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(Chapters 1–3) 
 

 

Vocabulary preview 

 

1. Read the text carefully. The following words and word 
combinations will help you to avoid difficulties in under-
standing 

—1 — 
 

close in  сближаться radiate излучать 

contest конкурс, 

состязание 

shadowbox создавать 

видимость 

борьбы 

stage (organize) устраивать, 

организовывать 

crew cut стрижка ежиком 

voracious прожорливый, 

жадный 

compassion сострадание, 

сочувствие 

stalk выслеживать fiercely свирепо, 

нестерпимо 

downtown расположенный в 

деловой части 

города 

assume the veneer 

of a civilized 

servant of the 

people 

притвориться 

(создать 

видимость) слуги 

народа 

courtroom зал судебного 

заседания 

gutter fighter грубый борец 

court stenographer cтенограф  senior assistant старший 

помощник 

(заместитель) 

кecord (set down 

in writing) 

записывать, 

протоколировать 

compassion сострадание, 

сочувствие 

PART 1 
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posterity, 

(descendant, 

future generation) 

потомство 

последующее 

поколение 

case 

 

 

prosecute a case  

(handle a case, 

conduct a case) 

судебный 

прецедент;судебн

ое дело; казус 

вести судебное 

дело, 

поддерживать 

иск, обвинение, 

вести судебный 

процесс (судебное 

заседание) 

daily headlines еженедельные 

газетные 

заголовки 

front-page news новость первой 

страницы 

trial 

 

 

murder trial 

судебное 

разбирательство  

 

судебный 

процесс по делу о 

тяжком убийстве 

(убийство, 

совершенное с 

заранее 

обдуманным 

злым умыслом) 

groom (prepare, 

coach) 

 

готовить, 

прочить 

 

queue up становиться в 

очередь 

range from охватывать 

be assured of smth быть 

обеспеченным ч.-л. 

mayhem нанесение 

увечья; 

изувечение, 

искалечение 

quarry (object of 

pursuit, prey) 

преследуемый 

зверь 

добыча 

murder убийство 

defendant ответчик, 

обвиняемый, 

подсудимый 

layer (thickness, 

stratum) 

слой, пласт, 

наслоение 

rugged грубый 

 

frustrate разочаровывать.р

асстраивать 

feral дикий, 

одичавший 

get evidence 

against sb  

получить улики 

(доказательство) 

против к.-л. 
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prominent выступающий be caught in a 

murder 

быть пойманным 

в момент 

совершения 

тяжкого убийства 

dimple ямочка commit a crime  

 

 

commit a murder 

совершать 

преступление 

 

совершить 

тяжкое убийство 

tailored сшитый robbery грабеж c 

насилием или 

разбой 

custom-made сделанный, 

сшитый на заказ 

bring sb to one’s 

knees 

поставить к.-л. на 

колени, усмирить 

к.-л., заставить 

к.-л. покориться, 

справиться с к.-л. 

sweep over окинуть взглядом timing выбор (наиболее 

подходящего/удо

бного) времени 

District Attorney  прокурор округа come up приближаться, 

подходить 

still (motionless, 

quiet, hushed, 

calm) 

неподвижный 

тихий, 

безмолвный 

publicity  огласка, 

гласность 

fiery вспыльчивы, 

горячий 

nominate выставлять 

кандидатуру 
 

New York: September 4, 1969. 

The hunters were closing in for the kill. 

Two thousand years ago in Rome, the contest would have been staged 

at the Circus Neronis or the Colosseum, where voracious lions would have 

been stalking the victim in an arena of blood and sand, eager to tear him to 

pieces. But this was the civilized twentieth century, and the circus was be-

ing staged in the Criminal Courts Building of downtown Manhattan, Court-

room Number 16. 

In place of Suetonius was a court stenographer, to record the event for 

posterity, and there were dozens of members of the press and visitors at-

tracted by the daily headlines about the murder trial, who queued up out-

side the courtroom at seven o'clock in the morning to be assured of a seat. 

The quarry, Michael Moretti, sat at the defendant's table, a silent, 

handsome man in his early thirties. He was tall and lean, with a face 
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formed of converging planes that gave him a rugged, feral look. He had 

fashionably styled black hair, a prominent chin with an unexpected dimple 

in it and deeply set olive-black eyes. He wore a tailored gray suit, a light 

blue shirt with a darker blue silk tie, and polished, custom-made shoes. 

Except for his eyes, which constantly swept over the courtroom, Michael 

Moretti was still. 

The lion attacking him was Robert Di Silva, the fiery District Attorney 

for the County of New York, representative of The People. If Michael 

Moretti radiated stillness, Robert Di Silva radiated dynamic movement; he 

went through life as though he were five minutes late for an appointment. 

He was in constant motion, shadowboxing with invisible opponents. He 

was short and powerfully built, with an unfashionable graying crew cut. Di 

Silva had been a boxer in his youth and his nose and face bore the scars of 

it. He had once killed a man in the ring and he had never regretted it. In the 

years since then, he had yet to learn compassion. 

Robert Di Silva was a fiercely ambitious man who had fought his way 

up to his present position with neither money nor connections to help him. 

During his climb, he had assumed the veneer of a civilized servant of the 

people; but underneath, he was a gutter fighter, a man who neither forgot 

nor forgave. 

Under ordinary circumstances District Attorney Di Silva would not 

have been in this courtroom on this day. He had a large staff, and any one 

of his senior assistants was capable of prosecuting this case. But Di Silva 

had known from the beginning that he was going to handle the Moretti case 

himself. 

Michael Moretti was front-page news, the son-in-law of Antonio 

Granelli, capo di capi, head of the largest of the five eastern Mafia Fami-

lies. Antonio Granelli was getting old and the street word was that Michael 

Moretti was being groomed to take his father-in-law's place. Moretti had 

been involved in dozens of crimes ranging from mayhem to murder, but no 

district attorney had ever been able to prove anything. There were too 

many careful layers between Moretti and those who carried out his orders. 

Di Silva himself had spent three frustrating years trying to get evidence 

against Moretti. Then, suddenly, Di Silva had gotten lucky. 

Camillo Stela, one of Moretti's soldati, had been caught in a murder 

committed during a robbery. In exchange for his life, Stela agreed to sing. 

It was the most beautiful music Di Silva had ever heard, a song that was 
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going to bring the most powerful Mafia Family in the east to its knees, 

send Michael Moretti to the electric chair, and elevate Robert Di Silva to 

the governor's office in Albany. Other New York governors had made it to 

the White House: Martin Van Buren, Grover Cleveland, Teddy Roosevelt 

and Franklin Roosevelt. Di Silva intended to be the next. 

The timing was perfect The gubernatorial elections were coming up 

next year. 

Di Silva had been approached by the state's most powerful political 

boss. "With all the publicity you're getting on this case, you'll be a shoo-in 

to be nominated and then elected governor, Bobby. Nail Moretti and you 

are our candidate." 
 

take a chance рисковать, пойти на 

риск 

sequester (iso-

late, detach) 

изолировать 

meticulous 

(punctilious, 

over-

sсrupulous) 

тщательный, педан-

тичный, 

щепетильный 

lock away спрятать под за-

мок 

assemble еvi-

dence 

собирать улики (дока-

зательства) 

witness свидетель 

legal avenue of 

escape 

законный путь к спа-

сению 

protect защищать 

explore исследовать, зонди-

ровать 

vividly (clearly, 

distinctly)  

четко, ясно 

loophole лазейкa cell тюремная камера 

jury состав присяжных; 

коллегия присяжных 

deputy помощник 

juror 

 

 

alternate jurors 

присяжный заседа-

тель, член состава 

присяжных 

запасной состав кол-

легии присяжных 

testify against давать показания 

против 

precaution мера предосторожно-

сти на случай 

rest on основываться на 

see to it that проследить, чтобы vengeance месть, отмщение 
 

Robert Di Silva had taken no chances. He prepared the case against 

Michael with meticulous care. He put his assistants to work assembling 

evidence, cleaning up every loose end, cutting off each legal avenue of es-

cape that Moretti's attorney might attempt to explore. One by one, every 

loophole had been closed. 
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It had taken almost two weeks to select the jury, and the District At-

torney had insisted upon selecting six "spare tires" –alternate jurors–as a 

precaution against a possible mistrial. In cases where important Mafia fig-

ures were involved, jurors had been known to disappear or to have unex-

plained fatal accidents. Di Silva had seen to it that this jury was seques-

tered from the beginning, locked away every night where no one could get 

to it. 

The key to the case against Michael Moretti was Camillo Stela, and Di 

Silva’s star witness was heavily protected. The District Attorney remem-

bered only too vividly the example of Abe "Kid Twist" Reles, the govern-

ment witness who had "fallen out" of a sixth-floor window of the Half 

Moon Hotel in Coney Island while being guarded by half a dozen police-

men. Robert Di Silva had selected Camillo Stela's guards personally, and 

before the trial Stela had been secretly moved to a different location every 

night. Now, with the trial under way, Stela was kept in an isolated holding 

cell, guarded by four armed deputies. No one was allowed to get near him, 

for Stela's willingness to testify rested on his belief that District Attorney 

Di Silva was capable of protecting him from the vengeance of Michael 

Moretti. 

It was the morning of the fifth day of the trial. 
 

prosecutor обвинитель ramrod 

straight  

шомполом 

swear  клясться, присягать brace onesefl 

against sb 

опереться на ч-л. 

sensitivity чувствительность, вос-

приимчивость, чуткость 

  

 

It was Jennifer Parker's first day at the trial. She was seated at the 

prosecutor's table with five other young assistant district attorneys who had 

been sworn in with her that morning. 

Jennifer Parker was a slender, dark-haired girl of twenty-four with a 

pale skin, an intelligent, mobile face, and green, thoughtful eyes. It was a 

face that was attractive rather than beautiful, a face that reflected pride and 

courage and sensitivity, a face that would be hard to forget. She sat ramrod 

straight, as though bracing herself against unseen ghosts of the past. 
 

disastrously гибельно, бед-

ственно 

subpoena повестка с вызовом в 

суд 

swearing-in 

ceremony 

церемония приве-

дения к присяге 

warrant ордер на арест 
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schedule for  назначить на  handle a trial 

(hold a trial)  

вести судебный про-

цесс 

lay one’s 

clothes 

выкладывать, вы-

ложить ч.-л. одежду 

stubby cigar, 

stub of cigarette 

окурок сигары (сигаре-

ты) 

set the alarm 

for 

поставить будиль-

ник на 

prosecute a case вести судебное дело; 

поддерживать иск, 

обвинение 

go off звенеть (о будиль-

нике) 

be edged with 

smth 

быть наполненным ч-л. 

slam the 

door 

захлопнуть дверь run errands for  выполнять поручения 

для к-л. 

Criminal 

Court  

Building 

здание уголовного 

суда 

identification 

card,  

issue an identifi-

cation card 

удостоверение  

личности, 

выдать удостоверение 

личности 

be out of 

question  

не может быть и 

речи, совершенно 

исключено 

tough (severe, 

uncompromising) 

 

жесткий, упрямый; 

крутой, несговорчивый 

trap with поймать в ловушку interminable нескончаемый, вечный 

lawyer  юрист, адвокат drudgery изнурительная работа 

newly  

(recently)  

недавно glimpse увидеть (мельком) 

law school юридическая школа the Promise land  земля обетованная, 

вожделенный край 

panel  

paneled  

панель,  

отделанный пане-

лью 

folly  

(foolishness) 

безрассудство, глу-

пость 

law book свод законов, ко-

декс 

Law Review обзор судебной прак-

тики 

frame a 

picture  

вставлять картину 

в рамку, обрамлять 

картину 

bar examination экзамен на звание ад-

воката 

hurry into 

smth 

торопливо (по-

спешно) войти 

bureau бюро, отдел ,  

управление 

what the 

hell  

какого черта Appeals бюро аппеляций, об-

жалований 

snap (speak 

sharply) 

наброситься на к-л. Rackets бюро по борьбе с рэке-

том 

stick around  не уходить, бол-

таться 

Frauds бюро по борьбе с мо-

шенничеством (обма-

ном) 
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pick sb’s 

brains (suck 

sb’s brains) 

использовать чу-

жие мысли, при-

сваивать чужие 

идеи 

assistant district 

attorney  

помощник районного 

атторнея (юриста, ад-

воката) 

criminal 

lawyer  

специалист по уго-

ловному праву,  

криминалист; ад-

вокат по уголов-

ным делам 

borough городской район  

(в Нью-Йорке) 

oath 

take (swear) 

an oath 

клятва, присяга 

присягать, давать 

клятву 

relentless  

(merciless) 

безжалостный 

subdue  приглушать, пони-

жать (о голосе) 

glance over at скользнуть взглядом 

по ч-л. 

sworn offic-

ers of the 

court 

чиновники суда, 

приведенные к 

присяге 

inner turmoil   внутреннее смятение 

bury one’s 

noses in 

smth 

погружаться (уйти 

с головой) во ч-л. 

ceaselessly непрестанно, непре-

рывно 

draft docu-

ments 

черновые докумен-

ты 

  

 

Jennifer Parker's day had started disastrously. The swearing-in cere-

mony at the District Attorney's office had been scheduled for eight a.m. 

Jennifer had carefully laid out her clothes the night before and had set the 

alarm for six so that she would have time to wash her hair. 

The alarm had failed to go off. Jennifer had awakened at seven-thirty 

and panicked. She had gotten a run in her stocking when she broke the heel 

of her shoe, and had had to change clothes. She had slammed the door of 

her tiny apartment at the same instant she remembered she had left her 

keys inside. She had planned to take a bus to the Criminal Courts Building, 

but now that was out of the question, and she had raced to get a taxi she 

could not afford and had been trapped with a cab driver who explained 

during the entire trip why the world was about to come to an end. 

