Chapter  1





THE HEAVY DOUBLE DOORS of the Murat Officers’ Club flew open.
	Fringe winds from Hurricane Lori rushed in, carrying dust and debris. It blew through the high-ceilinged, chandeliered lobby and back into the wide open doors of the elegant and intimate dining room. White linen tablecloths fluttered and napkins flew in the air, sending plates and silverware crashing to the floor.
	A solitary khaki-clad figure wearing tan combat boots, dark sunglasses, and a cap slung low over the face entered the lobby with a Beretta clutched in one hand. The shooter stood for only a moment, then trudged forward and entered the dining room.
	The figure took a few steps forward into the room, found the intended targets and stepped backward without turning. With legs spread, the shooter raised the weapon with both hands and without hesitation pointed at a table occupied by a beautiful brunette and her male companion.
	Two rapid shots were fired; the first shot directed at the woman, and the other shot to her companion.
	In an instant, it was over.
	The woman slumped against the back of her chair. The male officer, in the midst of jumping to his feet at seeing the danger, fell to the floor. Blood spurted from their fatal wounds.
	A moment of eerie silence descended upon the room, and then chaos erupted, as the few remaining diners scrambled to get out of the way.
	The dead officer lay on his right side with both hands balled up into tight fists. His eyes were wide open and took on the appearance of terror, as if he had been aware of his own death.
	The woman’s body tilted to the side, as if suspended in mid-air. Her French-manicured fingernails were bloodied, and even more red liquid ran down her legs, pooling below her chair.
	The stench of copper and gun powder filled the air.
	With complete calmness, the murderer turned and walked out of the dining room; out of the heavy double doors.




Twelve hours earlier

FOR THE PAST HOUR, Lieutenant Anderson Garrett Belguzar had hidden himself away with his body curled and his head resting on his knees. He slowly emerged from the closet and crawled into bed. He closed his eyes, but his body refused to relax.
	Sliding back out from under the sheets, he dressed in a pair of khaki pants and shirt, put on a cap, slightly tilting it to the side, and pulled on his tan combat boots. Looking back at the bed, he smoothed the covers carefully and walked out of the apartment. Not wanting to disturb his neighbors, he quietly shut the back gate and passed under the dark shade of several large trees.
	Anderson’s soul was turbulent. Sick at heart and restless, the two-bedroom apartment he shared with his wife had become too small, too cramped, too closed in. He could no longer endure its restraint. Feeling as if he had entered into a delirium state, his actions were capricious, and his mind was impervious to all that would soon happen.
	It was a fine night, with a large bright moon just beginning to rise and zillions of stars beginning to twinkle. He walked out to the street and looked up at the night sky, but didn’t really see all that was there.
	Unsure as to whether this was a dream, or if this was real, he found himself walking down the sidewalk. Occasionally, a car passed. The moon shone brilliantly and there was a solitude and stillness that seemed to precede him. He walked under palm trees; the sea breeze gently rustling the palm fronds.
	He reached Canary Street. There, through the roar and the jar of many vehicles, many feet, many voices, with the blazing shop lights lighting his way, the west wind blowing him on, and the crowd pressing in upon him, he was pitilessly urged upon his way. No one stopped him. No one urged him, “Don’t go there!”
	When he arrived at one of the gates to the base, he didn’t enter, but instead turned to the right and walked on.
	The stars were shining more brightly than they had earlier and the moon had risen high over the great wilderness of swampland bordering the base; a massive mire of land where the inhabitants were wary creatures.
	Anderson walked on alone, away from cars, away from people, and into the solitude. He came to an unpaved road that followed the edge of the wetlands. The night air had become still; the shadows of the trees long and hulking. Crushed shells crunched under his feet and only his own foot noise could be heard.
	The surroundings spread away into a fringe of trees against the sky. As he walked further, he began to hear the sound of a stream flowing into the swamp. He reached the stream sparkling in the moonlight, moving slowly on its way to meet a greater home.
	He walked and walked and walked.
	Sometimes he talked silently to himself, repeating the same thoughts. How long has the persistent brother been eluding me? How long has he had an arrangement with my wife? Am I not the humiliated one? Trusting them both?
	Returning to a paved road, he walked on the side facing oncoming traffic. Occasionally, a car passed, and from the light of the headlights he could clearly see the shape and flatness of the road. The moon had disappeared entirely, but there was enough starlight to guide him back toward town.
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