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      PROLOGUE

      
         Monday, January 27

      High 9F, Low–11F

      And the work which we collective children of God do, our grand centre of life, our city which we have builded for us to dwell
         in, is London! London, with its unutterable external hideousness, and with its internal canker of publice egestas, privatim
         opulentia… unequaled in the world!
      

      —MATTHEW ARNOLD

      Oh, what a great act of charity and what a service to God a nun would perform if when she sees she cannot follow the customs
         of this house she would recognize the fact and leave! And she ought to do so if she doesn’t want to go through a hell here
         on earth….
      

      —ST. TERESA OF AVILA

      Where it comes close to an ideal of disinterested, shared progress, scientific discovery is the most mature construct of human
         freedom.
      

      —GEORGE STEINER
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         There was no thermometer outside the door of Our Lady of Mount Carmel Monastery, but Sister Maria Beata of the Incarnation didn’t need one to tell
         her that the temperature was well below zero and getting worse. She reached through the heavy wool folds of her habit for
         the leather sack purse she had pinned to the pocket of her skirt. The pocket was pinned, too, rather than sewn on, and for
         a moment she found herself thinking the kind of thought—Why in the name of God can’t we at least force ourselves into the
         eighteenth century?—that had kept her doing penance in Chapter for most of her formation. Behind her, Sister Mary Immaculata
         of the Child Jesus was unwinding herself from the bowels of the cab. There was a wind coming down the dark street, whipping
         stray pieces of litter into the air and then sucking them out of sight, heavenward. The old men who materialized out of nowhere
         to sleep in the monastery’s barn on cold winter nights were already lined up at the door. One of them was wearing a bright
         red cap that was not only clean but looked new. Beata found the correct change and enough of a tip not to embarrass herself,
         and paid the cabbie.
      

      “Sister,” she said, as Immaculata came around to the curb, shaking out the folds of her cape against the wind.

      Immaculata didn’t say anything, but Beata didn’t expect her to. Immaculata was a very old nun, old chronologically and old
         in the order. She didn’t approve of much of anything. Beata didn’t think she ever spoke unless she was spoken to, and even
         then she seemed to hate it, as if the act of speech had been taught to her as the one necessary element of any mortal sin.
         And maybe it had, Beata thought. It was hard to know what people had been taught in Immaculata’s day.
      

      Beata went up the stone steps to the monastery’s front door and rang the bell. Sister Marie Bernadette of the Holy Innocents
         opened up and stepped 
         back to let them pass, holding out her hand for the briefcase Beata carried in the process. Beata shook her head, and Marie
         Bernadette retreated.
      

      “You must be frozen,” she said. “I’ve rung upstairs for Mother. She left word you were to meet her in the office as soon as
         you got back. Immaculata, you ought to go somewhere and have a cup of tea.”
      

      Immaculata inclined her head. Beata bit her lip to keep from laughing. “I’ll go on through to the enclosure,” she said. “The
         Cardinal asked us all to pray for him. I told him we already did, every day. I didn’t tell him we prayed for him to retire.
         Somebody ought to open up for the men out there.”
      

      “Are they out there already? We’re not supposed to open until six o’clock.”

      “It’s cold,” Beata said.

      Marie Bernadette had her keys out and was fumbling with the door to the enclosure. It had an old-fashioned lock, the kind
         that took a heavy iron key with a little cutout square hanging at the end. The door swung back and Beata went through it.
      

      “If we don’t get someone out there soon, we’re going to have at least one corpse before morning,” she said. “Their bodies
         can’t handle this cold.”
      

      The enclosure started with a hallway, long and narrow, with a crucifix in a wall niche at the very end. Beata unhooked her
         cape and pulled it off her shoulders. It was as hot in here as it was cold out there. She put the cape over her arm and went
         down the hall, genuflecting quickly when she got to the crucifix. Then she turned to the right and went down yet another hall
         to Mother Constanzia’s office. At least the ceilings were high, she thought. It was odd that it had never occurred to her
         that enclosure could cause claustrophobia.
      

      Mother Constanzia of the Assumption of Mary was already waiting, standing at the window that looked out onto the enclosure
         courtyard as if there was something she could see out there that she hadn’t seen a thousand times before. Beata cleared her
         throat.
      

      “I knew you were there,” Constanzia said. “I was just thinking. I tried to talk you out of becoming an extern sister, didn’t
         I?”
      

      “You threatened not to admit me to Carmel if I insisted on becoming an extern sister.”

      “It’s another example of how God knows better than we do what we need. I’ve got to admit that I never did think we’d need
         a lawyer.”
      

      “We have lawyers.”

      “I mean a lawyer we could trust.” Constanzia turned around. “I’m not going to say that I don’t trust the Cardinal or his lawyers,
         or that I don’t trust the order and its lawyers, but—”
      

      “—You don’t trust either.”

      
         “Something like that. You did well in law school, didn’t you?”
      

      “Tolerably well,” Beata said. “I was only ninth in my class, but it was a fairly big class, and it was Yale.”

      “Sorry.” Constanzia motioned to the chair in front of the desk. “I’m a little on edge. This hasn’t been the best month of
         my life, let me tell you. Are we in as much trouble as you thought we were?”
      

      “Pretty much.” Beata let her cape fall over the back of the chair, put the briefcase on the desk, and sat down. “First, let
         me confirm what I thought this morning. The Justice Project is taking this very seriously. They’re bringing in Kate Daniel
         herself to handle it—”
      

      “Good grief. That woman.”

      “She’s a very smart woman. She’s a brilliant attorney.”

      “She’s an anti-Catholic bigot.”

      “I don’t know that she is. She does see this as an opportunity, and I don’t blame her. But the game she’s after isn’t the
         Catholic Church.”
      

      “It’s the game she’s going to get.”

      “Then she’ll count it as a loss. What she wants is Drew Harrigan, stuffed like a turkey and served up for Thanksgiving dinner,
         and if you ask me, she’s going to get him. In the process, she may drive us into bankruptcy, or worse, but I don’t think that’s
         what she’s after.”
      

      “She won’t mind if she does.”

      “Maybe not,” Beata said. “But Reverend Mother, the issue here is procedural, really. It’s a matter of timing. Mr. Harrigan
         deeded the Holland Street lots to the monastery two weeks ago Wednesday. That was after he’d been indicted for illegal possession
         of prescription drugs, along with about two dozen other things, and after Sherman Markey filed suit against him for defamation
         and false accusation. After. It’s the after that’s the problem.”
      

      “Because it looks like Drew was trying to shield his property from the lawsuit.”

      “Exactly.”

      “Because it looks like an arrangement,” Mother Constanzia said. “It looks like the whole thing is fake. That Drew deeded us
         the property so that Mr. Markey couldn’t get it in a court settlement, and then we’d give it back to him when Mr. Markey was
         taken care of and had gone away.”
      

      “That’s it, yes.”

      “Does it matter that none of that is true?” Constanzia said. “Oh, I’m not saying Drew didn’t deed it to us out of spite against
         Mr. Markey. Drew is Drew. But there isn’t any arrangement. The fact that we want to sell the properties ought to be proof
         that there isn’t any arrangement.”
      

      “We might want to sell them, keep the cash, and turn the cash over to Drew after his legal troubles were over.”

      
         “Does the general public actually think that nuns are that Machiavellian?”
      

      “It’s not the general public we have to convince. It’s one sitting judge, and he’s going to side with Markey. He has to, really.
         The fact of the timing looks bad. The fact that the buyer insists on remaining anonymous looks bad. The fact that Mr. Harrigan
         is your brother looks worse.”
      

      “I ought to go in there and tell that idiot that Drew may be my brother, but I’ve been a registered Democrat all my life.”

      “I think that would break enclosure.”

      “I’d wear a veil. And it can’t break enclosure any worse to testify in a court than to vote, and we always vote.”

      “I’m trying to get a handle on what it would look like on the news. You sitting on the witness stand with your face covered
         by an exclaustration veil—”
      

      “Be serious,” Constanzia said. “Where are we now? What can we do?”

      “Not much,” Beata said. “We can’t sell those properties as long as the court forbids us to, and the court is forbidding us
         to. We’re going to have to find some other way to solve the problem.”
      

      “There is no other way to solve the problem. We have a bank note coming due in six weeks.”

      “I know.”

      “And if we don’t pay it, there’s going to be a first-rate dustup about this monastery’s finances, and it’s not going to be
         confined to the screaming fit the Cardinal is going to subject us to.”
      

      “The Cardinal doesn’t usually scream, does he?” Beata said. “I’ve always thought of him as a go-stone-cold-silent type.”

      “The distinction is too fine to excite my interest.”