When Jennifer had finally arrived, breathless, at the Criminal Courts 

Building at 155 Leonard Street, she was fifteen minutes late. 

There were twenty-five lawyers gathered in the District Attorney's of-

fice, most of them newly out of law school, young and eager and excited 

about going to work for the District Attorney of the County of New York. 

The office was impressive, paneled and decorated in quiet good taste. 

There was a large desk with three chairs in front of it and a comfortable 
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leather chair behind it, a conference table with a dozen chairs around it, 

and wall cabinets filled with law books. 

On the walls were framed autographed pictures of J. Edgar Hoover, 

John Lindsay, Richard Nixon and Jack Dempsey. 

When Jennifer hurried into the office, full of apologies, Di Silva was 

in the middle of a speech. He stopped, turned his attention on Jennifer and 

said, "What the hell do you think this is – a tea party?" 

"I’m terribly sorry, I – " 

"I don't give a damn whether you're sorry. Don't you ever be late 

again!" 

The others looked at Jennifer, carefully hiding their sympathy. 

Di Silva turned to the group and snapped, "I know why you're all here. 

You'll stick around long enough to pick my brains and learn a few court-

room tricks, and then when you think you're ready, you'll leave to become 

hotshot criminal lawyers. But there may be one of you – maybe – who will 

be good enough to take my place one day." Di Silva nodded to his assis-

tant. "Swear them in." 

They took the oath, their voices subdued. 

When it was over, Di Silva said, "All right. You're sworn officers of 

the court, God help us. This office is where the action is, but don't get your 

hopes up. You're going to bury your noses in legal research, and draft doc-

uments–subpoenas, warrants–all those wonderful things they taught you in 

law school. You won’t get to handle a trial for the next year or two." 

Di Silva stopped to light a short, stubby cigar. "I’m prosecuting a case 

now. Some of you may have read about it." His voice was edged with sar-

casm. "I can use half a dozen of you to run errands for me." Jennifer's hand 

was the first one up. Di Silva hesitated a moment, then selected her and 

five others. 

"Get down to Courtroom Sixteen." 

As they left the room, they were issued identification cards. Jennifer 

had not been discouraged by the District Attorney's attitude. He has to be 

tough, she thought. He's in a tough job. And she was working for him 

now. She was a member of the staff of the District Attorney of the County 

of New York! The interminable years of law school drudgery were over. 

Somehow her professors had managed to make the law seem abstract and 

ancient, but Jennifer had always managed to glimpse the Promised Land 

beyond: the real law that dealt with human beings and their follies. Jennifer 

had been graduated second in her class and had been on Law Review. She 
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had passed the bar examination on the first try, while a third of those who 

had taken it with her had failed. She felt that she understood Robert Di 

Silva, and she was sure she would be able to handle any job he gave 

her. 

Jennifer had done her homework. She knew there were four different 

bureaus under the District Attorney – Trials, Appeals, Rackets and Frauds – 

and she wondered to which one she would be assigned. There were over 

two hundred assistant district attorneys in New York City and five district 

attorneys, one for each borough. But the most important borough, of 

course, was Manhattan: Robert Di Silva. 

Jennifer sat in the courtroom now, at the prosecutor's table, watching 

Robert Di Suva at work, a powerful, relentless inquisitor. 

Jennifer glanced over at the defendant, Michael Moretti. Even with 

everything Jennifer had read about him, she could not convince herself that 

Michael Moretti was a murderer. He looks like a young movie star in a 

courtroom set, Jennifer thought. He sat there motionless, only his deep, 

black eyes giving away whatever inner turmoil he might have felt. They 

moved ceaselessly, examining every corner of the room as though trying to 

calculate a means of escape. There was no escape. Di Silva had seen to 

that. 
 

witness stand место для дачи 

свидетельских 

показаний 

illegal betting  незаконное заключе-

ние пари 

weasel ласка skim снимать сливки с ч.-л. 

bucktooth выступающий зуб stick to smth не отклоняться от ч.-л. 

darting злобный impassively  бесстрастно 

furtive тайный, скрытый testimony показания свидетеля 

shortcoming недостаток self-

incriminate 

самоинкриминировать 

have the ring of 

truth 

звучать правдопо-

добно 

be under oath быть под присягой 

reluctant  

witness 

свидетель, неохот-

но дающий пока-

зания 

be at stake  быть поставленным на 

карту, находиться под 

угрозой 

plead to the 

lesser charge 

подать возражение 

по иску 

coldbloodedly хладнокровно, безжа-

лостно 

involuntary 

manslaughter 

неумышленное 

убийство 

shoot to death застрелить насмерть 

be charged 

with murder  

обвиняться в убий-

стве 

on behalf of от имени 
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twitch дергаться cross-

examination 

перекрестный допрос 

be acquainted 

with sb 

быть знакомым с 

к-л. 

request просить 

keep one’s eyes 

away from 

отвести взгляд recess объявить перерыв в 

заседании суда 

inaudible (in-

distinct)  

неслышный; не-

внятный 

gavel молоток  (судьи) 

speak up говорить громче adjourn 

courts stand 

adjourned  

объявить перерыв 

объявляется перерыв в 

заседании суда 

objection возражение judge  судья 

rise to one’s 

feet   

встать на ноги chamber судейская комната 

shrewd (astute)   ловкий, сообрази-

тельный; сметли-

вый, дельный, 

ловкий 

witness room комната для свидетелей 

lead the wit-

ness 

задавать наводя-

щие вопросы 

engulf поглотить 

sustained  принимается give a state-

ment 

делать заявление 

objection sus-

tained 

возражение при-

нимается 

intrusion вторжение 

trouble hooter  уполномоченный 

по улаживанию 

конфликтов 

go out of one’s 

way  

усердствовать, всяче-

ски стараться, прило-

жить все усилия, из 

кожи вылезть 

explicit ясный, четкий, 

точный 

parry парирование, отраже-

ние удара 

get out of line выйти из подчине-

ния 

get a convic-

tion  

осуждение (признание 

виновным) 

straighten out уладить innocent невиновный 

immaterial несущественный guilty виновный 

overruled отклоняется accuse обвинять 

objection over-

ruled 

возражение откло-

няется 

detach (sepa-

rate)  

отделиться 

long-sharking  

 

"акулий промы-

сел", гангстерское 

ростовщичество 

manila манильский 

waterfront часть города, при-

мыкающая к бере-

гу 

refresh one’s 

memory  

освежить ч.-л. память, 

напомнить 
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get a pretty 

good fix in 

with the union 

иметь хорошие 

связи с к.-л. 

foul up запутываться 

garment indus-

try (dressmak-

ing, tailoring)  

швейная промыш-

ленность 

omen (sign) предзнаменование; 

знак 

gambling азартная игра hurry to one’s 

feet 

вскочить на ноги 

juke-box  музыкальный  

автомат 

armed deputy вооруженный помощ-

ник 

be on trial for  быть под судом  

за ч.-л. 

battered desk потрепанный пись-

менный стол 

bookmaking 

operation  

букмекерская опе-

рация 

blink at sb  

(ignore) 

проигнорировать к.-л. 

 

Camillo Stela was on the witness stand. If Stela had been an animal, 

he would have been a weasel. He had a narrow, pinched face, with thin lips 

and yellow buckteeth. His eyes were darting and furtive and you disbe-

lieved him before he even opened his mouth. Robert Di Silva was aware of 

his witness's shortcomings, but they did not matter. What mattered was 

what Stela had to say. He had horror stories to tell that had never been told 

before, and they had the unmistakable ring of truth. 

The District Attorney walked over to the witness box where Camillo 

Stela had been sworn in. 

"Mr. Stela, I want this jury to be aware that you are a reluctant witness 

and that in order to persuade you to testify, the State has agreed to allow 

you to plead to the lesser charge of involuntary manslaughter in the murder 

you are charged with. Is that true?" "Yes, sir." His right arm was twitch-

ing. 

"Mr. Stela, are you acquainted with the defendant, Michael Moretti?" 

"Yes, sir." He kept his eyes away from the defendant's table where 

Michael Moretti was sitting. "What was the nature of your relationship?" 

"I worked for Mike." 

"How long have you known Michael Moretti?" "About ten years." His 

voice was almost inaudible. "Would you speak up, please?" 

"About ten years." His neck was twitching now. "Would you say you 

were close to the defendant?" "Objection!" Thomas Colfax rose to his feet. 

Michael Moretti's attorney was a tall, silver-haired man in his fifties, the 

consigliere for the Syndicate, and one of the shrewdest criminal lawyers in 
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the country. "The District Attorney is attempting to lead the witness." 

Judge Lawrence Waldman said, "Sustained." 

"I'll rephrase the question. In what capacity did you work for Mr. 

Moretti?" 

"I was kind of what you might call a troubleshooter." "Would you be a 

little more explicit?" 

"Yeah. If a problem comes up – someone gets out of line, like – Mike 

would tell me to go straighten this party out." 

"How would you do that?" 

"You know – muscle." 

"Could you give the jury an example?" 

Thomas Colfax was on his feet. "Objection, Your Honor. This line of 

questioning is immaterial." "Overruled. The witness may answer." 

"Well, Mike's into loansharkin', right? A coupla years ago Jimmy Ser-

rano gets behind in his payments, so Mike sends me over to teach Jimmy a 

lesson." 

"What did that lesson consist of?" 

"I broke his legs. You see," Stela explained earnestly, "if you let one 

guy get away with it, they're all gonna try it." 

From the corner of his eye, Robert Di Silva could see the shocked re-

actions on the faces of the jurors. 

"What other business was Michael Moretti involved in besides loan-

sharking?" 

"Jesus! You name it." 

"I would like you to name it, Mr. Stela." 

"Yeah. Well, like on the waterfront, Mike got a pretty good fix in with 

the union. Likewise the garment industry. Mike's into gamblin', juke boxes, 

garbage collectin', linen supplies. Like that." 

"Mr. Stela, Michael Moretti is on trial for the murders of Eddie and 

Albert Ramos. Did you know them?" 

"Oh, sure." 

"Were you present when they were killed?" 

"Yeah." His whole body seemed to twitch. 

"Who did the actual killing?" 

"Mike." For a second, his eyes caught Michael Moretti's eyes and Ste-

la quickly looked away. 

"Michael Moretti?" 
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"That's right." 

"Why did the defendant tell you he wanted the Ramos brothers killed?" 

"Well, Eddie and Al handled a book for – " 

"That's a bookmaking operation? Illegal betting?" "Yeah. Mike found 

out they was skimmin'. He had to teach 'em a lesson 'cause they was his 

boys, you know He thought – " "Objection!" 

"Sustained. The witness will stick to the facts." "The facts was that 

Mike tells me to invite the boys – " 

"Eddie and Albert Ramos?" 

"Yeah. To a little party down at The Pelican. That's a private beach 

club." His arm started to twitch again and Stela, suddenly aware of it, 

pressed against it with his other hand. Jennifer Parker turned to look at 

Michael Moretti. He was watching impassively, his face and body im-

mobile. 

"What happened then, Mr. Stela?" 

"I picked Eddie and Al up and drove 'em to the parkin' lot. Mike was 

there, waitin'. When the boys got outta the car, I moved outta the way and 

Mike started blastin'." 

"Did you see the Ramos brothers fall to the ground?" 

"Yes, sir" 

"And they were dead?" 

"They sure buried 'em like they was dead." 

There was a ripple of sound through the courtroom. Di Silva waited 

until there was silence. 

"Mr. Stela, you are aware that the testimony you have given in this 

courtroom is self-incriminating?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"And that you are under oath and that a man's life is at stake?" "Yes, sir." 

"You witnessed the defendant, Michael Moretti, coldbloodedly shoot 

to death two men because they had withheld money from him?" 

"Objection! He's leading the witness." 

"Sustained." 

District Attorney Di Silva looked at the faces of the jurors and what he 

saw there told him he had won the case. He turned to Camillo Stela. 

"Mr. Stela, I know that it took a great deal of courage for you to come 

into this courtroom and testify. On behalf of the people of this state, I want 

to thank you." Di Silva turned to Thomas Colfax. "Your witness for cross." 
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Thomas Colfax rose gracefully to his feet. "Thank you, Mr. Di Silva." 

He glanced at the clock on the wall, then turned to the bench. "If it please 

Your Honor, it is now almost noon. I would prefer not to have my cross-

examination interrupted. Might I request that the court recess for lunch 

now and I'll cross-examine this afternoon?" 

"Very well." Judge Lawrence Waldman rapped his gavel on the bench. 

"This court stands adjourned until two o'clock." 

Everyone in the courtroom rose as the judge stood up and walked 

through the side door to his chambers. The jurors began to file out of the 

room. Four armed deputies surrounded Camillo Stela and escorted him 

through a door near the front of the courtroom that led to the witness room. 

At once, Di Silva was engulfed by reporters. 

"Will you give us a statement?" 

"How do you think the case is going so far, Mr. District Attorney?" 

"How are you going to protect Stela when this is over?" Ordinarily 

Robert Di Silva would not have tolerated such an intrusion in the court-

room, but he needed now, with his political ambitions, to keep the press on 

his side, and so he went out of his way to be polite to them. 

Jennifer Parker sat there, watching the District Attorney parrying the 

reporters' questions. 

"Are you going to get a conviction?" 

"I'm not a fortune teller," Jennifer heard Di Silva say modestly. "That's 

what we have juries for, ladies and gentlemen. The jurors will have to de-

cide whether Mr. Moretti is innocent or guilty." 

