts of
things. We'll just have to wait and see how this plays out.”

Arthur paused to take a breath. “What we care about is the public
reaction. How much outrage on Main Street and in the media? Even
more, the reaction of the senators and particularly the members of
judiciary. They have to confirm whoever we select. We won't send
up a nominee who's DOA. But for now, you're still alive. Do you
have anything else for me? Anything else you forgot to mention on
Monday?”
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The first man reached for her bag. As he did, he was leaning
forward, arm outstretched. That was the break she needed. She swung
the bag with all her might against his face. It smacked him in the nose.
She heard the sound of bones breaking as the diaries struck him. The
man screamed.

Before his colleague with the gun had a chance to react, she raced
toward the end of the alley. She was still gripping her bag.

Over her shoulder, she saw the second man, gun in hand, run-
ning after her. She reached the sidewalk on Massachusetts Avenue,
which was crowded with pedestrians. She wove in and out of people,
many of them were holding umbrellas, so her pursuer couldn’t get
off a shot.

At the corner, without waiting for the light to turn green, she
raced across R Street. The driver of a white van slammed on the
brakes, narrowly missing her, while honking his horn and shouting,
“You stupid idiot.” She glanced over her shoulder. Her pursuer was
gaining ground.

He was not nearly as fast as his colleague, but with her bad leg, still
faster than she was. Soon, she'd be in trouble, she realized. Pedestrians
would thin out and hed get off a clear shot. She had to change the
dynamic.

Up ahead she saw a Metro sign—the DuPont Circle station. She
raced toward it then tore down the long, steep escalator crowded
with people leading into the station, almost knocking over an eld-
erly woman. A couple of men in suits and ties screamed at her and
grabbed the side rail to avoid being pushed over. She could sense he
was behind her.

She had a substantial lead. If she could get into a train, she thought,
and it pulled away before he could get in, she'd be safe. At the bottom
of the escalator, she leaped over the turnstile, still clutching her bag
while a startled station manager yelled, “Hey Miss.” Then down a short
escalator, which ran to the train platform below.

Desperately, she looked down the tracks for an incoming train.
Dammit! No such luck! No train!

She tried to hide behind a dark brown square trash bin that said,
“NEWSPAPERS ONLY,” close to a group of about ten people waiting for
a train. For an instant, the gunman didn’t see her and he stopped,




















































































214 THE WASHINGTON LAWYER

If she didn't hide it, what did she do with i¢?

Then it struck him. Vanessa and Allison were more than twins.
They had an incredibly close bond. Allison was risking her life to
avenge Vanessa’s death.

That must be the answer. Vanessa sent the CD to Allison for
safekeeping.

He was also convinced that Allison hadn’t seen the CD. In fact, she
didn’t even know about it until he had told her about it.

He went on line and checked Allison’s Facebook page. She said that
she had taken off from teaching this semester to work on a dig in Israel.
Probably she had flown from Israel to Ohio for her sister’s funeral. And
from there to Washington. Never stopping in Providence, where she
lived and taught at Brown. So if Vanessa sent the CD to Allison in
Providence, it would be waiting for her there. At her home or office.

He searched some more on the Internet until he had a home
address for Allison and the address of the department of archeology
at Brown. Then he checked airline schedules. It was too long until the
next plane to Providence. He decided to fly to Boston and drive down.
There was no late evening plane back to Washington, but he could
drive to Washington from Providence.

Hed have to leave enough time to get back to Washington for his
five o’clock meeting with Jasper in Rock Creek Park tomorrow morn-
ing. Regardless of what happened in Providence, Xiang had to make
that meeting. Jasper had promised to bring the Pentagon’s five-year plan.

Nothing could stop Xiang from being there.

From Bistro Francais, Allison and Paul went back to Paul’s house
where she told him what transpired in her conversation with Jasper.
When she was finished, he asked. “What do you intend to do now?”

“Take the story to the Washington Past?”

“Why? To destroy Jasper?”

“Not just that. He refused to tell me who arranged to move the
body. If the Post gets on the story, theyll dig that out.”

“They might not believe what you tell them abour Jasper. He is a
powerful man in this town. They won'’t just take your word for it.”







































ON THE RAILS AND PROVIDENCE 227

Xiang cleared Allison’s desk by dumping everything but the com-
puter on the floor. He dropped the mail on the desk and carefully went
through each piece. Most related to her teaching, including journals
and letters from other professors. After he examined an envelope, he
tossed it onto the floor.

Nothing at all from Vanessa. He'd go to Allison’s office in the arche-
ology building next.

After Xiang left the apartment building and walked to his car to
drive the ten blocks to the archeology building, he glanced back at
the apartment and realized that he hadn’t turned off the lamp. Well
that didn’t matter. After he was finished in Allison’s office, whether he
found the CD or not, he planned to come back to her apartment and
wait there as long as he could, until he had to leave to drive back to
Washington, in the hope that Allison might be in Providence and com-
ing home—perhaps with the CD.