      “Possibly. But Mother, seriously. It’s time to tell the Cardinal, and let him straighten this out. Maybe he could talk to
         the mystery buyer, or the buyer’s lawyers. Maybe he could advance us enough to make the payment or countersign to roll over
         the loan. The Archdiocese does that kind of thing all the time.”
      

      “It used to.”

      “Mother, it’s going to be a lot more willing to do that kind of thing than it will be to go on the legal defensive against
         Markey, who’s going to be very easy to portray as a poor, downtrodden, unjustly harassed homeless person. It’s going to be
         easy to do that even if it turns out Markey did sell Mr. Harrigan the drugs.”
      

      “Procured them,” Constanzia said automatically. “Is he really homeless?”

      “Not now. The Justice Project has him in a hotel. He was homeless when Mr. Harrigan says he was paying him to pick up the
         drugs for him.”
      

      “You’ve got to wonder how a person like that could keep himself together long enough to do all this nonsense he’s supposed
         to have done to 
         pick up the OxyContin and whatever else there was supposed to be. You read all these things in the papers. Going to a different
         pharmacy every time. Going to different doctors’ offices. It’s like a spy film with James Bond.”
      

      “The Justice Project doesn’t think Markey did do any of that. They don’t think he’s capable. They think Mr. Harrigan is accusing
         him because he’s handy.”
      

      “Because Drew doesn’t want to admit that he did it all himself?”

      “Because Mr. Harrigan is shielding somebody else, somebody he has more—respect for. Somebody whose life he doesn’t think is
         a waste.”
      

      “I’d like to get my hands around Drew’s throat and squeeze until he turned blue.”

      “Well, you can’t for the next forty days. He’s in rehab. The enclosure there makes the enclosure here look like wide open
         access. Do you want me to try to get in touch with the Justice Project people?”
      

      “Would it do any good?”

      “Probably not but I wouldn’t mind meeting Kate Daniel.”

      “Then go do whatever it is you do at this time of night.”

      “I go out to look at the barn.”

      “I remember when we had sheep in that barn,” Constanzia said. “It’s strange, really, the way things have changed since I’ve
         been in Carmel. I thought when I came here that if things changed in the outside world, I wouldn’t know about it. But I do.”
      

      “I thought that if I came to Carmel, I’d find nuns who were all actively engaged in an ecstatic union with God. That was why
         I didn’t want to make a solemn profession, did you know that? I’d read St. John of the Cross and St. Teresa, and I couldn’t
         see myself in the throes of that kind of, that kind of—”
      

      “—Sexual hysteria?”

      “We have to assume that that isn’t what that was, don’t we?”

      “Get something to eat before you go out to the barn,” Constanzia said. “I have to think. And thank you for everything you
         did today.”
      

      “There’s nothing to thank me for. I’m a member of this community.”

      “I know. Go now. You look exhausted.”

      Beata hesitated for a moment, and then turned and left the office, back into the hallway, back down the hallway to the niche
         where the crucifix was. She genuflected again, absentmindedly. Around her, the monastery was silent. Even the clocks didn’t
         tick.
      

      “Everybody who comes to Carmel has a different story,” Mother Constanzia had said, the day Beata had shown up at the monastery
         door, dressed in an Armani power suit and carrying a burgundy leather SoHo briefcase from Coach.
      

      
         She didn’t miss the power suit, but she missed the sound of music, all kinds of music, even the bad kind. She kept listening
         to hear the voice of God.
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      The name on the plastic nameplate screwed to the outside of the door was Richard Alden Tyler, but nobody in the world had ever called him
         anything but Jig. Even the king of Sweden, congratulating him on the first of two Nobel prizes, raising his voice a little
         to be sure the right people could hear, had called him “Jig”—or rather “Yig,” because of the problems Scandinavian pronunciation
         had with the letter “J,” and after that, for half a year, people had called out to him in bars and named him “Yig.” Whatever.
         It was a sign of just how badly off he was that he was thinking about bars and 1974, instead of the 140 things he had on his
         mind these days, instead of the problem with Drew Harrigan. If there was one thing Jig Tyler knew, it was that the problem
         with Drew Harrigan was not about to go away. This was the calm before the storm. This was every cliché that had ever been
         written in every third-rate novel about the McCarthy era. This was idiocy, because Drew Harrigan himself was idiocy. This
         was—
      

      Delmore Krantz had opened the office door and switched on the lights and stepped back a little to let Jig pass first. It was
         the kind of thing graduate students did when they were in awe of their professors and had no hope in hell of ever equaling
         them. Delmore was the kind of graduate student Jig attracted these days, in droves. There was a time when students came to
         him for the science. That time was gone. It was odd the way things worked out. Two Nobel prizes, one in mathematics, one in
         chemistry: that was science. Forty-two years of teaching in the Department of Mathematics at the University of Pennsylvania:
         that was science. Only the books that had landed him on the New York Times bestseller lists every couple of years for the
         last two decades or so were not science, and they were…they were…
      

      With the light on in the office, it was obvious that he’d left his desk in a mess. He hadn’t used to do that. He had this
         odd feeling, standing in the middle of the empty room, that he had turned into that character in The Nightmare Before Christmas.
         He was tall. He was thin. He was cadaverous. Delmore was Central Casting’s idea of a sidekick. If he were any shorter or fatter,
         he’d be a mushroom.
      

      “You left the tape machine playing,” Delmore said, sounding worried. Delmore always sounded worried, except when he sounded
         put-upon, which was anytime anybody anywhere mentioned Israel. Delmore resented the fact that other Jewish students on campus
         expected him to defend Israel. He also resented the fact that non-Jewish students on campus expected 
         him to criticize it. Jig thought he could see Delmore’s future as clearly as he could see anything at all. There would be
         a job in a fifth-rate department somewhere in the Midwest, a wife with a career as a dentist, a child named Zara or Joe Hill,
         and forty-two million letters to the editor of the local paper, upholding Socialism and the High Art Tradition in the face
         of Midwestern anti-intellectual cant.
      

      The voice on the tape machine was Drew Harrigan’s. It would be, because that was what Jig had been listening to when he’d
         left to go to the department meeting. He hated department meetings. In the end they all came down to the same long whining
         complaint about parking.
      

      “This man,” Drew Harrigan was saying, “this fool, who thinks he’s smarter than everybody else in the universe because they
         gave him a couple of Nobel prizes, who thinks he knows everything there is to know because he can move a few molecules around,
         who thinks you—I mean seriously, where do guys like this get off? What difference is there between what he’s doing and flat-out
         treason? We’re at war. We’re in a big war. We—”
      

      Jig reached up to the top shelf of the bookcase and turned the recorder off. How many hours of Drew Harrigan’s voice had he
         taped?
      

      “It doesn’t matter,” Delmore said loyally. “Nobody pays attention to Drew Harrigan. He’s a fascist attack dog.”

      “He’s the most popular radio talk show host in the country.”

      “Well, okay,” Delmore said. “Those people pay attention to him. But nobody pays any attention to those people. Nobody here
         pays attention to them. This is a private university.”
      

      Jig couldn’t help himself. Sometimes he couldn’t. Stupidity fascinated him. “I thought you didn’t approve of the fact that
         this was a private university,” he said. “I thought you said that Ivy League universities like this one were bastions of capitalist
         reaction and ought to be abolished.”
      

      “Yes, I did,” Delmore said, looking confused, but only for a moment. “But you have to work with reality. You have to play
         the game in real time. The fascists have control of the White House. They’ve got control of the state governments. You’d have
         a harder time right now in a public university.”
      

      “Does it ever bother you that so many people vote for the, um, fascists?”

      “They don’t,” Delmore said. “Nearly half the people don’t vote at all. They’re discouraged. They think their voices don’t
         count.”
      

      “And if you could get them to vote, they’d elect progressive politicians who would put an end to corporate hegemony, expand
         the welfare state, withdraw American troops from around the world, and institute social justice?”
      

      “They’d demand that politicians do those things.”

      Jig dropped into the chair behind his desk. “You’re delusional,” he said. “The great American public is a mob of anti-intellectual
         celebrity 
         worshipers. If they all started to vote at once, they’d install a monarchy in ten seconds flat. They’d probably give it to
         the Rockefellers. And do you know why?”
      

      “No,” Delmore said, looking stiff.

      “Because the Rockefellers are just as stupid as they are. So are the Vanderbilts. So are the Cabots and the Lodges and the
         Goulds. That’s one thing I learned in prep school. There are two kinds of people at places like Taft— poor kids with brains,
         and rich kids who can’t think their way out of paper bags.”
      

      “Bill Gates,” Delmore said tentatively.

      “If Bill Gates had had any talent, he would have stayed at Harvard and gone into physics. I’m going to have to do something
         about this. I’m going to have to do it soon.”
      