Jennifer watched as Michael Moretti rose to his feet. He looked calm 

and relaxed. Boyish was the word that came to Jennifer's mind. It was dif-

ficult for her to believe that he was guilty of all the terrible things of which 

he was accused. If I had to choose the guilty one, Jennifer thought, I'd 

choose Stela, the Twitcher. 

The reporters had moved off and Di Silva was in conference with 

members of his staff. Jennifer would have given anything to hear what they 

were discussing. Jennifer watched as a man said something to Di Silva, 

detached himself from the group around the District Attorney, and hurried 

over toward Jennifer. He was carrying a large manila envelope. "Miss 

Parker?" Jennifer looked up in surprise. "Yes." 

"The Chief wants you to give this to Stela. Tell him to refresh his 

memory about these dates. Colfax is going to try to tear his testimony apart 

this afternoon and the Chief wants to make sure Stela doesn't foul up." 
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He handed the envelope to Jennifer and she looked over at Di Silva. 

He remembered my name, she thought. If’s a good omen. 

"Better get moving. The D.A. doesn't think Stela's that fast a study." 

"Yes, sir." Jennifer hurried to her feet. 

She walked over to the door she had seen Stela go through. An armed 

deputy blocked her way. 

"Can I help you, miss?" 

"District Attorney's office," Jennifer said crisply. She took out her 

identification card and showed it. "I have an envelope to deliver to Mr. 

Stela from Mr. Di Silva." 

The guard examined the card carefully, then opened the door, and Jen-

nifer found herself inside the witness room. It was a small, uncomfortable-

looking room containing a battered desk, an old sofa and wooden chairs. 

Stela was seated in one of them, his arm twitching wildly. There were four 

armed deputies in the room. 

As Jennifer entered, one of the guards said, "Hey! Nobody's allowed in 

here." 

The outside guard called, "It’s okay, AL. D.A. office." Jennifer handed 

Stela the envelope. "Mr. Di Silva wants you to refresh your recollection 

about these dates." Stela blinked at her and kept twitching. 
 

— 2 — 
deserted 

courtroom  

опустевший зал 

заседаний суда 

trial by a jury  рассмотрение дела с 

участием присяжных 
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from)  

воздержаться от  jury of one’s 

peers   

коллегия присяжных 

равного с подсудимым 

статуса 

spectator’s 

benches 

места для присут-

ствующих 

depressingly удручающе 

rear  задняя часть preserve сохранить ч.-л. 

judge’s 

bench 

место для судьи hum жужжание 

plaintiff истец, истица instant мгновенный 

jury box места для присяж-

ных 

pandemonium шум, смятение, столпо-

творение 

savagery дикость, свире-
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undisclosed нераскрытый riot восстание, бунт 
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anonymous анонимный, безы-

мянный 

wildly исступленно 

  grab схватить 
 

As Jennifer was making her way out of the Criminal Courts Building 

on her way to lunch, she passed the open door of a deserted courtroom. She 

could not resist stepping inside the room for a moment. 

There were fifteen rows of spectators' benches on each side of the rear 

area. Facing the judge's bench were two long tables, the one on the left 

marked Plaintiff and the one on the right marked Defendant. The jury box 

contained two rows of eight chairs each. It’s an ordinary courtroom, Jen-

nifer thought, plain – even ugly – but it’s the heart of freedom. This room 

and all the courtrooms like it represented the difference between civiliza-

tion and savagery. The right to a trial by a jury of one's peers was what lay 

at the heart of every free nation. Jennifer thought of all the countries in the 

world that did not have this little room, countries where citizens were taken 

from their beds in the middle of the night and tortured and murdered by 

anonymous enemies for undisclosed reasons: Iran, Uganda, Argentina, Pe-

ru, Brazil, Romania, Russia, Czechoslovakia ... the list was depressingly 

long. 

If the American courts were ever stripped of their power, Jennifer 

thought, if citizens were ever denied the right to a trial by jury, then 

America would cease to exist as a free nation. She was a part of the sys-

tem now and, standing there, Jennifer was filled with an overwhelming 

feeling of pride. She would do everything she could to honor it, to help pre-

serve it. She stood there for a long moment, then turned to leave. 

From the far end of the hall there was a distant hum that got louder and 

louder, and became pandemonium. Alarm bells began to ring. Jennifer 

heard the sound of running feet in the corridor and saw policemen with 

drawn guns racing toward the front entrance of the courthouse. Jennifer's 

instant thought was that Michael Moretti had escaped, had somehow gotten 

past the barrier of guards. She hurried out into the corridor. It was bedlam. 

People were racing around frantically, shouting orders over the din of the 

clanging bells. Guards armed with riot guns had taken up positions at the 

exit doors. Reporters who had been telephoning in their stories were hurry-

ing into the corridor to find out what was happening. Far down the hall, 

Jennifer saw District Attorney Robert Di Silva wildly issuing instructions 

to half a dozen policemen, his face drained of color. 
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My God! He's going to have a heart attack, Jennifer thought. 

She pushed her way through the crowd and moved toward him, think-

ing that perhaps she could be of some use. As she approached, one of the 

deputies who had been guarding Camillo Stela looked up and saw Jennifer. 

He raised an arm and pointed to her, and five seconds later Jennifer Parker 

found herself being grabbed, handcuffed and placed under arrest. 
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be scared of 

sb 

scare 

(frighten) sb 

out of his 

wits 

бояться к.-л. 

 

перепугать к.-л. до 

потери сознания 

warrant подтверждать, служить 

основанием 

take the 

stand  

предстать перед судом 

для дачи показаний; 

давать показания в 

суде 

disbarment 

proceedings 

процедура лишения 

права адвокатской 

практики 

move for a 

mistrial  

ходатайствовать о 

невынесении  вердик-

та (приговора) ввиду 

неправильного судеб-

ного разбирательства 
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tempt of  

признать в неуваже-

нии, в нарушении 

hostile враждебный, неприяз-
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There were four people in Judge Lawrence Waldman's chambers: 

Judge Waldman, District Attorney Robert Di Silva, Thomas Colfax, and 

Jennifer. 

"You have the right to have an attorney present before you make any 

statement," Judge Waldman informed Jennifer, "and you have the right to re-

main silent. If you – " 

"I don’t need an attorney, Your Honor! I can explain what happened." 

Robert Di Silva was leaning so close to her that Jennifer could see the 

throbbing of a vein in his temple. "Who paid you to give that package to 

Camillo Stela?" 

"Paid me? Nobody paid me!" Jennifer's voice was quavering with in-

dignation. 

Di Silva picked up a familiar looking manila envelope from Judge 

Waldman's desk. "No one paid you? You just walked up to my witness and 

delivered this?" He shook the envelope and the body of a yellow canary 

fluttered onto the desk. Its neck had been broken. 

Jennifer stared at it, horrified. "I – one of your men – gave me" 

"Which one of my men?" 

"I – I don’t know – ." 

"But you know he was one of my men." His voice rang with disbelief. 
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"Yes. I saw him talking to you and then he walked over to me and 

handed me the envelope and said you wanted me to give it to Mr. Stela. He 

– he even knew my name." 

"I’ll bet he did. How much did they pay you?" 

It’s all a nightmare, Jennifer thought. I'm going to wake up any minute 

and it’s going to be six o'clock in the morning, and I'm going to get dressed 

and go to be sworn in on the District Attorney's staff. 

"How much?" The anger in him was so violent that it forced Jennifer 

to her feet. 

"Are you accusing me of – ?" 

"Accusing you!" Robert Di Silva clenched his fists. "Lady, I haven't 

even started on you. By the time you get out of prison you'll be too old to 

spend that money. "There is no money." Jennifer stared at him defiantly. 

Thomas Colfax had been sitting back, quietly listening to the conversation. 

He interrupted now to say, "Excuse me, Your Honor, but I'm afraid this 

isn't getting us anywhere." 

"I agree, " Judge Waldman replied. He turned to the District Attorney. 

"Where do you stand, Bobby? Is Stela still willing to be cross-examined?" 

"Cross-examined? He's a basket case! Scared out of his wits. He won’t 

take the stand again." 

Thomas Colfax said smoothly, "If I can’t cross-examine the prosecution's 

chief witness, Your Honor, I’m going to have to move for a mistrial." 

Everyone in the room knew what that would mean: Michael Moretti 

would walk out of the courtroom a free man. 

Judge Waldman looked over at the District Attorney. "Did you tell 

your witness he can be held in contempt?" 

"Yes. Stela's more scared of them than he is of us." He turned to direct 

a venomous look at Jennifer. "He doesn't think we can protect him any-

more." 

Judge Waldman said slowly, "Then I'm afraid this court has no alter-

native but to grant me defense's request and declare a mistrial." 

Robert Di Silva stood there, listening to his case being wiped out. 

Without Stela, be had no case. Michael Moretti was beyond his reach now, 

but Jennifer Paricer was not. He was going to make her pay for what she 

had done to him. 

Judge Waldman was saying, "I’ll give instructions for the defendant to 

be freed and the jury dismissed." 
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Thomas Colfax said, "Thank you, Your Honor." There was no sign of 

triumph in his face. 

"If there's nothing else ..." Judge Waldman began. "There is something 

else!" Robert Di Silva turned to Jennifer Parker. "I want her held for ob-

structing justice, for tampering with a witness in a capital case, for con-

spiracy, for ..." He was incoherent with rage. 

In her anger, Jennifer found her voice. "You can’t prove a single one 

of those charges because they’re not true. I – I may be guilty of being stu-

pid, but that’s all I'm guilty of. No one bribed me to do anything. I thought 

I was delivering a package for you." 

Judge Waldman looked at Jennifer and said, "Whatever the motiva-

tion, the consequences have been extremely unfortunate. I am going to re-

quest that the Appellate Division undertake an investigation and, if it feels 

the circumstances warrant it, to begin disbarment proceedings against 

you." Jennifer felt suddenly faint. "Your Honor, I – " 

"That is all for now. Miss Parker." 

Jennifer stood there a moment, staring at their hostile faces. There was 

nothing more she could say. 

The yellow canary on the desk had said it all. 

— 3 — 
 

irresistible  непреодолимый, 

неотразимый 

desperately  отчаянно 

besiege осаждать flee from убежать от к.-л. 

hammer at 

sb 

бросаться на к.-л. disbar лишать звания адвоката, 

лишать право адвокатской 

практики 
 

Jennifer Parker was not only on the evening news – she was the even-

ing news. The story of her delivering a dead canary to the District Attor-

ney's star witness was irresistible. Every television channel had pictures of 

Jennifer leaving Judge Waldman's chambers, fighting her way out of the 

courthouse, besieged by the press and the public. 

Jennifer could not believe the sudden horrifying publicity that was be-

ing showered on her. They were hammering at her from all sides: television 

reporters, radio reporters and newspaper people. She wanted desperately to 

flee from them, but her pride would not let her. 

"Who gave you the yellow canary, Miss Parker?" 

"Have you ever met Michael Moretti?" 
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"Did you know that Di Silva was planning to use this case to get into 

the governor's office?" 

"The District Attorney says he's going to have you disbarred. Are you go-

ing to fight it?" 

To each question Jennifer had a tight-lipped "No comment." 

On the CBS evening news they called her "Wrong-Way Parker," the 

girl who had gone off in the wrong direction. An ABC newsman referred to 

her as the "Yellow Canary." On NBC, a sports commentator compared her 

to Roy Riegels, the football player who had carried the ball to his own 

team's one-yard line. 
 

boisterous  буйный, шумливый dupe жертва обмана, простофиля 

oasis  of silence оазис тишины concur сходиться, соглашаться 
 

In Tony's Place, a restaurant that Michael Moretti owned, a celebra-

tion was taking place. There were a dozen men in the room, drinking and 

boisterous. 

Michael Moretti sat alone at the bar, in an oasis of silence, watching 

Jennifer Parker on television. He raised his glass in a salute to her and 

drank. 

Lawyers everywhere discussed the Jennifer Parker episode. Half of 

them believed she had been bribed by the Mafia, and the other half that she 

had been an innocent dupe. But no matter which side they were on, they all 

concurred on one point: Jennifer Parker's short career as an attorney was 

finished. 

She had lasted exactly four hours. 
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compassionate  сострадательный, со-

чувствующий 

will завещание 

deep-rooted глубоко укоренившийся go into part-

nership  

войти в партнер-

ство 

unpretentious непретенциозный, 

скромный 

  

 

She had been born in Kelso, Washington, a small timber town founded 

in 1847 by a homesick Scottish surveyor who named it for his home town 

in Scotland. 

Jennifer's father was an attorney, first for the lumber companies that 

dominated the town, then later for the workers in the sawmills. Jennifer's 

earliest memories of growing up were filled with joy. The state of Wash-

ington was a storybook place for a child, full of spectacular mountains and 

glaciers and national parks. There were skiing and canoeing and, when she 

was older, ice climbing on glaciers and pack trips to places with wonderful 

names: Ohanapecosh and Nisqually and Lake Cle Elum and Chenuis Falls 

and Horse Heaven and the Yakima Valley. Jennifer learned to climb on 

Mount Rainier and to ski at Timberline with her father. 

Her father always had time for her, while her mother, beautiful and 

restless, was mysteriously busy and seldom at home. Jennifer adored her 

father. Abner Parker was a mixture of English and Irish and Scottish 

blood. He was of medium height, with black hair and green-blue eyes. 

He was a compassionate man with a deep-rooted sense of justice. He was 

not interested in money, he was interested in people. He would sit and talk 

to Jennifer by the hour, telling her about the cases he was handling and the 

problems of the people who came into his unpretentious little office, and it 

did not occur to Jennifer until years later that he talked to her because he 

had no one else with whom to share things. 

After school Jennifer would hurry over to the courthouse to watch her 

father at work. If court was not in session she would hang around his of-

fice, listening to him discuss his cases and his clients. They never talked 

about her going to law school; it was simply taken for granted. 