After parking a couple blocks away from the archeology building,
he turned the corner and looked up at the imposing four-story gray
stone structure. There were only a Couf)le of lights on inside which he
would have expected on a Sunday evening. Also, as he expected, the
front entrance was locked. It was on a main thoroughfare.

Xiang decided the chances were too great of being spotted if he
tried to work at that lock. So he walked around the building. In the
back he found another door, that was metal. The lock looked tough to
open, but he was confident he could do it.

Xiang removed the tools from his briefcase and went to work on
the lock. As he did, he heard a window open on the third floor.

A young man with a black beard and curly hair leaned out of the
window and called down to Xiang. “Hey, what are you doing? I'm call-
ing the police.”

Xiang was furious at himself for getting caught. He had to get away
from the archeology building now. His only option was to go back to
Allison’s apartment and wait there, hoping she came before he had to
leave to drive back to Washington. Maybe she'd have gone to her office
and picked up the CD. Then he could snatch it from her. It was admit-
tedly a longshot, but his only chance now.

Racing to his car, Xiang wasn’t worried the police would track him
to Allison’s apartment. He had parked around the corner from the
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“In view of Senator Jasper’s unfortunate death, I would like you
to reconsider submitting the CD to the FBI and instead to destroy it.”

Martin had guessed right. “You're asking quite a bit from me. That
would be hard to justify.”

“We're your client. Isn’t that justification?”

“I didn't receive the CD from you in a lawyer client communica-
tion. I received it from Allison Boyd.”

“True. But with Jasper’s death, his espionage has ended and he can’t
be punished.”

“That’s certainly correct.”

“Now let’s talk about the consequences of your turning it over.
Minister Liu and his colleagues aren’t subject to American law. There
will be no one to punish. All it will do is inflame and poison relations
between our two great nations for a long period. That will hurt both of
us. So it would be in your national interest, as well as ours, to destroy
the CD.”

It was a clever argument, Martin thought. “There’s merit in what
you say. But I'm a private citizen. That’s a decision to be made by the
officials of the American government. They have to balance the issues
that you raised.”

The ambassador smiled. “With all due respect, Andrew, you know
much better than [ that a critical decision like this will never be decided
rationally. The press will get hold of it. Congressmen will call press con-
ferences and Sinophobia will have a field day in the media. That public
outcry will preclude your government from making the choice which
is in your country’s best interest. Only you alone can make that choice
now. You know I'm correct.”

As Martin thought about his response, the personal issue for him
weighed heavily. Disclosing the CD was virtually certain to bring to
the forefront Vanessa’s death and Martin’s role in covering up what had
happened in Anguilla. His nomination as chief justice, a virtual cer-
tainty at this point, would go down the tubes.

Martin sighed. Once again, he was faced with a moral and ethi-
cal dilemma. And once again he would do whatever was necessary to
preserve his chance to be chief justice. By acceding to the ambassador’s
request and destroying the CD, would he be an accessory to murder?
Of course not, he tried to rationalize. He had no real knowledge that
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Inside she added a note: “Sara, when and if you have to mail the prior
package I sent you, before doing so, please open that package, insert the
letter inside this envelope addressed to Rick Potts, reseal it and mail it. I
am doing well and hope you will not have to mail it. Allison.”

She got stamps at the desk and dropped the letter to Sara into a
mailbox at the corner.

Back in her room, she checked the time: 7:15 a.m. She called
Martin’s cell.

“Are you proud of yourself?” Martin said.

“I called because we have to talk.”

“I have nothing to talk to you about.”

“Oh, I think you do. You shouldn’t have believed me when I told
you that you have the only copy of the CD.”

“You're a liar, too.”

“Coming from you, that’s quite a compliment.”

“I'll meet you at the Cosmos Club in an hour.”

“Itll have to be in the dining room. Not a private room.”

“Fine. And I'll want to see your cell phone to make sure it’s not in
the record mode. As I've learned, you have a tendency to do that.”

* * *

Allison met Martin in the reception area of the club at the bottom
of the grand circular staircase running to the second floor of what had
once been the most ornate mansion in Washington.

“Where’s your cell phone?” he asked.

She showed it to him, placed in her bag, and checked that in the
cloak room, along with her coat.

“Do you want to frisk me, too?” she asked. She was wearing a skirt
and blouse. “Maybe do a strip search in the ladies room.”

“That’s funny.”

The maitre d’ led them to a table facing the garden in the wood
paneled dining room. Only a few other tables were taken—none close
to them. They could easily talk.

Martin ordered a blueberry muffin and coffee; she did the same.

“You wanted this meeting,” he said tersely. “Tell me about the other

CD.
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