      Delmore cleared his throat and sat down in the only other chair in the room besides the one Jig himself was sitting in. Jig
         liked students to stand when they came to see him. Lately, Jig preferred not to have students come to see him. Delmore’s bulk
         didn’t quite fit between the chair’s arms. It oozed out the open spaces at the sides.
      

      “The thing I think you have to worry about,” he said carefully, “isn’t the university, but the Department of Justice. The
         Patriot Act. They could be coming for you that way. They could charge you with anything they wanted to, and you couldn’t really
         fight back. They could arrest you and not tell anybody where you were, or let you see a lawyer.”
      

      “Do you really think they could do that?” Jig said. “I’m not exactly Joe Six-pack off the street. You don’t think that would
         be huge news?”
      

      “Well, um, yes, maybe, but the news organizations are in the hands of repressive capitalism. They support the administration
         and its efforts to criminalize dissent. In the context of reactionary hegemonic discourse—”
      

      “I’ve told you, Delmore, no hegemonic discourse.”

      “It’s the best available language to describe—”

      ”—It’s not the best available language for anything. It’s window dressing meant to make banal ideas sound profound. The country
         is run by a horde of capitalist shits. Given the chance to get away with it, they behave as what they are. No hegemonic discourse
         required.”
      

      “But they own the language. They make it impossible for us even to think of dissenting, because they control—”

      “Have they made it impossible for you to even think of dissenting?” “I was thinking of ordinary people. People who haven’t
         been trained to deconstruct…to deconstruct…”
      

      “What?”

      “Reactionary hegemonic discourse,” Delmore said.

      
         Jig sighed. “You’d depress me less if I thought you knew what it meant,” he said, “but that’s impossible, because nobody really
         knows what it means anymore. How any of you expect to have any effect at all on the general public is beyond me. You go into
         a bar in South Philly and start talking about reactionary hegemonic discourse, and you’ll be lucky to get out to the street
         alive, assuming they pay any attention to you at all.”
      

      “But that’s just it,” Delmore said, sliding to the edge of his chair. “They’ve been brainwashed. They’ve been dumbed down
         by advertising and infotainment. They’re addicted to media schlock. If we can pull them out of that, if we can break the spell
         and show them—”
      

      “What? That NASCAR is for stupid people and they’ve really wanted to be listening to the London Philharmonic instead of Garth
         Brooks all along?”
      

      “The high art tradition is a culture trap,” Delmore said. “It exists to make ordinary people feel bad about themselves. The
         first step progressives have to take if they’re going to advance the cause of social justice is to validate the cultural instincts
         of working people.”
      

      “Right. Give the Nobel in literature to J. K. Rowling.”

      “Magic is a culture trap, too,” Delmore said. “It—”

      But Jig had turned away. He had had to turn away. He was about to burst out laughing. He looked out the window onto the small,
         cramped quad that looked as uninviting as the brutal weather that enveloped it. He was sixty-two years old. His best days
         of scientific work were behind him. Science was a young man’s medium. Mathematicians were washed up by the time they were
         forty. Physicists rarely lasted past fifty. He was at that part of his life when he was supposed to do something else, and
         he was being stymied by a man who ran to fat and stale ideas like a racehorse running to a finish line. The only difference
         was that the racehorse would at least be beautiful, and Drew Harrigan was not.
      

      “The thing is,” Jig said, not turning around, “we’ve got a window of opportunity. He’s going to be in rehab how much longer?
         A month, forty days, something like that. So for another month or forty days, there are no more hour-long screeds on radio
         about how I’m selling out the American government and the American people, how I’m Benedict Arnold—except he never says Benedict
         Arnold, did you notice that? He either doesn’t know the reference or he doesn’t think his listeners will. How I’m a traitor
         and a Communist.”
      

      “You are a Communist,” Delmore said. “All decent people are Communists at heart.”

      “He means a member of the Communist Party, which I most certainly am not. I don’t join parties. I haven’t even joined the
         Greens. The question is how to shut him up. It would be a very good thing for me if he’d go to jail.”
      

      
         “I don’t believe he will go to jail,” Delmore said. “He’s too useful to the special interests that run this country. That
         run this world. He keeps the masses content and focused in the wrong direction.”
      

      “At the moment, he’s keeping the masses focused on me,” Jig said. “Or maybe not at the moment. Up until the moment before
         this one. And when he comes out of rehab, you know what he’s going to do. He’s going to blame all this on a plot by Communists
         and liberals and left-wing nuts. Which he seems to think are all the same thing.”
      

      “He’s going to push it all off onto that handyman of his, Sherman Markey.”

      “He’s trying very hard.”

      “You know he will. They’ll put Markey in jail for being a dealer and let Harrigan off with probation or something. He’ll never
         go to jail.”
      

      “Didn’t I hear that Markey was suing him?”

      “Through the Justice Project, yeah. They do good work, but they’re a little too middle-of-the-road. I think progressive organizations
         hurt themselves when they temper their message to appeal to what they think is the mainstream, because I don’t think the mainstream
         is really the mainstream. People aren’t going to take you seriously if you don’t stick to your principles.”
      

      The quad looked dead and empty. Jig was tired of looking at it. He turned back and saw that Delmore was now more off his chair
         than on it. Sometimes he didn’t understand why people like Delmore went on living. He understood Joe Six-pack. Joe Six-pack
         liked what he liked and was satisfied with it. Delmore was half one thing and half another, intelligent but not quite intelligent
         enough, erudite but not quite erudite enough, cultivated but not quite cultivated enough. No wonder he went in for “progressive”
         politics. It was the only place on campus where he wouldn’t expose himself as a mistake on the part of the committee on admissions.
      

      This was not someplace he wanted to go.

      He picked up a few of the things on his desk: a graphing calculator; a snow globe with a miniature plastic replica of the
         Cathedral of Notre Dame inside it; a copy of his book, Selling Suicide. It wasn’t that Drew Harrigan was calling him a traitor
         that was the problem. It was the other things he was saying, the things about contacts with Al Qaeda, about aiding and abetting
         Islamicist cells on campus and in the city, about money laundered and money sent. It was a laundry list of things that could
         easily become criminal charges under the right circumstances. They were well on their way to the right circumstances. Jig
         Tyler wasn’t Delmore Krantz. He could see the writing on the wall and the look in the eye of the dean, who remembered McCarthy
         but had his own skin to save first.
      

      It was cold out there and it was going to get colder. If the news these 
         days proved anything, it was that it was easy as hell for an innocent man to die in the electric chair.
      

      “Lethal injection,” Jig said, realizing only afterwards that he’d spoken out loud.

      Delmore looked confused. “What?”

      “Lethal injection. They use lethal injection these days to execute people, not the electric chair, not most places.”

      “You expect them to try to execute you?”

      “No,” Jig said, sighing. “I was just thinking about innocent people being punished for crimes they hadn’t committed. That
         it happened all the time. That we know that because of the work done on the death penalty at this very university, in case
         you hadn’t heard.”
      

      “The Death Penalty Project does very important work in the fight against global capitalism and domestic repression.”

      Jig sighed again. “Sherman Markey is being defended by the Justice Project, though, isn’t he? They’re bringing in Kate Daniel?”

      “Kate Daniel is a heroine in the struggle against reactionary—”

      “Don’t say it.”

      Delmore looked away.

      “Listen, tomorrow morning, let’s get Ms. Daniel on the line and have a talk, why don’t we? That might help, strategically.
         Don’t you think?”
      

      Delmore nodded. He was staring at the floor. He was staring at the bottom of the bookcases. He was staring anywhere in the
         room but at Jig himself, which was how all their conversations ended these days. Jig couldn’t help himself. He really couldn’t.
         There were people who hated blacks and people who hated Jews and people who hated broccoli, but Jig Tyler hated stupidity.
         He hated it with the same passion with which Martin Luther had hated the Catholic Church and Mary Tudor had hated all Protestants.
         He hated it with a fine white fire that was so pure and so intense, it made the problems between the Israelis and the Palestinians
         look like a high school football rivalry. He hated it to the point where he sometimes thought that that hatred was all that
         was really left of him, the Jig Tyler who had shown up on the campus of the Taft School in 1956, thin and raw and intense,
         able to read the math textbook in forty minutes and understand it all, able to read Kant’s Critique of Pure Reason in two
         days and understand it all, a searchlight on a campus full of dimmer bulbs, a legend in a week. He was still a legend. He
         just no longer knew what he was legendary for.
      

      “We’ll call Kate Daniel in the morning,” he said, suddenly wanting nothing more than to get Delmore Krantz out of that room
         and out of his sight. “We’ll see what she can do.”
      