When Jennifer was fifteen she began spending her summers working 

for her father. At an age when other girls were dating boys and going 

steady, Jennifer was absorbed in lawsuits and wills. 

Boys were interested in her, but she seldom went out. When her father 

would ask her why, she would reply, "They're all so young. Papa." She 

knew that one day she would marry a lawyer like her father. 
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On Jennifer's sixteenth birthday, her mother left town with the eight-

een-year-old son of their next-door neighbor, and Jennifer's father quietly 

died. It took seven years for his heart to stop beating, but he was dead from 

the moment he heard the news about his wife. The whole town knew and 

was sympathetic, and that, of course, made it worse, for Abner Parker was 

a proud man. That was when he began to drink. Jennifer did everything she 

could to comfort him but it was no use, and nothing was ever the same 

again. 

The next year, when it came time to go to college, Jennifer wanted to 

stay home with her father, but he would not hear of it. 

"We're going into partnership, Jennie, " he told her. "You hurry up and 

get that law degree." 
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When she was graduated she enrolled at the University of Washington 

in Seattle to study law. During the first year of school, while Jennifer's 

classmates were flailing about in an impenetrable swamp of contracts, 

torts, property, civil procedure and criminal law, Jennifer felt as though she 

had come home. She moved into the university dormitory and got a job at 

the Law Library. 

Jennifer loved Seattle. On Sundays, she and an Indian student named 

Ammini Williams and a big, rawboned Irish girl named Josephine Collins 

would go rowing on Green Lake in the heart of the city, or attend the Gold 

Cup races on Lake Washington and watch the brightly colored hydroplanes 

flashing by. 
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There were great jazz clubs in Seattle, and Jennifer's favorite was Pe-

ter's Poop Deck, where they had crates with slabs of wood on top instead 

of tables. 

Afternoons, Jennifer, Ammini and Josephine would meet at The Hasty 

Tasty, a hangout where they had me best cottage-fried potatoes in the 

world. 

There were two boys who pursued Jennifer: a young, attractive medi-

cal student named Noah Larkin and a law student named Ben Munro; and 

from time to time Jennifer would go out on dates with them, but she was 

far too busy to think about a serious romance. 
 

crisp (of air) бодрящий criminal law 

professor 

преподаватель уго-

ловного права 

lumber jacket короткая куртка graduate of uni-

versity, school  

выпускник 

shaggy лохматый stun поражать, ошелом-

лять 

emerald изумруд pop out (shoot)  пульнуть, выпалить 

ответ; стрельнуть 

file away the 

memory  

отложиться в па-

мяти, запомниться 

law office  юридическая фирма 

fraternity (stu-

dent associa-

tion) 

студенческая об-

щина 

bittersweet  сладостно-горький, 

горьковато сладкий 

in a row  подряд tide sb over перебиться 

attain (reach, 

gain, accom-

plish) 

достигнуть, доби-

ваться 

tiny  крошечный 

sober (not 

drunk, tem-

perate)  

трезвый fake  поддельный, фаль-

шивый 

retreat (with-

draw)  

удаляться steep крутой 

befriend дружески отно-

ситься, помогать 

walk-up дом без лифта 

grieve горевать couch sofa  кушетка 

mentor наставник lumpy комковатый 

high scholastic 

average 

высокий средний 

балл, высокая 

успеваемость 

seal smth (shut, 

close securely)  

наглухо (плотно) за-

крыть 

tribute (token 

of respect)  

дань prove sb as a  утвердить к.-л. в ка-

честве к.-л. 
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The seasons were crisp and wet and windy and it seemed to rain all the 

time. Jennifer wore a green-and-blue-plaid lumber jacket that caught the 

raindrops in its shaggy wool and made her eyes flash like emeralds. She 

walked through the rain, lost in her own secret thoughts, never knowing 

that all those she passed would file away the memory. 

In spring the girls blossomed out in their bright cotton dresses. There 

were six fraternities in a row at the university, and the fraternity brothers 

would gather on the lawn and watch the girls go by, but there was some-

thing about Jennifer that made them feel unexpectedly shy. There was a 

special quality about her that was difficult for them to define, a feeling that 

she had already attained something for which they were still searching. 

Every summer Jennifer went home to visit her father. He had changed 

so much. He was never drunk, but neither was he ever sober. He had re-

treated into an emotional fortress where nothing could touch him again. 

He died when Jennifer was in her last term at law school. The town 

remembered, and there were almost a hundred people at Abner Parker's 

funeral, people he had helped and advised and befriended over the years. 

Jennifer did her grieving in private. She had lost more than a father. She 

had lost a teacher and a mentor. 

After the funeral Jennifer returned to Seattle to finish school. Her fa-

ther had left her less than a thousand dollars and she had to make a deci-

sion about what to do with her life. She knew that she could not return to 

Kelso to practice law, for there she would always be the little girl whose 

mother had run off with a teen-ager. 

Because of her high scholastic average, Jennifer had interviews with a 

dozen top law firms around the country, and received several offers. 

Warren Oakes, her criminal law professor, told her: "That's a real trib-

ute, young lady. It's very difficult for a woman to get into a good law firm." 

Jennifer's dilemma was that she no longer had a home or roots. She 

was not certain where she wanted to live. 

Shortly before graduation Jennifer's problem was solved for her. Pro-

fessor Oakes asked her to see him after class. 

"I have a letter from the District Attorney's office in Manhattan, asking 

me to recommend my brightest graduate for his staff. Interested?" 

New York. "Yes, sir." Jennifer was so stunned that the answer just 

popped out. 
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She flew to New York to take the bar examination, and returned to 

Kelso to close her father's law office. It was a bittersweet experience, filled 

with memories of the past and it seemed to Jennifer that she had grown up 

in that office. 

She got a job as an assistant in the law library of the university to tide 

her over until she heard whether she had passed the New York bar exami-

nation. 

"It's one of the toughest in the country," Professor Oakes warned her. 

But Jennifer knew. 

She received her notice that she had passed and an offer from the New 

York District Attorney's office on the same day. 

One week later, Jennifer was on her way east. 

She found a tiny apartment (Spc W/U fpl gd loc nds sm wk, the ad 

said) on lower Third Avenue, with a fake fireplace in a steep fourth-floor 

walk-up. The exercise will do me good, Jennifer told herself. There were 

no mountains to climb in Manhattan, no rapids to ride. The apartment con-

sisted of a small living room with a couch that turned into a lumpy bed, and 

a tiny bathroom with a window that someone long ago had painted over 

with black paint, sealing it shut. The furniture looked like something that 

could have been donated by the Salvation Army. Oh, well, I won’t be liv-

ing in this place long. Jennifer thought This is just temporary until I prove 

myself as a lawyer. 
 

indictment обвинительный акт envision  представлять,  

воображать 

scathing  резкий, едкий put under arrest  арестовать 

insensitivity равнодушие, нечув-

ствительность 

resolve (deter-

mination) 

решимость, реши-

тельность 

abject apology 

(humble) 

униженная  просьба  о 

прощении 

pariah пария 

overwhelm переполнять make the rounds 

of  

обивать пороги в 

поисках работы 

slip out выскользнуть freak необычный, чуд-

ной 

derelicts заброшенный in person лично, собствен-

ной  персоной 

accost приставать (с разгово-

ром) 
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That had been the dream. The reality was that she had been in New 

York less than seventy-two hours, had been thrown off the District Attor-

ney's staff and was facing disbarment. 

Jennifer quit reading newspapers and magazines and stopped watching 

television, because wherever she turned she saw herself. She felt that peo-

ple were staring at her on the street, on the bus, and at the market. She be-

gan to hide out in her tiny apartment, refusing to answer the telephone or 

the doorbell. She thought about packing her suitcases and returning to 

Washington. She thought about getting a job in some other field. She 

thought about suicide. She spent long hours composing letters to District 

Attorney Robert Di Silva. Half the letters were scathing indictments of his 

insensitivity and lack of understanding. The other half were abject apolo-

gies, with a plea for him to give her another chance. None of the letters 

was ever sent. 

For the first time in her life Jennifer was overwhelmed with a sense of 

desperation. She had no friends in New York, no one to talk to. She stayed 

locked in her apartment all day, and late at night she would slip out to walk 

the deserted streets of the city. The derelicts who peopled the night never 

accosted her. Perhaps they saw their own loneliness and despair mirrored 

in her eyes. 

Over and over, as she walked, Jennifer would envision the courtroom 

scene in her mind, always changing the ending. 
 

A man detached himself from the group around Di Silva and hurried 

toward her. He was carrying a manila envelope. 

Miss Parker? 

Yes. 

The Chief wants you to give this to Stela. 

Jennifer looked at him coolly. Let me see your identification, please. 

The man panicked and ran. 

A man detached himself from the group around Di Silva and hurried 

toward her. He was carrying a manila envelope. 

Miss Parker? 

Yes. 

The Chief wants you to give this to Stela. He thrust the envelope into 

her hands. 

Jennifer opened the envelope and saw the dead canary inside. I'm 

placing you under arrest. 
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A man detached himself from the group around Di Silva and hurried 

toward her. He was carrying a manila envelope. He walked past her to 

another young assistant district attorney and handed him the envelope. 

The Chief wants you to give this to Stela. 
 

She could rewrite the scene as many times as she liked, but nothing 

was changed. One foolish mistake had destroyed her. And yet–who said 

she was destroyed? The press? Di Silva? She had not heard another word 

about her disbarment, and until she did she was still an attorney. There are 

law firms that made me offers, Jennifer told herself. 

Filled with a new sense of resolve, Jennifer pulled out the list of the 

firms she had talked to and began to make a series of telephone calls. None 

of the men she asked to speak to was in, and not one of her calls was re-

turned. It took her four days to realize that she was the pariah of the legal 

profession. The furor over the case had died down, but everyone still re-

membered. 

Jennifer kept telephoning prospective employers, going from despair to 

indignation to frustration and back to despair again. She wondered what 

she was going to do with me rest of her life, and each time it came back to 

the same thing: All she wanted to do, the one thing she really cared about 

was to practice law. She was a lawyer and, by God, until they stopped her 

she was going to find a way to practice her profession. 

She began to make the rounds of Manhattan law offices. She would 

walk in unannounced, give her name to the receptionist and ask to see the 

head of personnel. Occasionally she was granted an interview, but when 

she was, Jennifer had the feeling it was out of curiosity. She was a freak 

and they wanted to see what she looked like in person. Most of the time she 

was simply informed there were no openings. 
 

skip пропускать scar (scratch) царапать 

precede опередить, предше-

ствовать 

shabbily потрепанно, поно-

шенно 

get desperate 

(wretched, 

hopeless) 

доведeнный до отчая-

ния 

freckled face веснушчатое лицо 

severance pay  выходное пособие; 

компенсация при 

увольнении 

tight – fitting плотно облегаю-

щий 

behead 

 

обезглавить 

 

canvas  парусиновый 

(ткань, шедшая на 

паруса) 
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search through  просматривать stare at  пристально смот-

реть на к.-л. 

appeal to sb 

(attract) 

привлекать, нравить-

ся, импонировать 

What’s your 

scam? (What’s 

your occupa-

tion?) 

кто вы по профес-

сии? 

enormously чрезвычайно dreary (dull) тоскливый, серый 

tear  out вырвать get rolling раскручиваться, 

разворачиваться 

dilapidated ветхий,  полуразру-

шенный 

hellhole дыра 

flake (peel)  шелушиться, слоиться   
 

At the end of six weeks, Jennifer's money was running out. She would 

have moved to a cheaper apartment, but there were no cheaper apartments. 

She began to skip breakfast and lunch, and to have dinner at one of the 

little corner dinettes where the food was bad but the prices were good. She 

discovered the Steak & Brew and Roast-and-Brew, where for a modest 

sum she was able to get a main course, all the salad she could eat, and all 

the beer she could drink. Jennifer hated beer, but it was filling. 

When Jennifer had gone through her list of large law firms, she armed 

herself with a list of smaller firms and began to call on them, but her repu-

tation had preceded her even there. She received a lot of propositions from 

interested males, but no job offers. She was beginning to get desperate. All 

right, she thought defiantly, if no one wants to hire me, I'll open my own 

law office. The catch was that that took money. Ten thousand dollars, at 

least. She would need enough for rent, telephone, a secretary, law books, a 

desk and chairs, stationery ... she could not even afford the stamps. 

Jennifer had counted on her salary from the District Attorney's office 

but that, of course, was gone forever. She could forget about severance 

pay. She had not been severed; she had been beheaded. No, there was no 

way she could afford to open her own office, no matter how small. The 

answer was to find someone with whom to share offices. 

Jennifer bought a copy of The New York Times and began to search 

through the want ads. It was not until she was near the bottom of the page 

that she came across a small advertisement that read: Wanted:/Prof man 

sh sm off w/2 oth/prof men. Rs rent. 
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The last two words appealed to Jennifer enormously. She was not a 

professional man, but her sex should not matter. She tore out the ad and 

took the subway down to the address listed. 

It was a dilapidated old building on lower Broadway. The office was 

on the tenth floor and the flaking sign on the door read: 

KENNETH BAILEY 

ACE INVEST GA IONS 

Beneath it: 

ROCKEFELLER C LLECTION AG NCY 
 

Jennifer took a deep breath, opened the door and walked in. She was 

standing in the middle of a small, windowless office. There were three 

scarred desks and chairs crowded into the room, two of them occupied. 

Seated at one of the desks was a bald, shabbily dressed, middle-aged 

man working on some papers. Against the opposite wall at another desk 

was a man in his early thirties. He had brick-red hair and bright blue eyes. 