      
         Delmore still wasn’t looking at him, but he knew a dismissal when he heard it. He mumbled something and made his way out,
         a thin flush of red creeping up his fat neck like vomit coming up a gullet at the end of a long night of drinking. Delmore
         was beginning to resent him, Jig knew that.
      

      No matter how worshipful they were in the beginning, they all resented him in the end.
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      Kate Daniel was as cold as she’d ever been, cold enough so that she thought she could shatter her teeth by tapping them with a straw. The heater
         in the car wasn’t working right, or something. She didn’t want to think it was so cold that the heater in the car wasn’t up
         to the occasion. She kept getting bulletins on the oldies’ station she’d been listening to since she crossed the Pennsylvania
         border. She’d have listened to NPR if she could have, but she couldn’t find it no matter how many times she punched the scan
         button, and she was afraid it would put her to sleep. She was not, really, the right sort of person to be a liberal. She was
         not, really, convinced that it was possible for the temperature to get down to minus eleven degrees. The old joke about global
         warming kept running through her head. She fervently wished she had never quit smoking.
      

      Up at the far end of the street, a man in a long overcoat was waiting, leaning forward slightly to see if her car was the
         one he was looking for. That would be Mr. Whoever, from the Philadelphia Coalition for the Homeless, Kate thought. He’d look
         the car over and either approve of it (in which case she would hate him) or take it as a sign that she was one of those people
         who took every possible opportunity to burnish her credentials for revolutionary sainthood. The truth of it was that she truly
         hated buying cars. She wasn’t good at it. She never walked off the lot without feeling she’d been cheated. She spent the next
         six weeks unable to think about anything but the car negotiations and how she had failed them. It wasn’t worth it. The ’84
         Grand Prix was a good car. This one only had 250,000 miles on it.
      

      The man in the overcoat was nodding vigorously. Kate was close enough now to notice that he was very young. He waved her to
         the left and she saw that there was a small driveway going to the back of the buildings. In the dark, she couldn’t tell if
         it was as strewn with debris as the rest of the street. This was the kind of neighborhood where Coalitions for the Homeless
         hung out. It was supposed to be half-full of vacant lots and half-full of drug garbage. She hated the word “coalition.” She
         hated it more than she hated the word “committee.” She was already sick of this year’s presidential race, and she didn’t care
         who won.
      

      
         She pulled through the driveway, wedged narrowly between two buildings that both looked as if they should have been demolished
         in 1966. She found a neat little parking lot in back, complete with overhead security lights and parking spaces marked by
         clean white painted stripes. She pulled in next to the only other car and opened her driver’s side door. It really was minus
         eleven degrees out there. There was a wind, too, and it got up under her long wool skirt.
      

      “Ms. Daniel?” the man in the overcoat said.

      Kate’s own overcoat was on the backseat. She never wore a coat when she drove. It got in the way of…something. Now she reached
         back and pulled her coat up to her, a good camel’s hair one she’d splurged for at Brooks Brothers after the first time she’d
         seen herself on CNN, looking like she shopped at the Goodwill Dumpsters, never mind the Goodwill store. She got out onto the
         asphalt and pulled the coat around her shoulders. She leaned into the car and got her pocketbook and briefcase. She locked
         the car door and shut it.
      

      “Hi,” she said. “I’ve got a suitcase, in the trunk. Am I sleeping here?”

      The man in the overcoat sucked in air. “Ah,” he said. “Well. We’ve got you booked at the Hyatt. I mean, if it’s not your kind
         of thing, we could always—”
      

      “It’s exactly my kind of thing. I love room service. I won’t bother to get the suitcase out of the car until I get over there.
         There’s nothing I need in it now. Are you the one who’s going to be my aide?”
      

      “What? Oh, yes. I’m, uh, I’m Edmund George, yes.”

      “Do they call you Ed?”

      He looked uncomfortable. “Most people don’t call me anything,” he said. “My professors at Penn call me Mr. George.”

      “Do you want me to call you Mr. George?”

      “No.”

      This was interesting, Kate thought. She got her pocketbook strap over her shoulder. She shouldn’t call it a pocketbook. It
         was at least as big as her suitcase. She looked around the parking lot. It backed on a vacant lot. The buildings around them
         were squat and dirty and mostly dark.
      

      “Well,” she said, “maybe we should go inside and you can lay out the situation for me. I’m sorry I got here so late. I kept
         trying to leave New York and getting held up by odd things happening in traffic. I should have taken Amtrak.”
      

      If Mr. George was thinking that any sane person would have taken Amtrak, he didn’t say it. He just gestured in the direction
         of the back door to the building and started leading the way there. They’d gone to all this trouble about security lights
         and painted parking spaces, but what they should have done was hire a security guard. At least her car would be safe. It wasn’t
         the kind of thing your ordinary cocaine addict was interested in breaking into.
      

      
         Inside, the halls were clean but narrow, and the ceilings were blessedly high. The place seemed to be deserted. Mr. George
         led her down a small flight of stairs—they’d bought a new carpet fairly recently, Kate noticed; she wondered if that was because
         they’d had a sudden influx of money or because the old stuff had gotten so awful they’d had no choice—and then around a corner
         to a tiny office that looked as if it had been entirely papered in manila legal folders. There was a desk and a chair. There
         was a phone, a black one, in a “princess” style that was at least two decades out-of-date. There was a single poster on the
         wall, advertising Leontyne Price in Aida at the Metropolitan Opera in New York.
      

      “We’re not going to ask you to work in here,” Mr. George said. “This is my office, actually. I’ve got all the files you need.
         We’re cleaning out a space for you up at the front. We thought you could mess it up for yourself without any help from us.”
      

      “We didn’t go there, why?”

      “Because it isn’t open.” Mr. George flushed. “It was supposed to be, but Sheila must have forgotten and I don’t know where
         she keeps the spare set of keys. I’m sorry. I’m, you know, a law student. I work here part-time. It’s, I don’t know. I’m not
         really up on all the detail stuff with the building and that kind of thing.”
      

      “Okay,” Kate said. She didn’t need the office right away anyway. She needed the files and he said he had them. She took a
         stack of papers off the seat of the one chair in the center of the room and sat down, stretching her legs out in front of
         her in the long line that had once made Wolf Blitzer say to her, at a party, that if they ever made a movie about her life,
         they’d have to get Sigourney Weaver to play her. She was still wearing her coat. She hated wearing coats indoors. She stood
         up again and took it off.
      

      “Okay,” she said, sitting down for the second time. “So tell me. Is our client in jail?”

      “No,” Mr. George said. “We managed to get him out on bail. He isn’t really a flight risk, not in the normal sense of the term.
         The trouble with Sherman is that he wanders. He’s not very all there, if that makes sense.”
      

      “Drug addict?”

      “Alcoholic, mostly,” Mr. George said. “Although, if you ask me, it’s mostly a matter of opportunity. Sherman ingests whatever’s
         around to ingest. Drugs are more expensive than wine, so wine is what he usually has. One of the things we want to do is get
         him to a doctor and have him checked out, but he’s resisting. He says he doesn’t see any point in getting bad news he can’t
         do anything about.”
      

      “That’s sensible.”

      “It is, really. Sherman can be very sensible, sometimes. Most times, 
         though, he’s not. He does seem to understand that he’s got court dates he has to make.”
      

      “Where does he live?”

      “We’ve got him put up at an SRO about five blocks from here, but he’s practically never there. He forgets, or maybe he just
         doesn’t want to. Usually, we find him at Holy Innocents over on Farraday Street.”
      

      “That’s a church?”

      “It’s a Benedictine convent. Sorry, monastery. They call them monasteries, even though it’s a place for nuns.”

      “Benedictine monasteries are usually enclosed,” Kate said. “This one isn’t.”

      “Do you mean cloistered?” Mr. George asked. “No, this one is cloistered. You can’t see most of the nuns to talk to, not even
         the Mother Superior, or whatever she is.”
      

      “Abbess.”

      “Yes, okay. Abbess. You can’t see her except behind bars, sort of. You go into this room and there’s a wall with bars, but
         not just up and down, also across, like an open waffle—”
      

      “—It’s called a grille.”

      “That’s it. Margaret Mary told me what the word was, but I forgot.”

      “Who’s Margaret Mary?”

      “A friend of mine. She’s a nun in training. A novice, I think.”

      “At Holy Innocents on Farraday Street?”

      “No,” Mr. George said. “At the Sisters of Divine Grace in upstate New York. It’s not a cloistered order. Anyway, that’s the
         only way you can talk to the nuns, except for two or three of them, who come out. Extern sisters, they’re called. That’s one
         I remember. They have a big barn on their property, heated, and they open it for homeless people when the weather gets cold.
         That’s the Cardinal Archbishop of Philadelphia. His idea, I mean. There used to be a church in the city that did that, and
         he got the idea that all Catholic facilities should do that, so they do. And Sherman likes it there. It’s on the edge of the
         city; it doesn’t hardly look part of the city, really. And they don’t get picky about the state he’s in, or search him for
         drugs or alcohol.”
      