His skin was pale and freckled. He was dressed in tight-fitting jeans, a tee 

shirt, and white canvas shoes without socks. He was talking into the tele-

phone. 

"Don't worry, Mrs. Desser, I have two of my best operatives working 

on your case. We should have news of your husband any day now. I'm 

afraid I’ll have to ask you for a little more expense money . . . No, don't 

bother mailing it. The mails are terrible. I'll be in your neighborhood this 

afternoon. I’ll stop by and pick it up." 

He replaced the receiver and looked up and saw Jennifer. 

He rose to his feet, smiled and held out a strong, firm hand. "I’m Ken-

neth Bailey. And what can I do for you this morning?" 

Jennifer looked around the small, airless room and said uncertainly, "I 

– I came about your ad." 

"Oh." There was surprise in his blue eyes. 

The bald-headed man was staring at Jennifer. 

Kenneth Bailey said, "This is Otto Wenzel. He's the Rockefeller Col-

lection Agency." 

Jennifer nodded. "Hello." She turned back to Kenneth Bailey. "And 

you're Ace Investigations?" 

"That's right. What’s your scam?" 

"My – ?" Then, realizing, I’m an attorney." 
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Kenneth Bailey studied her skeptically. "And you want to set up an of-

fice here?" 

Jennifer looked around the dreary office again and visualized herself at 

the empty desk, between these two men. 

"Perhaps I’ll look a little further, she said. I’m not sure – " 

"Your rent would only be ninety dollars a month." 

"I could buy this building for ninety dollars a month," Jennifer replied. 

She turned to leave. 

"Hey, wait a minute." 

Jennifer paused. 

Kenneth Bailey ran a hand over his pate chin. I’ll make a deal with 

you. Sixty. When your business gets rolling we’ll talk about an increase." 

It was a bargain. Jennifer knew that she could never find any space 

elsewhere for that amount. On the other hand, there was no way she could 

ever attract clients to this hellhole. There was one other thing she had to 

consider. She did not have the sixty dollars. 

"I’ll take it," Jennifer said. 

"You won't be sorry," Kenneth Bailey promised. "When do you want 

to move your things in?" 

"They're in."  
 

bill collector  сборщик счетов, 

векселей 

juicy смачный, вкусный 

faintly crook-

ed (slightly 

bent) 

слегка согнутый, 

изогнутый 

puzzle озадачить, приводить в 

недоумение 

slab кусок go through 

hell 

сильно страдать, испы-

тывать сильнейшие ду-

шевные муки 

con man мошенник жулик, 

аферист 

hold sb in low 

regard 

быть низкого мнения, 

невысоко ценить к.- л. 

collect large 

advances 

собирать большие 

авансовые платежи 

dwindle сокращаться, уменьшать-

ся 

enigma  загадка overdue запоздалый 

mutter бормотать, гово-

рить невнятно 

be due должен быть 

evasively уклончиво embarrass 

cause confu-

sion to 

смущать, приводить  в 

замешательство 

get down выбить из колеи, 

расстроить 

legal aide помощник по юридиче-

ским вопросам 
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flush (make 

red) 

залиться краской, 

покраснеть 

bitter горький 

unwrap разворачивать defeat поражение 
 

Kenneth Bailey painted the sign on the door himself. It read: 

JENNIFER PARKER 
ATTORNEY AT LAW 

Jennifer studied the sign with mixed feelings. In her deepest depres-

sions it had never occurred to her that she would have her name under that 

of a private investigator and a bill collector. Yet, as she looked at the faint-

ly crooked sign, she could not help feeling a sense of pride. She was an 

attorney. The sign on the door proved it. 

Now that Jennifer had office space, the only thing she lacked was cli-

ents. 

Jennifer could no longer afford even the Steak & Brew. She made her-

self a breakfast of toast and coffee on the hot plate she had set up over the 

radiator in her tiny bathroom. She ate no lunch and had dinner at Chock 

Full 0'Nuts or Zum Zum, where they served large pieces of wurst, slabs of 

bread and hot potato salad. 

She arrived at her desk promptly at nine o'clock every morning, but 

there was nothing for her to do except listen to Ken Bailey and Otto Wen-

zel talking on the telephone. 

Ken Bailey's cases seemed to consist mostly of finding runaway 

spouses and children, and at first Jennifer was convinced that he was a con 

man, making extravagant promises and collecting large advances. But Jen-

nifer quickly learned that Ken Bailey worked hard and delivered often. He 

was bright and he was clever. 

Otto Wenzel was an enigma. His telephone rang constantly. He would 

pick it up, mutter a few words into it, write something on a piece of paper 

and disappear for a few hours. 

"Oscar does repo's," Ken Bailey explained to Jennifer one day. 

"Repo's?" 

"Yeah. Collection companies use him to get back automobiles, televi-

sion sets, washing machines – you name it." He looked at Jennifer curious-

ly. "You got any clients? " 

"I have some things coming up, " Jennifer said evasively. 

He nodded. "Don’t let it get you down. Anyone can make a mistake." 

Jennifer felt herself flushing. So he knew about her. 
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Ken Bailey was unwrapping a large, thick roast-beef sandwich. "Like 

some? " 

It looked delicious. "No, thanks," Jennifer said firmly. "I never eat 

lunch." 

"Okay." 

She watched him bite into the juicy sandwich. He saw her expression 

and said, "Yon sure you – ?" 

"No, thank you. I – I have an appointment." 

Ken Bailey watched Jennifer walk out of the office and his face was 

thoughtful. He prided himself on his ability to read character, but Jennifer 

Parker puzzled him. From the television and newspaper accounts he had 

been sure someone had paid this girl to destroy the case against Michael 

Moretti. After meeting Jennifer, Ken was less certain. He had been mar-

ried once and had gone through hell, and he held women in low esteem. 

But something told him that this one was special. She was beautiful, bright 

and very proud. Jesus! he said to himself. Don't be a fool! One murder on 

your conscience is enough. 

Emma Lazarus was a sentimental idiot, Jennifer thought. 

"Give me your tired, your poor, your huddled masses yearning to 

breathe free . . . Send these, the homeless, tempest-tossed, to me." In-

deed! Anyone manufacturing welcome mats in New York would have 

gone out of business in an hour. In New York no one cared whether you 

lived or died. Stop feeling sorry for yourself! Jennifer told herself. But it 

was difficult. Her resources had dwindled to eighteen dollars, the rent on 

her apartment was overdue, and her share of the office rent was due in two 

days. She did not have enough money to stay in New York any longer, and 

she did not have enough money to leave. 

Jennifer had gone through the Yellow Pages, calling law offices al-

phabetically, trying to get a job. She made the calls from telephone booths 

because she was too embarrassed to let Ken Bailey and Otto Wenzel hear 

her conversations. The results were always the same. No one was interest-

ed in hiring her. She would have to return to Kelso and get a job as a legal 

aide or as a secretary to one of her father's friends. How he would have 

hated that! It was a bitter defeat, but there were no choices left. She would 

be returning home a failure. The immediate problem facing her was trans-

portation. She looked through the afternoon New York Post and found an 

ad for someone to share driving expenses to Seattle. There was a telephone 
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number and Jennifer called it. There was no answer. She decided she 

would try again in the morning. 
 

figure out  понять, раскусить downpour ливень 

sweet-talk  уговорить chill охладить, остудить 

swing around –  повернуться chilled продрогший 

owe (be under 

obligation to 

pay)  

быть должным humiliate унижать, унизить 

lean back in 

one’s chair 

откинуться на 

спинку стула 

curse at (pro-

nounce on, 

abuse, scold) 

проклинать, ругать,  

nod  кивнуть proposition сделать гнусное 

предложение 

do sb a favour оказать любез-

ность, сделать 

одолжение 

dismay смятение, потрясение; 

приводить в смятение 

serve subpoe-

na  

вручить повестку о 

явке в суд (вызов в 

суд) 

sink погружаться 

mileage (trav-

el expenses) 

проездной lap окутывать 

plush (sump-

tuous) 

шикарный cheer sb up  ободрять к.-л. 

visualize (im-

agine) 

представлять splurge кутить 

suite мебельный гарни-

тур 

alien враждебный 

escort сопровождать surly неприветливый, хму-

рый, угрюмый 

harass 

harassed 

изводить, травить; 

измотанный 

weary усталый, утомленный 

stack  кипа, стопка drag (pull) тащить 

keep a record вести учет mugger уличный грабитель 

наркоман 

keep track of следить за ч.-л. unfasten unbut-

ton, unclasp  

отстегнуть, 

расстегнуть 
 

The following day, Jennifer went to her office for the last time. Otto 

Wenzel was out, but Ken Bailey was there, on the telephone, as usual. He 

was wearing blue jeans and a vee-neck cashmere sweater. 

"I found your wife, " he was saying. "The only problem, pal, is that she 

doesn't want to go home. ... I know. Who can figure women out? . . . Okay. 
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I’ll tell you where she's staying and you can try to sweet-talk her into com-

ing back." 

He gave the address of a midtown hotel. "My pleasure." He hung up 

and swung around to face Jennifer. "You're late this morning." 

"Mr. Bailey, I – I’m afraid I’m going to have to be leaving. I’ll send 

you the rent money I owe you as soon as I’m able to." 

Ken Bailey leaned back in his chair and studied her. His look made 

Jennifer uncomfortable. 

"Will that be all right?" she asked. 

"Going back to Washington?" 

Jennifer nodded. 

Ken Bailey said, "Before you leave, would you do me a little favor? A 

lawyer friend's been bugging me to serve some subpoenas for him, and I 

haven't got time. He pays twelve-fifty for each subpoena plus mileage. 

Would you help me out?" 

One hour later Jennifer Parker found herself in the plush law offices of 

Peabody & Peabody. This was the kind of firm she had visualized working 

in one day, a full partner with a beautiful corner suite. She was escorted to 

a small back room where a harassed secretary handed her a stack of sub-

poenas. 

"Here. Be sure to keep a record of your mileage. You do have a car, 

don't you?" 

"No, I’m afraid I – " 

"Well, if you use the subway, keep track of the fares." 

"Right." 

Jennifer spent the rest of the day delivering subpoenas in the Bronx, 

Brooklyn and Queens in a downpour. By eight o'clock that evening, she 

had made fifty dollars. She arrived back at her tiny apartment chilled and 

exhausted. But at least she had earned some money, her first since coming 

to New York. And the secretary had told her there were plenty more sub-

poenas to serve. It was hard work, running all over town, and it was humil-

iating. She had had doors slammed in her face, had been cursed at, threat-

ened, and propositioned twice. The prospect of facing another day like that 

was dismaying; and yet, as long as she could remain in New York there 

was hope, no matter how faint. 

Jennifer ran a hot bath and stepped into it, slowly sinking down into 

the tub, feeling the luxury of the water lapping over her body. She had not 

realized how exhausted she was. Every muscle seemed to ache. She decid-
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ed that what she needed was a good dinner to cheer her up. She would 

splurge. I’ll treat myself to a real restaurant with tablecloths and napkins, 

Jennifer thought. Perhaps they'll have soft music and I'll have a glass of 

white wine and – 

Jennifer's thoughts were interrupted by the ringing of the doorbell. It 

was an alien sound. She had not had a single visitor since she had moved in 

two months earlier. It could only be the surly landlady about the overdue 

rent. Jennifer lay still, hoping she would go away, too weary to move. 

The doorbell rang again. Reluctantly, Jennifer dragged herself from 

the warm tub. She slipped on a terry-cloth robe and went to the door. 

"Who is it?" 

A masculine voice on the other side of the door said, "Miss Jennifer 

Parker?" 

"Yes." 

"My name is Adam Warner. I’m an attorney." 

Puzzled, Jennifer put the chain on the door and opened it a crack. The 

man standing in the hall was in his middle thirties, tall and blond and 

broad-shouldered, with gray-blue inquisitive eyes behind horn-rimmed 

glasses. He was dressed in a tailored suit that must have cost a fortune. 

"May I come in?" he asked. 

Muggers did not wear tailored suits, Gucci shoes and silk ties. Nor did 

they have long, sensitive hands with carefully manicured nails. 

"Just a moment." 

Jennifer unfastened the chain and opened the door. As Adam Warner 

walked in, Jennifer glanced around the one-room apartment, seeing it 

through his eyes, and winced. He looked like a man who was used to better 

things. 

"What can I do for you, Mr. Warner?" 

Even as she spoke, Jennifer suddenly knew why he was there, and she 

was filled with a quick sense of excitement. It was about one of the jobs 

she had applied for! She wished that she had on a nice, dark blue tailored 

robe, that her hair was combed, that – 

Adam Warner said, "I’m a member of the Disciplinary Committee of 

the New York Bar Association, Miss Parker. District Attorney Robert Di 

Silva and Judge Lawrence Waldman have requested the Appellate Divi-

sion to begin disbarment proceedings against you." 
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Comprehension 

 

  2.   Give detailed answers to the following questions 
 

1. Where did the events take place? 

2. Who was at the defendant’s table? 

3. Why was District Attorney Di Silva going to handle the Moretti case 

himself? 

4. Why was Jennifer Parker fifteen minutes late when she had finally 

arrived at the Criminal Courts Building? 

5. What business was Michael Moretti involved in and why was he on 

trial? 

6. Who could help Robert Di Silva to send Michael Moretti to the elec-

tric chair? 

7. What did J. Parker think about standing for a long moment in the de-

serted courtroom she could not resist stepping inside? 

8. Why was Jennifer placed under arrest? 

9. Why did Judge Waldman give instructions for the defendant to be 

freed and the jury dismissed? 

10. Who influenced Jennifer’s choice to become a lawyer? 

11. Was it possible for Jennifer to return home to practice law after gradu-

ating from the University of Washington in Seattle? 

12. How did Jennifer find a job after having been thrown off the District 

Attorney’s staff? 

13. How did Ken Bailey help Jennifer? 

14. Why did Adam Warner visit Jennifer? 
 

  3.   Find evidence in the text to support the following 
 

1. Robert Di Silva was a fiercely ambitious man. 

2. Jennifer Parker’s first day at the trial started disastrously. 

3. Jennifer wasn’t aware of the fact she was helping mafia. 

4. Jennifer Parker was not only on the evening news – she was the even-

ing news. 

5. Jennifer’s earliest memories of growing up were filled with joy. 

6. Abner Parker was more than a father for Jennifer. 
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7. Jennifer’s life was overwhelmed with a sense of desperation after she 

had been thrown off the District Attorney’s staff and was facing dis-

barment. 
 

  4.   Consider the following topics. Make use of the words and 

word combinations given in brackets  
 

1. Robert Di Silva (District Attorney, to radiate dynamic movement, 

to be in constant motion, to be powerfully built, to regret, a fiercely ambi-

tious man, to fight one’s way up to the present position, a civilized servant 

of the people, a gutter fighter, to forgive, to have four bureaus under one-

self, to handle one’s case, to be nominated and elected a governor, a pow-

erful relentless inquisitor, to keep the press on one’s side, short, powerfully 

built, unfashionable graying cut crew, to bear scars) 
 

2. Michael Moretti (silent, handsome, tall, lean, deeply set olive-

black eyes, to have a rugged, feral look, fashionably styled black hair, a 

prominent chin with a dimple, front-page news, a son-in law, to be 

groomed to take one’s place, to be involved in smth., to send sb to the elec-

tric chair, to be accused of smth, to be on a trial for murder of, to be into 

gambling, juke boxing, garbage collection, linen supplies, to be into loan-

sharking, to shoot sb to death) 
 

3. Robert Di Silva’s meticulous preparation of Michael Moretti 

case ( to put one’s assistant to work, to assemble evidence, to clean up 

every loose, to cut off every loophole, to select alternate jurors, a precau-

tion against possible mistrial, to disappear, to have unexplained fatal acci-

dents, to sequester sb, to lock away, to protect a star witness, to select 

guards personally, to keep in an isolated holding cell, willingness to testify, 

to rest on one’s belief, to be capable of doing smth, vengeance) 
 

4. Jennifer Parker (slender, dark-haired, pale skin, intelligent, mo-

bile, green, thoughtful eyes, attractive, to reflect pride, courage and sensi-

tivity, to be taken for granted, to be absorbed in lawsuits and wills, to get 

law degree, to pass the bar examination on the first try, to be assigned to a 

bureau, to run errands for District Attorney, to be grabbed, handcuffed and 

placed under arrest, to begin disbarment proceedings against sb, to be 

bribed by mafia, to be an innocent dupe, to be the news, to be over-
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whelmed with a sense of desperation, to skip breakfast and lunch, to search 

through the want ads, to come across, to practice law) 
 

5. Adam Warner ( an attorney, be in one’s middle thirty, tall, blond, 

broad shouldered, gray-blue inquisitive eyes, be dressed in a tailored suit, 

be a member of the Disciplinary Committee, to begin disbarment proceed-

ings against sb) 
 

Activator 

 

  5.   Here are some useful nouns and verbs connected with 

crime and law. Match them with their definitions 
 

1. trial a) information used in a court of law to decide 

whether the accused is guilty or not 

2. case b) evidence that shows conclusively whether 

something is a fact or not 

3. evidence c) the decision: guilty or not guilty 

4. verdict d) a crime that is being investigated 

5. proof e) the person who leads a trial and decides on the 

sentence 

6. judge f) group of twelve citizens who decide whether 

the accused is guilty or not 

7. warrant g) the legal process in court whereby an accused 

person is investigated, or tried, and then found 

guilty or not guilty 

8. jury h) an official written order  which gives the 

police special permission to do smth. such as 

search someone’s house, take away their 

property for investigation, or arrest them 

9. to investigate i) to examine all the details in order to find out 

what happened or what is happening 

10. to commit a 

crime or an 

offence 

j) to say someone is guilty 
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11. to charge 

someone with 

(murder) 

k) to argue for or against someone in a trial 

12. to plead guilty 

or not guilty 

l)  to do something illegal 

13. to defend/ 

prosecute 

someone in court 

m) to catch sb and take them somewhere to 

decide whether they should be charged with 

an offence 

14. to accuse 

someone of a 

crime 

n) to punish someone by putting them in the 

electric chair 

15. to send someone 

to the electric 

chair 

o) to make a statement, especially under the oath 

in a court of law, about smth that has 

happened 

16. to put under 

arrest 

p) to bring someone to court 

17. to testify against 

sb 

q) to swear in court that one is guilty or 

otherwise 
 

  6.   Organize the words in the box into three groups: crimes, 

people, and places 
 

murder, thief, prison, attorney, robbery, Criminal Court Building, court room, 

witness stand, burglar, cell, criminal, court, rape, shoplifting, manslaugh-

ter, judge, witness, prisoner, jury, police station, mayhem, prosecutor, 

defendant, witness room, plaintiff, jury box, chamber, District Attorney, 

law office, judge’s bench, lawyer, mugger, spectator’s benches, murder 

trial, criminal law professor, deputy, racket 
 

  7.   Give the English equivalents to the following Russian 

words and word combinations 
 

1. окружной прокурор 2. крайне честолюбивый 3. замешан в дю-

жине преступлений от мошенничества до убийства 4. быть аресто-

ванным 5. церемония приведения к присяге 6. подсудимый 7. давать 

свидетельские показания 8. собрать улики против кого-либо 9. подо-

брать присяжных 10. дать клятву 11. вести судебный процесс 12. не-

правильное судебное разбирательство 13. неумышленное убийство 

14. быть судимым за что-либо 15. быть пойманным в момент совер-

шения тяжкого убийства 16. бюро по борьбе с рэкетом 17. место для 
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дачи свидетельских показаний 18. законный путь к спасению 19. 

возражение отклоняется 20. возражение принимается 
 

  8.   Translate into English using the words and word combina-

tions from the text  
 

1. Окружной прокурор Роберт Ди Сильве решил, что делом Мо-

ретти займется он сам. 

2. Хотя Майкл Моретти был замешан в дюжине преступлений, от 

мошенничества до убийства, ни один окружной прокурор не мог 

собрать достаточно улик. 

3. Камилло Стело был арестован за убийство, совершенное во вре-

мя ограбления. 

4. Роберт Ди Сильва подготовился к суду над Майклом Моретти с 

особой тщательностью. 

5. Почти две недели понадобилось для подбора присяжных. 

6. Дженнифер знала, что окружному прокурору подчиняются четы-

ре отдела: судопроизводства, апелляций, по расследованию вы-

могательств, мошенничества. 

7. Окружной прокурор подошел к свидетельскому месту, после того 

как свидетель поклялся на Библии. 

8. Протест принимается. Свидетель должен придерживаться фактов. 

9. "Вы имеете право давать показания в присутствии адвоката," – 

произнес судья Уолдман, обращаясь к Дженнифер. 

10. Дженнифер была поглощена судебными разбирательствами и 

заседаниями. 
 

  9.   Replace the highlighted words with a suitable idiomatic 

expression given in the box, using the correct tense/form 
 

be at stake, be out of question, scare sb out of one’s wits, bring sb to 

one’s knees, cost a fortune, go out of one’s way, make the rounds of, pick 

sb’s brains, refresh one’s memory about smth, stick around, take a 

chance, take for granted  
  

1. Jennifer had planned to take a bus. But now that was impossible and 

not worth considering. And she had raced to get a taxi she could not 

afford. 

2. Di Silva was going to defeat and destroy completely the most pow-

erful Mafia Family in the east.  
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3. Mr. Stela, are you aware that you are under oath and that a man’s life 

is at risk? 

4. Robert Di Silva made a special effort to be polite to the press. 

5. The star witness, Camilo Stela, had been terrified and didn’t want to 

take the stand again. 

6. Robert Di Silva hadn’t risked. He prepared the case against Michael 

with meticulous care. 

7. Di Silva turned to the group and snapped, "I know why you're all here. 

You'll hang around long enough to ask me to help you with a prob-

lem because I know a lot about the subject involved and learn a 

few courtroom tricks, and then when you think you're ready, you'll 

leave to become hotshot criminal lawyers. " 

8. The Chief wants you to give this to Stela. Tell him not to forget about 

these dates. 

9. Jennifer began to go from one Manhattan law office to another in 

order to find a job. 

10. Jennifer and her father never talked about her going to law school; 

they believed it was true without talking about it very much or 

looking for proof. 

11. Adam Warner was dressed in a tailored suit that must have cost a 

large amount of money. 
 

  10.   Match the words in bold with their definitions given in the 

box 
 

turn the eyes away, leave, make a very serious promise, speak loud (er), 

make a sound/ make a noise, wait in a line, take a quick look, make sure 

someone can’t see or find smth or sb, raise the eyes, succeed in getting 

smth organized and tided up 
 

1. There were dozens of members of press and visitors, who queued up 

outside the courtroom. 

2. If a problem comes up – someone gets out of the line, like – Mike 

would tell me to straighten this party out. 

3. The alarm had failed to go off. 

4. Jennifer glanced over at the defendant. 

5. Would you speak up, please? 

6. Stella’s eyes caught Moretti’s eyes and Stela quickly looked away. 
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7. The reporters had moved off and Di Silva was in conference with 

members of his staff. 

8. Jennifer looked up in surprise. 

9. Jennifer began to hide out in her tiny apartment. 

10. Jennifer was seated at the prosecutor’s table with five other young 

assistant district attorneys who had been sworn in with her that morn-

ing. 
 

  11.   Put in the correct prepositions 
 

1. Di Silva himself had spent three frustrating years trying to get evi-

dence … Moretti.  

2. Camillo Stela had been caught … a murder committed … a robbery. 

3. She had passed the bar examination … the first try. 

4. District Attorney had insisted … selecting six alternate jurors as pre-

caution … a possible mistrial. 

5. Moretti is … trial … the murders … Eddie and Albert Ramos. 

6. At an age when other girls were dating boys, Jennifer was absorbed  

…  lawsuits and wills  

7. Stela was charged … involuntary manslaughter. 

8. I'm placing you … arrest. 

9. With all the publicity you’re getting … this case, you’ll be our candi-

date. 

10. The office was impressive, paneled and decorated … quiet good taste. 

11. His voice was edged … sarcasm. 

12. He kept his eyes … ... the defendant’s table. 

13. Jennifer’s voice was quavering … indignation. 

14. The voracious lions were eager to tear the victim … pieces. 

15. The press and visitors queued up … the courtroom to be assured … a 

seat. 

16. Except … his eyes, which constantly swept … the courtroom, Michael 

Moretti was still. 

17. Jennifer was a freak and they wanted to see what she looked like … 

person. 

18. Ken Bailey prided himself … his ability to read character, but Jennifer 

Parker puzzled him. 
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Discussion 

 

  12.   Agree or disagree to the statements. Give your arguments 

for or against them 
 

1. It wasn’t easy for Jennifer’s mates to go along with her. 

2. We inherit the world from our parents. The proverb says the same: 

Like father, like son. 

 

  13.   Comment on the following ideas 
 

1. All courtrooms represent the difference between civilization and sav-

agery. (Jennifer Parker) 

2. The right to a trial by a jury of one’s peers was what lay at the heart of 

every free nation. (Jennifer Parker) 

4. It’s difficult for a woman to get into a good law firm. (Warren Oakes) 
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(Chapters 4-5) 
 

 

Vocabulary preview 

 

  1.   Read the text carefully. The following words and word 

combinations will help you to avoid difficulties in under-
standing 

— 4 — 
smell off отдавать run for senator баллотироваться на пост 

сенатора 

befit подходить, 

приличествовать 

elation приподнятое 

настроение, восторг 

dapper щеголь cautious осторожный, 

осмотрительный 

trim аккуратный, 

опрятный 

bring up (a 

subject) 

завести разговор о чем-

либо, поднять вопрос 

titan титан assume re-

sponsibility   

брать на себя 

ответственность 

remain in the 

background 

оставаться, 

держаться в тени 

broach a sub-

ject 

поднять вопрос 

rear воспитывать apparently очевидно, несомненно; 

вероятно, 

предположительно 

taciturn затворник roster список, реестр 

dimention измерение verify проверять, удостоверять 

(юр.) 

dissuade отговаривать, 

разубеждать 

revere чтить, глубоко уважать 

overamorous слишком 

влюбчивый 

hide кожа 

extramarital 

affairs 

внебрачные связи nail up sb to 

the wall  

прижать к-л к стене 

brew заварка  (чая) quid pro quo услуга за услугу 

concoct готовить   
 

The law offices of Needham, Finch, Pierce and Warner were located at 

30 Wall Street, occupying the entire top floor of the building. There were a 

hundred and twenty-five lawyers in the firm. The offices smelled of old 

PART 2 
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money and were done in the quiet elegance befitting an organization that 

represented some of the biggest names in industry. 

Adam Warner and Stewart Needham were having their ritual morning 

tea. Stewart Needham was a dapper, trim man in his late sixties. He had a 

neat Vandyke beard and wore a tweed suit and vest. He looked as though 

he belonged to an older era, but as hundreds of opponents had learned to 

their sorrow through the years, Stewart Needham's mind belonged very 

much to the twentieth century. He was a titan, but his name was known 

only in the circles where it mattered. He preferred to remain in the back-

ground and use his considerable influence to affect the outcome of legisla-

tion, high government appointments and national politics. He was a New 

Englander, born and reared taciturn. 