      “The place must be a zoo.”

      “Apparently not. I’ve been out there a couple of times. It’s very calm. And clean, which I think may be part of the point.
         Anyway, Sherman likes it there better than he likes the SRO, so that’s where we look for him when we want to bring him in
         to court dates. I know it’s practically dogma around here never to become enmeshed in a belief in a client’s innocence, but
         I do think Sherman is innocent. I don’t think he got prescription drugs for Drew Harrigan or 
         anybody else. I don’t think he could have kept himself together long enough to do it, and if he did, I think he’d forget about
         why and take the stuff himself.”
      

      Kate thought about it for a minute. “He got stopped, didn’t he? Drew Harrigan. He was exceeding the posted speed limit in
         a residential zone and he got stopped by a cop. He had a couple of fistfuls of pills in a bowl of some sort sitting next to
         him on the front passenger seat.”
      

      “It was a Tupperware container, a small one. With the lid off.”

       “So the cop pulled him over and there were the pills. So then what? They took him down to the police station while they checked
         out the pills? What about Harrigan’s lawyer?”
      

      “Harrigan’s got lawyers,” Mr. George said. “A couple of dozen of them. But they did charge him that night, if that’s what
         you mean.”
      

      “That’s what I mean. And they arraigned him, when?”

      “About three days later.”

      “Is that when he started to accuse Sherman Markey of procuring the pills for him?”

      “Sort of,” Mr. George said. “It was odd, really. There was the arraignment. He entered a plea. He made the bail arrangements.
         He walked out of the courthouse door and held a press conference on the courthouse steps. I saw it on local TV. It looked
         like it had been planned.”
      

      “It should have been planned. If I was one of his lawyers, I’d have planned it to death. What did he do at the press conference?”

      “He did a twelve-step number,” Mr. George said. “He admitted to being addicted to prescription medication. And that’s where
         he did it. It was in the middle of this statement that he said something like, ‘For the last three years, I have used a man
         who works for me, Sherman Markey, to gain access to drugs I knew I would be unable …’ Yada, yada, yada. He didn’t actually
         accuse him. He just said—”
      

      “That Markey was getting him the stuff, yes. So the police arrested Sherman Markey.”

      “Not right away. That took a couple of days. First Drew Harrigan disappeared into rehab. And I do mean disappeared. We don’t
         even know the name of the facility, or its whereabouts, or anything.”
      

      “Does the court?”

      “It must, don’t you think?” Mr. George said. “I mean, they wouldn’t let him go off like that and not know where he was, would
         they?”
      

      “I don’t know,” Kate said. “He’s a celebrity client. It’s not as if he could disappear.”

      “He has disappeared.”

      “I meant in the long run. He’s a very recognizable man. He’s big. He’s tall. He’s loud. And even if they could manage to do
         something about all of 
         that, he’s got that anomaly. ‘My heart’s in the right place, on the right side of my chest.’ ”
      

      “You can’t see that he was born with situs inversus.”

      “No, you can’t, but it’s a rare condition. He couldn’t go to a doctor without the doctor noticing it, or having to be told.
         It’s something everybody knows about. He can’t shut up about it. His heart is on the right side of his chest.”
      

      “So…”

      “So he couldn’t disappear for long,” Kate said again. “He’s the seven-hundred-pound elephant in the middle of the living room.
         How long is he supposed to be incommunicado in rehab?”
      

      “Sixty days. There are about forty, forty-two left.”

      “And in the meantime the legal case against him has stopped?”

      “I don’t think they’ve stopped investigating, but, yeah, they’re leaving him alone. Rehab is sacred. Instead, they’re going
         after Sherman as a dealer,” Mr. George said. “They’re going after him on federal as well as state charges. It’s insane. It’s
         as if he were a Colombian drug lord.”
      

      “Are they going to charge Harrigan with anything?”

      “They’ve charged him with possession of illegally obtained prescription medication. I don’t think he’s going to trial. I think
         they’re going to bargain it out to probation or even less. I don’t think he’s going to spend a day in jail.”
      

      “What does Markey say about it all?”

      “Not much. That he doesn’t know anything. That the only work he did for Harrigan was around the apartment, scut work, cleaning
         up. Harrigan claims he got Sherman off the street holding one of those ‘Will Work for Food’ signs.”
      

      “Is that possible?”

      “I don’t think Sherman would take the time to make a sign,” Mr. George said. “But Harrigan could have gotten him off the street.
         That’s where Sherman usually is.”
      

      “It’s odd, though, isn’t it? That he took this guy off the street, somebody like Harrigan, who’s always saying we should ship
         all the bums off to labor camps or let them die in their shoes. When was it? How long ago?”
      

      “He didn’t say. Harrigan didn’t. I don’t know if anybody asked Sherman. If they did, they probably didn’t get a straight answer.
         Sherman isn’t too good with time.”
      

      “Still,” Kate said, looking down at the palms of her hands as if they could tell her something, maybe about stock prices.
         “It doesn’t read right. Hiring him doesn’t read right. Keeping him around when he was as messed up as you say doesn’t read
         right. It’s as if he knew he was going to need a diversion.” 
      

      
         “You mean he knew he was going to be arrested?”
      

      “Maybe. Or maybe he just knew he was going to be outed. If Markey wasn’t getting him the drugs, I wonder who was.”

      “You think Sherman’s innocent?”

      “I can’t tell yet,” Kate said. “We’ll straighten it out in the morning—can we find him in the morning?”

      “Sure. We can go out to Holy Innocents first thing, if you want. Meaning about six. Or we could catch him when he gets to
         the Liberty Bell. That’s where Sherman hangs out. At the Liberty Bell.”
      

      “That must be interesting for the tourists. Look, put the files I need together so I can look them over tonight, and let’s
         go someplace where I can get a Scotch the size of Detroit. Then you can tell me about your name.”
      

      “My name?”

      “Why you’re having so much trouble telling me what to call you.”

      Mr. George looked away. He had, Kate thought, a remarkably chiseled face, the kind of face that belonged to a male model more
         than to a law student. He looked back and blinked.
      

      “Chickie,” he said. “People call me Chickie. Or they used to.”

      “Used to?”

      “I’m gay. I used to, ah, before law school, I used to… camp it up. A lot. Not drag, you know, but swish, really. And then
         I gave that up. But I’m still gay. And I’m used to Chickie, so that’s what people call me who’ve known me for a while, but
         people are odd about it.”
      

      “You thought I’d mind that you were gay?”

      “I thought you might mind that I’m called Chickie. Except I’m trying not to be. The name is…I don’t know. Something.”

      “I’ll call you Ed, if you want. You ought to go for Edmund, though, to sound suitably Ivy League law school. But Ed?”

      “What?”

      “As long as you’re first-rate at legal research, I don’t give a flying damn if you fuck squid.”
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      Neil Elliot Savage disliked the Catholic Church in the same way he disliked Philly steaks, and Chinatown, and that god-awful street where the silly detective
         lived. It was not hate. He wasn’t about to put a sheet over his head and ride into the nearest Chinese movie theater screeching
         about the rights of white people and real Americans. He wasn’t even about to write the kind of letter to the editor that always
         got quoted in fund-raising mailings for organizations like the NAACP and the ACLU. If he could have, he would 
         simply have retreated to a place where he wouldn’t be bothered by it all. But, of course, there was no such place anymore
         in America. The real Americans— and he did consider himself a real American, even if the words wouldn’t come into his mind
         fully formed—had so thoroughly lost this battle that they had become irrelevant. The culture was Hispanic, or Italian, or
         Jewish, or decadent, or dead, but it was not the culture of Emerson and Thoreau, of Jefferson and Adams, of New England brains
         and Virginia elegance. If the men who had signed the Declaration of Independence were to show up today on the steps of Independence
         Hall, they would be branded a bunch of liberal intellectual elitists and rendered unelectable in any state but Massachusetts.
         If his own several times great-grandfather was to rematerialize in the middle of the small plot of land he had settled on
         when Philadelphia was still a colony, he would find himself in the middle of a restaurant catering to food from the Caucasus.
         It was all wrong, but there was nothing he could do about it. The best he could manage was to support people like Drew Harrigan,
         who at least stood against the tide of foreignness that had risen everywhere and would go on rising if something wasn’t done
         to make it stop. That was odd, because in a way Neil Elliot Savage disliked Drew Harrigan more than he disliked the foreignness.
         With Drew, he came perilously close to hate.
      