Adam Warner was married to Needham's niece Mary Beth, and was 

Needham's protege. Adam's father had been a respected senator. Adam 

himself was a brilliant lawyer. When he had been graduated magna cum 

laude from Harvard Law School, he had had offers from prestigious law 

firms all over the country. He chose Needham, Finch and Pierce, and seven 

years later became a partner. Adam was physically attractive and charm-

ing, and his intelligence seemed to add an extra dimension to him. He had 

an easy sureness about himself that women found challenging. Adam had 

long since developed a system for dissuading over amorous female clients. 

He had been married to Mary Beth for fourteen years and did not approve 

of extramarital affairs. 

"More tea, Adam?" Stewart Needham asked. 

"No, thanks." Adam Warner hated tea, and he had been drinking it 

every morning for the last eight years only because he did not want to hurt 

his partner's feelings. It was a brew that Needham concocted himself and it 

was dreadful. 

Stewart Needham had two things on his mind and, typically, he began 

with the pleasant news. "I had a meeting with a few friends last night, " 

Needham said. A few friends would be a group of the top power brokers in 

the country. "They're considering asking you to run for United States sena-

tor, Adam." 

Adam felt a sense of elation. Knowing Stewart Needham's cautious 

nature, Adam was certain that the conversation had been more than casual 

or Needham would not have brought it up now. 

"The big question, of course, is whether you're interested. It would 

mean a lot of changes in your life." 
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Adam Warner was aware of that. If he won the election, it would mean 

moving to Washington, D.C., giving up his law practice, starting a whole 

new life. He was sure that Mary Beth would enjoy it; Adam was not so 

sure about himself. And yet, he had been reared to assume responsibility. 

Also, he had to admit to himself that there was a pleasure in power. 

"I’d be very interested, Stewart." 

Stewart Needham nodded with satisfaction. "Good. They'll be 

pleased." He poured himself another cup of the dreadful brew and casually 

broached the other subject that was on his mind. "There's a little job the 

Disciplinary Committee of the Bar Association would like you to handle, 

Adam. Shouldn't take you more than an hour or two." 

"What is it?" 

"It’s the Michael Moretti trial. Apparently, someone got to one of 

Bobby Di Silva's young assistants and paid her off." 

"I read about it. The canary." 

"Right. Judge Waldman and Bobby would like her name removed from 

the roster of our honorable profession. So would I. It reeks." 

"What do they want me to do?" 

"Just make a quick check, verify that this Parker girl behaved illegally 

or unethically, and then recommend disbarment proceedings. She'll be 

served with a notice to show cause and they'll handle the rest of it. It’s just 

routine." 

Adam was puzzled by something. "Why me, Stewart? We have a cou-

ple of dozen young lawyers around here who could handle this." 

"Our revered District Attorney specifically asked for you. He wants to 

make sure nothing goes wrong. As we're both aware," he added dryly, 

"Bobby's not the most forgiving man in the world. He wants the Parker 

woman's hide nailed up on his wall." 

Adam Warner sat there, thinking about his busy schedule. 

"You never know when we might need a favor from the D.A.'s office, 

Adam. Quid pro quo. It’s all cut and dried." 

"All right, Stewart." Adam rose to his feet. 

"Sure you won't have some more tea?" 

"No, thanks. It was as good as always." 
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paralegal 

assistants 

параюридический по-

мощник (не являющийся 

профессионально юриди-

ческим) 

deposition приобщенное к мате-

риалам дела доказа-

тельство, показание, 

заявление 

transcript расшифровка 

стенограммы 

twist one’s 

words 

around 

искажать ч.-л. слова 

deliver вручать, передавать sweetheart возлюбленный 

messenger курьер, посыльный dispose of 

(get rid of) 

избавиться 

flawlessly безупречно, без изъяна   
 

*** 

When Adam Warner returned to his office he rang for one of his para-

legal assistants, Lucinda, a bright, young Black woman. 

"Cindy, get me all the information you can on an attorney named Jen-

nifer Parker." 

She grinned and said, "The yellow canary." 

Everybody knew about her. 

Late that afternoon Adam Warner was studying the transcript of the 

court proceedings in the case of The People of New York v. Michael 

Moretti. Robert Di Silva had had it delivered by special messenger. It was 

long past midnight when Adam finished. He had asked Mary Beth to attend 

a dinner party without him, and had sent out for sandwiches. When Adam 

was through reading the transcript, there was no doubt in his mind that Mi-

chael Moretti would have been found guilty by the jury if fate had not in-

tervened in the form of Jennifer Parker. Di Silva had prosecuted the case 

flawlessly. 

Adam turned to the transcript of the deposition that had been taken in 

Judge Waldman's chambers afterward. 

DI SILVA: You are a college graduate? 

PARSER: Yes, sir. 

DI SILVA: And a law school graduate? 

PARKER: Yes, sir. 

DI SILVA: And a stranger hands you a package , tells you to deliver it 

to a key witness in a murder trial and you just do it? Wouldn't you say 

that went beyond the bounds of stupidity? 

PARKER: It didn't happen that way. 

DI SILVA: You said it did. 
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PARKER: What I mean is, I didn't think he was a stranger. I thought 

he was on your staff. 

DI SILVA: What made you think that? 

PARKER: I’ve told you. I saw him talking to you and then he came 

over to me with this envelope and he called me by name, and he said you 

wanted me to deliver it to the witness. It all happened so fast that –  

DI SILVA: I don't think it happened that fast. I think it took time to set 

it up. It took time to arrange for someone to pay you off to deliver it. 

PARKER: That’s not true. I –  

DI SILVA: What’s not true? That you didn't know you were delivering 

the envelope? 

PARKER: I didn't know what was in it. 

DI SILVA: So it’s true that someone paid you. 

PARKER: I'm not going to let you twist my words around. No one paid 

me anything. 

DI SILVA: You did it as a favor? 

PARKER: No. I thought 1 was acting on your instructions. 

DI SILVA: You said the man called you by name. 

PARKER: Yes. 

DI SILVA: How did he know your name? 

PARKER:I don't know. 

DI SILVA: Oh, come on. You must have some idea. Maybe it was a 

lucky guess. Maybe he just looked around that courtroom and said. 

There's someone who looks like her name could be Jennifer Parker. Do 

you think that was it? 

PARKER: I’ve told you. I don't know. 

DI SILVA: How long have you and Michael Moretti been sweethearts? 

PARKER: Mr. Di Silva, we've gone all over this. You've been question-

ing me now for five hours. I’m tired. I have nothing more to add. May I 

be excused? 

DI SILVA: If you move out of that chair I’ll have you placed under ar-

rest. You're in big trouble, Miss Parker. There's only one way you're go-

ing to get out of it. Stop lying and start telling the truth. 

PARKER: I've told you the truth. I've told you everything I know. 

DI SILVA: Except the name of the man who handed you the envelope. 

I want his name and I want to know how much he paid you. 
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There were thirty more pages of transcript. Robert Di Silva had done 

everything but beat Jennifer Parker with a rubber hose. She had stuck to 

her story. 

Adam closed the transcript and wearily rubbed his eyes. It was two A.M. 

Tomorrow he would dispose of the Jennifer Parker matter. 
 

flimsy  неубедительный deprive of лишать ч.-л. 

plausible правдоподобный, 

вероятный 

justification основание, 

обоснование, 

правомерность 

transparently явно, очевидно identikit портрет (преступ-

ника), составлен-

ный по описанию 

have a ring of 

truth about 

smth 

звучать искренне, прав-

доподобно; быть насто-

ящим, подлинным 

consummate совершенный, 

законченный 

hatchet-man (робот)-убийца impact влияние, 

воздействие 

put sb away убрать, избавиться assign возлагать на к.-л.  

ч.-л. 

be taken aback быть пораженным ч.-л. spark искра 

hatred ненависть flame пламя 

chuckle посмеиваться to be through 

with 

закончить ч.-л.; 

покончит с ч.-л.; 

устать от ч.-л. 

hear on the 

grapevine 

доносить о молве   scornful надменный, 

презрительный 

squeeze выжать (информацию)  flee бежать, исчезнуть 

pawn пешка trial panel присяжные  

criminal com-

plicity 

соучастие в 

преступлении 

leaf smth 

through 

перелистывать 

count on sb  рассчитывать на к.-л. confront стать напротив 

attain достигнуть, добиться empower уполномочить 
 

To Adam Warner's surprise, the Jennifer Parker case would not be 

disposed of so easily. Because Adam was a methodical man he ran a check 

on Jennifer Parker's background. As far as he could determine, she had no 

crime connections, nor was there anything to link her with Michael Moret-

ti. 

There was something about the case that disturbed Adam. Jennifer 

Parker's defense was too flimsy. If she were working for Moretti, he would 

have protected her with a reasonably plausible story. As it was, her story 

was so transparently naive that it had a ring of truth about it. 
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At noon Adam received a call from the District Attorney. "How goes 

it, Adam?" 

"Fine, Robert." 

"I understand you're handling the hatchet-man job on the Jennifer Par-

ker matter." 

Adam Warner winced at the phrase. "I've agreed to make a recom-

mendation, yes." 

"I'm going to put her away for a long time." Adam was taken aback by 

the hatred in the District Attorney's voice. 

"Easy, Robert. She's not disbarred yet." 

Di Silva chuckled. "I'll leave that to you, my friend." His 

tone changed. "I hear on the grapevine that you may be moving to 

Washington soon. I want you to know that you can count on my full sup-

port." 

Which was considerable, Adam Warner knew. The District Attorney 

had been around a long time. He knew where the bodies were buried and 

he knew how to squeeze the most out of that information. 

"Thanks, Robert. I appreciate that." 

"My pleasure, Adam. I’ll wait to hear from you." 

Meaning Jennifer Parker. The quid pro quo Stewart Needham had 

mentioned, with the girl used as a pawn. Adam Warner thought about Rob-

ert Di Silva's words: I’m going to put her away for a long time. From 

reading the transcript, Adam judged that there was no real evidence against 

Jennifer Parker. Unless she confessed, or unless someone came forward 

with information that proved criminal complicity, Di Silva would not be 

able to touch the girl. He was counting on Adam to give him his venge-

ance. 

The cold, harsh words of the transcript were clear-cut, and yet Adam 

wished he could have heard the tone of Jennifer Parker's voice when she 

denied her guilt. 

There were pressing matters claiming Adam's attention, important cas-

es involving major clients. It would have been easy to go ahead and carry 

out the wishes of Stewart Needham, Judge Lawrence Waldman and Robert 

Di Silva, but some instinct made Adam Warner hesitate. He picked up 

Jennifer Parker's file again, scribbled some notes and began to make some 

long-distance telephone calls. 

Adam had been given a responsibility and he intended to carry it 

through to the best of his ability. He was all too familiar with the long, 
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back-breaking hours of study and hard work it took to become an attorney 

and to pass the bar. It was a prize that took years to attain, and he was not 

about to deprive someone of it unless he was certain there was justification. 

The following morning Adam Warner was on a plane to Seattle, 

Washington. He had meetings with Jennifer Parker's law professors, with 

the head of a law firm where she had clerked for two summers, and with 

some of Jennifer's former classmates. 

Stewart Needham telephoned Adam in Seattle. "What are you doing 

up there, Adam? You've got a big case load waiting for you back here. 

That Parker thing should have been a snap." 

"A few questions have arisen, " Adam said carefully. "I’ll be back in a 

day or so, Stewart." 

There was a pause. "I see. Let's not waste any more time on her than 

we have to." 

By the time Adam Warner left Seattle, he felt he knew Jennifer Parker 

almost as well as she knew herself. He had built up a portrait of her in his 

mind, a mental identikit, with pieces filled in by her law professors, her 

landlady, members of the law firm where she had served as a clerk, and 

classmates. The picture that Adam had acquired bore no resemblance to 

the picture Robert Di Silva had given him. Unless Jennifer Parker was the 

most consummate actress who ever lived, there was no way she could have 

been involved in a plot to free a man like Michael Moretti. 

Now, almost two weeks after he had had that morning conversation 

with Stewart Needham, Adam Warner found himself facing the girl whose 

past he had been exploring. Adam had seen newspaper pictures of Jennifer, 

but they had not prepared him for the impact she made in person. Even in 

an old robe, without makeup, and her dark brown hair bath-damp, she was 

breathtaking. 

Adam said, "I’ve been assigned to investigate your part in the Michael 

Moretti trial, Miss Parker." 

"Have you now!" Jennifer could feel an anger rising in her. It started 

as a spark and became a flame that exploded inside her. They still were not 

through with her. They were going to make her pay for the rest of her life. 

Well, she had had enough. 

When Jennifer spoke, her voice was trembling. "I have nothing to say 

to you! You go back and tell them whatever you please. I did something 

stupid, but as far as I know, there's no law against stupidity. The District 

Attorney thinks someone paid me off." She waved a scornful hand in the 
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air. "If I had any money, do you think I'd be living in a place like this?" 

Her voice was beginning to choke up. "I – I don't care what you do. All I 

want is to be left alone. Now please go away!" 

Jennifer turned and fled into the bathroom, slamming the door behind her. 

She stood against the sink, taking deep breaths, wiping the tears from 

her eyes. She knew she had behaved stupidly. That's twice, she thought 

wryly. She should have handled Adam Warner differently. She should have 

tried to explain, instead of attacking him. Maybe then she would not be 

disbarred. But she knew that was wishful thinking. Sending someone to 

question her was a charade. The next step would be to serve her with an 

order to show cause, and the formal machinery would be set in motion. 

There would be a trial panel of three attorneys who would make their rec-

ommendation to the Disciplinary Board which would make its report to the 

Board of Governors. The recommendation was a foregone conclusion: dis-

barment. She would be forbidden to practice law in the state of New York. 