      The firm’s offices were in a set of interlocking brick houses near Ritten-house Square. They had been there for over a hundred
         years, and would be there for a hundred more, unless the neighborhood went to hell. The driver pulled up to the curb outside
         the main entrance. Neil got his briefcase and his coat and waited for the man to come around to open the door. He had spent
         all day arguing with a tall, thin, majestic young nun, and his head was throbbing because of it. Besides, she looked familiar.
         He was sure he’d seen her somewhere before, but he couldn’t place where. He didn’t know a lot of nuns. He didn’t meet them
         in the ordinary course of his business. His partners knew better than to throw him into contact with the Catholic Church,
         and especially with anything to do with the Cardinal Archbishop of Philadelphia.
      

      The driver opened the door. Neil got out, went across the sidewalk and up the steps, and rang the bell. Miss Hallworth opened
         up almost immediately, as if she’d been waiting at the window.
      

      “Good evening, Miss Hallworth,” he said, handing her the coat he hadn’t bothered to put on. Miss Hallworth was black, but
         he didn’t mind her. He really wasn’t a candidate for a white sheet. “Is Marian in the office?”
      

      “She’s waiting for you in the conference room.”

      Miss Hallworth was taking his coat to the walk-in cedar closet where all the partners’ coats were kept, and only the partners’
         coats. The nun this afternoon had had a long wool cloak, like something out of a medieval drama. He couldn’t remember what
         she’d done with it when she’d sat down. He 
         wondered what Drew Harrigan would have done about her if they’d had to meet face-to-face. It gave him a shameful feeling of
         triumphant glee just to imagine it. Drew Harrigan wasn’t the most secure person on the face of the earth. He was especially
         insecure about his intelligence, which was meager. That nun would have ripped him up one side and down the other.
      

      The problem was, Drew probably wouldn’t have minded it. Neil let himself into the conference room. Marian Fuller was sitting
         in one of the chairs along the side of the table, tapping on a laptop.
      

      “Come in and sit down,” she said. “I’m not being serious. I’m on the Internet.”

      “I didn’t know you could get on the Internet in the conference room.”

      “You can get on the Internet anywhere in these offices. Even the bathrooms. Don’t ask me. It was Grayson Barden’s idea. Bringing
         the firm into the twenty-first century.”
      

      “The twenty-first century seems to be starting with an ice age. I think it’s below zero out there.”

      “It’s minus eleven,” Marian said. “So, what did you think? How was Sister Maria Beata of the Incarnation?”

      Neil dropped his briefcase on the table and dropped into a chair. “She reminded me of somebody, I’m not sure who. She was
         bright as hell.”
      

      “She didn’t remind you of someone, Neil, you know her. At least in passing. Her name used to be Susan Titus Alderman. She
         was within a week of a partnership at Coatley, Amis when she decided to enter the convent.”
      

      “Are you serious? A Catholic at Coatley?”

      “She wasn’t a Catholic when they hired her. She’s Evan Alderman’s daughter.”

      Neil sat up a little straighter. “That’s who she reminded me of, Evan. And not just in the way she looks. She has that same
         style of argumentation. She’s very good.”
      

      “She’s supposed to be. I meant to tell you about it before you left this morning, but I was late getting in and you went out
         early. It didn’t matter much, though, did it? It wasn’t an adversarial situation. You’re both on the same side.”
      

      “We both want the monastery to be able to sell the property, if that’s what you mean.”

      “That’s what I meant, yes,” Marian said. “Although you know, I’m getting a little nervous about the buyer. You don’t suppose
         that Drew could be so stupid as to try to be buying the property himself? Behind our backs, I mean.”
      

      “Drew is stupid enough for anything and you know it.”

      “We’re using the word differently,” Marian said patiently. “He’s stupid, yes, in that academic sense that matters so much
         to people like us, but he’s 
         shrewd, too. He’s got a good eye for what’s best for him. What worries me is that he’s greedy, too, and greed gets in the
         way of judgment far too often. If it didn’t, we wouldn’t have jobs.”
      

      “Well,” Neil said, “that’s true enough. But the isolation in rehab is real. He has to stay incommunicado for sixty days. He’s
         got forty more of them left. He can’t be communicating with lawyers trying to buy the property we’re trying to sell for him
         any more than he can be communicating with us. If he got caught at it, they’d kick him out the door. And then the legal problems
         would land on his head.”
      

      “They’re going to land anyway.”

      “I know. He knows. But time matters.”

      “True,” Marian said. “Of course, in a way, that almost makes it worse. It’s not that hot a property. Who would want to buy
         it?”
      

      “Maybe somebody who wants to help out the nuns without letting it go public that he’s contributing to the Archdiocese,” Neil
         said. “The scandals have made a lot of people unhappy to have a public connection.”
      

      “This is one and a half million dollars we’re talking about. People don’t lay out one and a half million dollars anonymously.
         And there’s only so anonymous it can be. Whoever it is is going to have to file tax forms, I don’t know what else. Why the
         anonymity?”
      

      “Presumably because there’s something about the sale we might not like.”

      “Exactly.”

      Neil looked away. He liked Philadelphia in the winter. He liked the bleakness of it, the darkly clouded skies, the cold. He
         thought there was something stronger and finer about people who could live through that without having to run off to someplace
         southern and sunny, a happyface place without mind and without soul. Mostly without mind, he thought. That was why he hated
         Drew Harrigan. Drew Harrigan stood for all the crap he had to put up with these days, the alliances he had to make to be allowed
         to exist in his own country at all.
      

      “Neil?” Marian said.

      “Nothing,” Neil said. “I was thinking about the Republican Party.”

      “Why?”

      “Drew Harrigan,” Neil said. “The new face of the Republican Party. Pork rinds and stock car races. Don’t you just get sick
         of all those people sometimes, the local yokel, we’re all small-town folks people? The religious people.”
      

      “I don’t think Drew Harrigan is religious.”

      “I don’t either. But he’s part of it. Part of this whole movement to see intelligence and erudition and cultivation as—I don’t
         know what.”
      

      “The hallmark of the liberal Democrat?”

      
         “FDR has a lot to answer for,” Neil said. Then he shook his head hard, as if to clear it. “I’m sorry. I’m behaving like an
         idiot. It’s been a long day.”
      

      “Because of the nun?”

      “The nun was all right. She really is very bright. It was a nice change from Drew.”

      “Drew’s in rehab. You’ve got a respite. But I think we should take this seriously, Neil. I don’t like the fact that the buyer
         is anonymous, and so anonymous that we can’t even trace the lines of influence. I don’t like it that he’s got a law firm from
         Wilmington, and one we don’t do business with.”
      

      “It could be a her,” Neil said. “Maybe it’s a woman. Maybe Drew put Ellen up to it.”

      “If he did, he’s a dead man,” Marian said, “which he may be no matter what, but that would tear it. Have you talked to Ellen?”

      “A couple of times.”

      “And?”

      “She didn’t say anything in particular. The last time she really thought anything through was when she decided to go out for
         cheerleader instead of drum majorette in high school. She cries a lot. She’s convinced there’s a conspiracy to bring Drew
         down—”
      

      “Drew’s convinced of that,” Marian said quickly. “And I don’t think it’s completely out of the question. You’ve got to wonder
         why there’s this level of fuss—”
      

      “No, you don’t,” Neil said. “The man was caught with a Tupperware container full of illegally acquired prescription drugs
         on the seat beside him in the car, while he was driving erratically—assuming we’d like a polite word for it—and then he damn
         near threatened to blow the cop’s head off when he was asked to get out of the car. There’s a point at which even the most
         accommodating district attorney has his hands tied. Or forced, as the case may be. We ought to be grateful that Drew didn’t
         actually have the gun to carry out the threat, or we might be going to a funeral right now.”
      

      “There were no guns,” Marian said.

      Neil sighed. “I don’t understand how these people live like that,” he said. “The … confusion of it, I suppose. The constant
         upheavals. Drunk and stoned and fighting and I don’t know what. He’s no different than any of the rest of them.”
      

      “We need to do something about the buyer,” Marian said. “We need to find out who that is. We need to cover our asses, not
         to put too fine a point on it.”
      

      “I know.”

      “And?”

      
         “And I don’t know,” Neil said. “I’ll go back to work on it in the morning. We’ve tried all the usual things. I’ll see if there’s
         something we haven’t thought of before. Not that it really matters at the moment anyway, since the Justice Project has the
         injunction and the monastery can’t sell the property anyway. Has it ever occurred to you that our lives would be a lot easier
         if Sherman Markey was just dead?”
      

      “Going to get a gun and start trolling all the SROs and homeless shelters in Philadelphia?”

      “No. But it’s true. Without Markey making a fuss, nobody would care about the property. Nobody would care about the buyer.
         This whole thing would disappear in a few weeks. The DA doesn’t want to prosecute Drew. It’s going to be a pain and a half.
         He’d be more than happy to agree to a plea bargain on pretty good terms, if nobody was watching. Markey’s making everybody
         watch.”
      

      “It was Drew’s idea to stick Markey with the procurement charge.”

      “I know.”

      “And Markey wasn’t procuring anything for anybody.”

      “I know that, too. So does the DA. Drew’s an idiot and an ass. But we knew that already.”

      Marian turned off her computer and folded it up. “Maybe you ought to go home and get some rest. Go out and have a drink first,
         if you need to. Get some Johnny Walker Blue.”
      

      “If I start drinking Johnny Walker Blue, you’re going to have to start paying my mortgage. Do you wonder who it is that Drew’s
         shielding? Who got him the drugs?”
      

      “No,” Marian said. “It’s not my business to wonder. It’s not yours, either.”

      “No, it isn’t. And I suppose it could be Ellen. Of course, she’s got the same problem as Sherman Markey. She’s a brain-dead
         ditz. And she’s not exactly retiring. She’d walk into a drugstore wearing four-inch heels and thirty thousand dollars’ worth
         of chinchilla and they’d be talking about it for months afterwards.”
      

      “Go home,” Marian said. “It doesn’t matter who got him the drugs. It doesn’t matter that he’s an idiot. He’s sitting in rehab
         and he can stay there for the moment.”
      

      “He’d better stay there.”

      “Exactly. Go home.”

      “If you were going to murder Sherman Markey, the thing to do would be to poison his booze. It wouldn’t even be hard. You’d
         just doctor a bottle and hand it to him, and he’d take it and drink it. Nobody can think his way out of a paper bag these
         days. It’s incredible.”
      

      
         “I’m going to go home,” Marian said. “Imagine me sitting in front of my fireplace with the cat on my lap, reading P. D. James.
         Imagine yourself doing the same.”
      

      “Emerson,” Neil said. “That’s what I’m reading. Ralph Waldo Emerson. He couldn’t think his way out of a paper bag, either.”

      Marian tucked the laptop under her arm and left. Neil looked back up out the window. It was not, he thought, about money.
         Drew was richer than he was by several magnitudes, and he doubted that Drew’s family had had any less than his own when they
         were both growing up. It was not about money but about commitment, and most important, about commitment to those things that
         made civilization—what? That made civilization civilization. That made civilization possible. There was no civilization at
         all in a world full of people who were proud of their ignorance, who wore their willful stupidity as a mark of honor, who
         used the words “educated” and “intellectual” as epithets more worthy of scorn than pederasty or treason. It was not about
         money. It was not even about “Americanism.” It was about the life of the mind.
      

      He got up and looked around. The conference room was the same as he remembered it from his father’s time. There was good mahogany
         paneling on the walls. There was good oak flooring underfoot. The Persian carpets had been cleaned a month or so ago, but
         they hadn’t been replaced in fifty years.
      

      Maybe he was wrong to think of the difference in the terms he did. Maybe he was so quick to recoil at the excesses of Drew
         Harrigan and his followers that he missed the good in them. Maybe the world had not been better and finer and more honorable
         when he was a boy—but it had been more uncompromisingly respectful of intelligence and achievement, and it had not been so
         enamored of the populist skew. He was sick of the jokes of people who could only laugh at what they did because they didn’t
         understand it. He was sick of the kind of religion that pressed relentlessly to compress all life into the intellectual provincialism
         of the sort of small towns that had once made Sinclair Lewis despair. His America was not the America of creationism and WWJD
         bracelets any more than it was the America of bodegas and barrios. There were days when he wanted to torch the entire city
         of Philadelphia just to see what would rise from the ashes.
      

      He wouldn’t do it, because he was scared to death, deep down, that what would rise would be a rap band and a Bible-believing
         Christian.
      

      He had to go home. Marian was right. It had been a long day, a long week, a long month, a long year, and he had gotten to
         that point in the day when killing somebody felt like a rational response to the conditions he was forced to live under.
      

      
         It wouldn’t do him any good to murder Sherman Markey—but he was right about the fact that everybody he knew would be better
         off if Sherman Markey showed up dead.
      

   
      5

      To Ellen O’Bannion Harrigan, life often seemed like a jigsaw puzzle with a couple of pieces missing—or like the English classes she had been required
         to take in high school, where the teacher and all the other students had been part of a joke she had not been let into, and
         kept claiming to see Meaning and Symbolism and Complexity in poems Ellen knew made no sense. There was a lot of that second
         thing going around in the world at large, as far as Ellen could see. Even the people who worked in Drew’s office liked to
         talk about Iconography and Semiotics and the Politics of Meaning, which Ellen had finally figured out was the idea that people
         voted in order to make sure their lives Meant Something in the long run. She had no idea what it was people were supposed
         to want their lives to Mean.
      

      Right now, what Ellen knew was that she wanted the city of Philadelphia to do something about the homeless people. This was
         the fourth little knot of them she had seen in the ride back from the dentist’s office, huddled together over the steam grates
         that were set into the sidewalk every block in the middle of the city. There were two women and two men. They were all impossibly
         dirty.
      

      The city of Philadelphia should move them, Ellen thought, sitting back. The city should send them to shelters, or arrest them
         for vagrancy. She didn’t trust people who chose to live like that. Sherman Markey was a homeless person, after all, and he
         was responsible for Drew taking drugs and being in all the trouble he was in. Drew would never have taken drugs if he’d been
         left to himself. He wasn’t a drug kind of person. It was the homeless people who took drugs.
      

      The apartment was just up ahead, not a block and a half away. There were no homeless people here. The doormen chased them
         away. They sometimes got into trouble for doing it—apparently, you weren’t supposed to be able to make citizens get off the
         public sidewalks, even if they were dirty and smelled and might be dangerous to the people who lived in the neighborhood—but
         they did it anyway, and most of the time nobody complained. She just wanted to get home and take a couple of Advil to keep
         her jaw from aching. This was the fourth root canal she’d had in as many weeks.
      

      The driver pulled up to the curb and Ellen waited patiently for him to come around and open her door. This was important.
         Drew had drilled it into her over and over again. This wasn’t a cab. This was his personal car 
         and his personal driver. That made it her personal car and her personal driver. It wasn’t her job to behave as if the driver
         were doing her any favors. She was also supposed to remember not to call him a “chauffeur.”
      

      The driver came and opened the door. She got out into the wind and flinched. It was really very, very cold. You would think
         that a night like this would make those people living on the street realize they had to change their lives and learn to be
         better. People called her stupid, but even she wasn’t so stupid that she couldn’t have picked up on a point like that one.
      

      She said good evening to the doorman and went in through the big glass doors into the lobby, and then she stopped. There was
         a woman in the lobby, sitting in one of the big leather armchairs with her coat thrown off to the back of her, reading something
         Ellen thought at first might be a monthly magazine called First Things—and if that had been the case, the woman would have
         been Martha Iles, Drew’s chief assistant. Ellen truly hated Martha Iles, in spite of the fact that she knew Drew would never
         be attracted to her, never in a million years. Actually, no man anywhere would ever be attracted to Martha. She was a frump,
         a pudgy little woman who wore skirts just long enough to make her legs look thicker. She was also a right royal bitch—which
         was a word, like “chauffeur,” that Ellen was supposed to remember never to say.
      

      The woman in the chair wasn’t reading First Things, but Vanity Fair, which was kept on the coffee table in the lobby to give
         visitors something to do while the people they were waiting for were taking too long to come down and get them. She was too
         tall and too thin to be Martha, too, and her hair had been colored recently, where Martha’s had never been colored at all.
         Ellen relaxed a little. It was Danielle Underwood, Drew’s media assistant, the one he had hired to prove that he wasn’t some
         kind of anti-woman sexist Neanderthal.
      

      Of course, as far as Ellen was concerned, women really should spend their time in kitchens, but that was just her opinion.
         It was just because she thought children were more important than money, even if she couldn’t have any right now, because
         it would make things too complicated.
      

      Danielle had seen her come in and put the magazine back on the coffee table. She stood up and got her coat by its collar.

      “Ellen,” she said. “It’s good to see you.”

      Ellen did not think it was all that good to see Danielle, but she couldn’t say that kind of thing. The ideal was to be always
         gracious and polite and absolutely vacuous, so that nobody could tell what you were thinking.
      

      “Danielle,” she said. “Has something happened? Isn’t it late for you to be out?”

      
         “I’ve been talking to the lawyers. To Neil Savage. I thought I’d come over and tell you what was going on.”
      

      “I don’t really understand what’s going on,” Ellen said. “There’s no use explaining it to me. Drew will be back in about a
         month. You should tell it all to him, then. He handles that kind of thing.”
      

      “Yes,” Danielle said. “Well.” She looked at the doorman.

      There was going to be no way to avoid having this woman up to the apartment. It drove Ellen crazy.

      “Why don’t you come up to the apartment?” Ellen asked Danielle. Then she headed for the elevators, biting the insides of her
         cheeks so that she wouldn’t scream. Her jaw hurt. She’d just had a root canal. She wanted to take painkillers and go to bed
         and watch Titanic on DVD.
      

      The apartment took up half the top floor of this building. It could only be reached if you had a special key to put into the
         board next to the floor buttons. Ellen keyed them in and waited for the elevator doors to open up on the penthouse lobby.
      

      She went across the lobby and opened the apartment with another key. Drew was always talking about getting full-time staff,
         including a maid to open up for them when they came home, but Ellen thought it would make things seem too cramped even in
         a large apartment. They could wait for the full-time staff for when they bought a place out on the Main Line.
      

      Danielle walked through the foyer and threw her coat on the back of the couch. Ellen followed her, trying to look helpful
         and upbeat.
      

      “Can I get you anything? Coffee? I can’t offer you a drink, because we threw all that out just before Drew went into rehab.
         Not that Drew’s an alcoholic, you understand, but it’s supposed to be bad for somebody who’s getting over a problem with pills.
         I don’t understand why it’s legal to sell pills like that if they’re addictive. I mean, isn’t that why drugs are illegal?
         Because they’re addictive?”
      

      “I don’t know,” Danielle said. “I’ve never thought about it. I don’t need coffee, Ellen, thank you. I just wanted to tell
         you what the lawyers said.”
      

      “It’s not going to do any good telling me what the lawyers said. I’m not going to understand it, because I don’t know the
         background. Drew can take care of it when he gets home.”
      

      “Right,” Danielle said. “Look, Ellen, you’ve got to try to understand that Drew may not be able to handle things when he gets
         home. Even assuming the course of treatment in rehab is one hundred percent successful—”
      

      “—Why shouldn’t it be one hundred percent successful? Drew doesn’t want to be addicted to anything. It’s just a matter of
         strength of character. Drew has a lot of strength of character. The problem with most people who 
         take drugs is that they don’t care. They don’t want to get up out of their little cocoons and get some work done.”
      

      “Right,” Danielle said again. “The thing is, even assuming success, Drew’s going to have a lot of legal problems to deal with.
         You’ve got to get used to the fact that he might have to spend some time in jail.”
      

      Ellen blinked. “Nonsense,” she said. “Why should he spend any time in jail? He hasn’t done anything wrong.”

      “He was caught in possession of dozens of pills that he had no right to have.”

      “But they were legal pills,” Ellen said. “They were pills doctors gave him.”

      “The doctors only gave him the pills because he lied to them and said no other doctors were giving him the same pills. Which
         is against the law. And then there are the pills the doctors didn’t give him, that he got on the black market—”
      

      “From that man Sherman Markey. I know. I saw him on the news the other night. I don’t understand why he isn’t in jail.”

      “He’s out on bail.”

      “He shouldn’t be out on bail, though, should he? He should be in jail.”

      “Ellen, at the moment, Drew is out on bail.”

      “They’ve got those people being Sherman Markey’s lawyers. The Justice Project. They’re Communists, did you know that? Drew
         told me. During the Cold War, they actively worked for the destruction of the United States and the victory of her enemies.
         That’s just how Drew put it. Aren’t people given the death penalty for treason?”
      

      Danielle ran her tongue slowly over her upper lip, and all of a sudden Ellen didn’t want to be in the same room with her anymore.
         For all she knew, Danielle could be a lesbian. So many people were, these days.
      

      “I’m going to make coffee,” she said. “And I’m going to take some Advil. I just had a root canal.”

      “I’m sorry, Ellen. I didn’t mean to barge in on you at a bad moment.”

      “Advil is all right, isn’t it? It’s not illegal? I won’t go to jail for having a whole bottle of Advil in the medicine cabinet,
         a big one, with two hundred fifty pills?”
      

      “No, of course you won’t. Ellen, listen, it’s about the property on Hardscrabble Road that Drew deeded to the Our Lady of
         Mount Carmel Monastery. The nuns want to sell it.”
      

      “Well, it’s their property now, isn’t it? That’s what Drew said. They can sell it if they want to.”

      “Ordinarily yes, of course, they could. But now, you see, there’s a problem, because the lawyers at the Justice Project have
         gone to court and gotten an injunction to stop the sale until Mr. Markey’s suit against Drew can be settled—”
      

      
         “I can’t believe that man is suing Drew. I can’t believe it. It’s the money, you know. He thinks Drew is rich. He ought to
         be in jail.”
      

      “Yes, well, the thing is, the reason why the judge agreed to stop the sale— hold it up, temporarily, really—anyway, the reason
         is that the judge thinks there’s a chance that the entire transaction, giving the property to the convent, the sale, that
         the entire thing is a setup. That Drew has somebody pretending to be a buyer who isn’t a real buyer. And that the sale will
         look all right on paper, but no money will actually change hands, so Drew will end up owning the property but at the same
         time the paperwork will look like he doesn’t and therefore it won’t be taken away from him if he’s ordered to pay Sherman
         Markey any money.”
      

      “You’re being ridiculous. You sound like a mystery story.”

      “It’s not at all ridiculous, Ellen. People do it all the time. They shield money from taxes, from lawsuits, from spouses they’re
         divorcing.”
      

      “Drew isn’t divorcing me.”

      “No, of course he’s not. I just mean that people do that kind of maneuver very often if they’re afraid a court is going to
         attach their assets. And this is just the kind of case where a court could attach Drew’s assets. Sherman Markey may win his
         lawsuit. There’s no telling. And Drew could have—”
      

      “—He’s in rehab,” Ellen said triumphantly. “He couldn’t have. He isn’t allowed to talk to anybody. He isn’t even allowed to
         talk to me.”
      

      “I know. I don’t think anybody thinks he’s trying to run this from rehab. Drew isn’t that stupid. It’s possible he set it
         up before he went in, with somebody he could trust.”
      

      “Who?”

      Danielle coughed. “Well, not to put too fine a point on it, you.”

      “Me?”

      “You’re his wife, Ellen. You can’t even be required to testify against him in court.”

      “And I’m supposed to be doing what, trying to buy this property Drew just gave away? Except I wouldn’t be really buying it,
         because I wouldn’t be using money?”
      

      “Ellen, please. The Abbess of Our Lady of Mount Carmel is Drew’s sister. She—”

      “She could be in on it, too? A nun?”

      “You’ve got to understand that the Catholic Church doesn’t have a great reputation for honesty in this country at the moment.”

      “I’m getting my Advil,” Ellen said. “This is ridiculous. You’re making it all up. Drew gave some property to a convent. He
         was giving to charity, for God’s sake.”
      

      “He didn’t give to charity until after Sherman Markey filed his suit.”

      
         “And it’s no use thinking he and that awful woman have some kind of scheme going together. They can barely stand to be in
         the same room with each other. She’s a liberal, you know, politically. She hates everything Drew stands for. She hates me.”
      

      “I didn’t know nuns had politics,” Danielle said. “Never mind, Ellen, I’m sorry I bothered you. I know it’s ridiculous, under
         the circumstances, knowing the people involved. But I did think you needed to know what people are thinking, and what they’re
         going to go on thinking. This isn’t going to go away, not even when Drew gets out of rehab. You’re both going to have to deal
         with it.”
      

      “I don’t have to deal with anything. Drew deals with it.” “Yes,” Danielle said. “Right. Okay, Ellen, I’m going to go and let
         you take your Advil and get some rest. I’m sorry I bothered you. It’s just that we thought, and the lawyers thought, we thought
         it was important you understood what’s going on.”
      

      “I understand what’s going on,” Ellen said. “It’s that Sherman Markey. He got caught and now he’s trying to put it all off
         on Drew. He should learn to take responsibility for himself and live like a decent person.”
      

      “Yes,” Danielle said. “Well.”

      She was all packed up and ready to go. Ellen didn’t move to follow her into the foyer and out the door. She didn’t care how
         gracious and polite she was supposed to be. Her jaw hurt, and she wanted nothing more than to claw the skin off Danielle Underwood’s
         face—or Sherman Markey’s, if she could find him anywhere close.
      

      There was something she hadn’t gotten again, something she was being stupid about. She could see it in the way Danielle was
         looking at her, but she’d be damned if she’d come out and ask about what it was.
      

      That was the kind of mistake she used to make in high school, and she was never going to make it again.
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