Jennifer thought bitterly. There's one bright side to this. I can get into the 

Guinness Book of Records for the shortest law career in history. 

She stepped into the bath again and lay back, letting the still-warm wa-

ter lap at her, soothing away her tension. At this moment she was too tired 

to care what happened to her. She closed her eyes and let her mind drift. 

She was half asleep when the chill of the water awakened her. She had no 

idea how long she had lain in the tub. Reluctantly she stepped out and be-

gan toweling herself dry. She was no longer hungry. The scene with Adam 

Warner had taken her appetite away. 

Jennifer combed her hair and creamed her face and decided she would 

go to bed without dinner. In the morning she would telephone about the 

ride to Seattle. She opened the bathroom door and walked into the living 

room. 

Adam Warner was seated in a chair, leafing through a magazine. 

He looked up as Jennifer came into the room, naked. 

"I'm sorry, " Adam said. "I – " 

Jennifer gave a small cry of alarm and fled to the bathroom, where she 

put on her robe. When she stepped out to confront Adam again, Jennifer 

was furious. 

"The inquisition is over. I asked you to leave." 

Adam put the magazine down and said quietly, "Miss Parker, do you 

think we could discuss this calmly for a moment?" 
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"No!" All the old rage boiled up in Jennifer again. "I have nothing 

more to say to you or your damned disciplinary committee. I'm tired of be-

ing treated like – like I'm some kind of criminal!" 

"Have I said you were a criminal?" Adam asked quietly. 

"You – I sn't that why you're here?" 

"I told you why I'm here. I'm empowered to investigate and recommend 

for or against disbarment proceedings. I want to get your side of the story." 

"I see. And how do I buy you off?" 

Adam's face tightened. "I’m sorry. Miss Parker." He rose to his feet 

and started for the door. 

"Just a minute!" Adam turned. "Forgive me, " she said. "I – everybody 

seems to be the enemy. I apologize." 

"Your apology is accepted." 

Jennifer was suddenly aware of the flimsy robe she was wearing. "If 

you still want to ask me questions, I’ll put some clothes on and we can 

talk." 

"Fair enough. Have you had dinner?" 

She hesitated. "I – " 

"I know a little French restaurant that’s just perfect for inquisitions." 
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It was a quiet, charming bistro on 56th Street on the East Side. 

"Not too many people know about this place," Adam Warner said 

when they had been seated. "It’s owned by a young French couple who 

used to work at Les Pyrenees. The food is excellent." 

Jennifer had to take Adam's word for it. She was incapable of tasting 

anything. She had not eaten an day, but she was so nervous that she was 

unable to force any food down her throat. She tried to relax, but it was im-

possible. No matter how much he pretended, the charming man seated op-

posite her was the enemy. And he was charming, Jennifer had to admit. He 

was amusing and attractive, and under other circumstances Jennifer would 

have enjoyed the evening enormously; but these were not other circum-

stances. Her whole future was in the hands of this stranger. The next hour 

or two would determine in which direction the rest of her life would move. 

Adam was going out of his way to try to relax her. He had recently re-

turned from a trip to Japan where he had met with top government offi-

cials. A special banquet had been prepared in his honor. 

"Have you ever eaten chocolate-covered ants?" Adam asked. 

"No." 

He grinned. "They're better than the chocolate-covered grasshoppers." 

He talked about a hunting trip he had taken the year before in Alaska, 

where he had been attacked by a bear. He talked about everything but why 

they were there. 

Jennifer had been steeling herself for the moment when Adam would 

begin to interrogate her, yet when he finally brought up the subject, her 

whole body went rigid. 

He had finished dessert and he said quietly, "I’m going to ask you 

some questions, and I don't want you to get upset. Okay?" 

There was a sudden lump in Jennifer's throat. She was not sure she 

would be able to speak. She nodded. 

"I want you to tell me exactly what happened in the court-room that 

day. Everything you remember, everything you felt. Take your time." 

Jennifer had been prepared to defy him, to tell him to do whatever he 

pleased about her. But somehow, sitting across from Adam Warner, listen-

ing to his quiet voice, Jennifer's resistance was gone. The whole experience 

was still so vivid in her mind that it hurt just to think about it. She had 
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spent more than a month trying to forget it. Now he was asking her to go 

through it again. 

She took a deep, shaky breath and said, "All right." 

Haltingly, Jennifer began to recount the events in the court-room, 

gradually speaking more rapidly as it all came to life again. Adam sat there 

quietly listening, studying her, saying nothing. 

When Jennifer had finished, Adam said, "The man who gave you the 

envelope – was he in the District Attorney's office earlier that morning 

when you were sworn in?" 

"I’ve thought about that. I honestly don't remember. There were so 

many people in the office that day and they were all strangers." 

"Had you ever seen the man before, anywhere?" 

Jennifer shook her head helplessly. "I can’t recall. I don't think so." 

"You said you saw him talking to the District Attorney just before he 

walked over to give you the envelope. Did you see the District Attorney 

hand him the envelope?" 

"I-no." 

"Did you actually see this man talking to the District Attorney, or was 

he just in the group around him?" 

Jennifer closed her eyes for a second, trying to bring back that moment 

"I'm sorry. Everything was so confused. I – I just don't know." 

"Do you have any idea how he could have known your name?" 

"No." 

"Or why he selected you? " 

"That one's easy. He probably knew an idiot when he saw one." She 

shook her head. "No. I’m sorry, Mr. Warner, I have no idea." 

Adam said, "A lot of pressure is being brought to bear on this. District 

Attorney Di Silva has been after Michael Moretti for a long time. Until 

you came along, he had an airtight case. The D.A.'s not very happy with 

you." 

"I’m not very happy with me, either." Jennifer could not blame Adam 

Warner for what he was about to do. He was just carrying out his job. 

They were out to get her and they had succeeded. Adam Warner was not 

responsible; he was merely the instrument they were using. 

Jennifer felt a sudden, overwhelming urge to be alone. She did not 

want anyone else to see her misery. 

"I’m sorry, " she apologized. "I – I’m not feeling very well. I'd like to 

go home, please." 
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Adam studied her a moment. "Would it make you feel any better if 

I told you I’m going to recommend that disbarment proceedings against 

you be dropped?" 

It took several seconds for Adam's words to sink in. Jennifer stared at 

him, speechless, searching his face, looking into those gray-blue eyes be-

hind the horn-rimmed glasses. "Do – do you really mean that?" 

"Being a lawyer is very important to you, isn't it?" Adam asked. 

Jennifer thought of her father and his comfortable little law office, and 

of the conversations they used to have, and the long years of law school, 

and their hopes and dreams. We're going into partnership. You hurry up 

and get that law degree. 

"Yes, " Jennifer whispered. 

"If you can get over a rough beginning, I have a feeling you'll be a 

very good one." 

Jennifer gave him a grateful smile. "Thank you. I’m going to try." 

She said the words over again in her mind. I’m going to try! It did not 

matter that she shared a small and dingy office with a seedy private detec-

tive and a man who repossessed cars. It was a law office. She was a mem-

ber of the legal profession, and they were going to allow her to practice 

law. She was filled with a feeling of exultation. She looked across at Adam 

and knew she would be forever grateful to this man. 

The waiter had begun to clear the dishes from the table. Jennifer tried 

to speak, but it came out a cross between a laugh and a sob. "Mr. Warner – " 

He said gravely, "After all we've been through together, I think it 

should be Adam." 

"Adam – " 

"Yes?" 

"I hope it won’t ruin our relationship, but–" Jennifer moaned, "I’m 

starved!" 

— 5 — 
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The next few weeks raced by. Jennifer found herself busy from early 

morning until late at night, serving summonses – court orders to appear to 

answer a legal action – and subpoenas – court orders to appear as a wit-

ness. She knew that her chances of getting into a large law firm were non-

existent, for after the fiasco she had been involved in, no one would dream 

of hiring her. She would just have to find some way to make a reputation 

for herself, to begin all over. 

In the meantime, there was the pile of summonses and subpoenas on 

her desk from Peabody & Peabody. While it was not exactly practicing 

law, it was twelve-fifty and expenses. 

Occasionally, when Jennifer worked late, Ken Bailey would take her 

out to dinner. On the surface he was a cynical man, but Jennifer felt that it 

was a facade. She sensed that he was lonely. He had been graduated from 

Brown University and was bright and well-read. She could not imagine 

why he was satisfied to spend his life working out of a dreary office, trying 

to locate stray husbands and wives. It was as though he had resigned him-

self to being a failure and was afraid to try for success. 

Once, when Jennifer brought up the subject of his marriage, he 

growled at her, "It’s none of your business, " and Jennifer had never men-

tioned it again. 

Otto Wenzel was completely different. The short, potbellied little man 

was happily married. He regarded Jennifer as a daughter and he constantly 

brought her soups and cakes that his wife made. Unfortunately, his wife 

was a terrible cook, but Jennifer forced herself to eat whatever Otto Wen-

zel brought in, because she did not want to hurt his feelings. One Friday 

evening Jennifer was invited to the Wenzel home for dinner. Mrs. Wenzel 

had prepared stuffed cabbage, her specialty. The cabbage was soggy, the 

meat inside was hard, and the rice half-cooked. The whole dish swam in a 

lake of chicken fat. Jennifer attacked it bravely, taking small bites and 

pushing the food around on her plate to make it seem as though she were 

eating. 

"How do you like it?" Mrs. Wenzel beamed. 

"It – it's one of my favorites." 

From that time on, Jennifer had dinner at the Wenzel's every Friday 

night, and Mrs. Wenzel always prepared Jennifer's favorite dish. 
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Early one morning, Jennifer received a telephone call from the person-

al secretary of Mr. Peabody, Jr. 

"Mr. Peabody would like to see you this morning at eleven o'clock. Be 

prompt, please." 

"Yes, ma'am." 

In the past, Jennifer had only dealt with secretaries and law clerks in 

the Peabody office. It was a large, prestigious firm, one that young lawyers 

dreamed of being invited to join. On the way to keep her appointment, Jen-

nifer began to fantasize. If Mr. Peabody himself wanted to see her, it had 

to be about something important. He probably had seen the light and was 

going to offer her a job as a lawyer with his firm, to give her a chance to 

show what she could do. She was going to surprise all of them. Some day it 

might even be Peabody, Peabody & Parker. 

Jennifer killed thirty minutes in the corridor outside the office, and at 

exactly eleven o'clock, she entered the reception room. She did not want to 

seem too eager. She was kept waiting for two hours, and was finally ush-

ered into the office of Mr. Peabody, Jr. He was a tall, thin man wearing a 

vested suit and shoes that had been made for him in London. 

He did not invite her to sit down. "Miss Potter – " He had an unpleas-

ant, high-pitched voice. 

"Parker." 

He picked up a piece of paper from his desk. "This is a summons.  

I would like you to serve it." 

At that instant, Jennifer sensed that she was not going to become a 

member of the firm. 

Mr. Peabody, Jr., handed Jennifer the summons and said, "Your fee 

will be five hundred dollars." 

Jennifer was sure she had misunderstood him. "Did you say five hun-

dred dollars?" 

"That is correct. If you are successful, of course." 

"There's a problem, " Jennifer guessed. 

"Well, yes, " Mr. Peabody, Jr., admitted. "We've been trying to serve 

this man for more than a year. His name is William Carlisle. He lives on 

an estate in Long Island and he never leaves his house. To be quite truthful, 

a dozen people have tried to serve him. He has a bodyguard-butler who 

keeps everyone away." 

Jennifer said, "I don't see how I – " 
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Mr. Peabody, Jr. leaned forward. "There's a great deal of money at 

stake here. But I can't get William Carlisle into court unless I can serve 

him. Miss Potter." Jennifer did not bother to correct him. "Do you think 

you can handle it?" Jennifer thought about what she could do with five 

hundred dollars. "I’ll find a way." 

At two o'clock that afternoon, Jennifer was standing outside the impos-

ing estate of William Carlisle. The house itself was Georgian, set in the 

middle of ten acres of beautiful, carefully tended grounds. A curving 

driveway led to the front of the house, which was framed by graceful fir 

trees. Jennifer had given a lot of thought to her problem. Since it was im-

possible to get into the house, the only solution was to find a way to get 

Mr. William Carlisle to come out. 

Half a block down the street was a gardener's truck. Jennifer studied 

the truck a moment, then walked over to it, looking for the gardeners. 

There were three of them at work, and they were Japanese. 

Jennifer walked up to the men. "Who's in charge here?" 

One of them straightened up. "I am." 

"I have a little job for you . . ." Jennifer began. 

"Sorry, miss. Too busy." 

"This will only take five minutes." 

"No. Impossible to – " 

"I’ll pay you one hundred dollars." 

The three men stopped to look at her. The chief gardener said, "You 

pay us one hundred dollars for five minutes' work?" 

"That's right." 

"What we have to do…? " 

Five minutes later, the gardener's truck pulled into the driveway of 

William Carlisle's estate and Jennifer and the three gardeners got out. Jen-

nifer looked around, selected a beautiful tree next to the front door and said 

to the gardeners, "Dig it up." 

They took their spades from the truck and began to dig. Before a mi-

nute had gone by, the front door burst open and an enormous man in a but-

ler's uniform came storming out. 

"What the hell do you think you're doing?" 

"Long Island Nursery, " Jennifer said crisply. "We're takin’ out all 

these trees." 

The butler stared at her. "You're what?" 
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Jennifer held up a piece of paper. "I have an order here to dig up these 

trees." 

"That's impossible! Mr. Carlisle would have a fit!" He turned to the 

gardeners. "You stop that!" 

"Look, mister, " Jennifer said, "I’m just doin' my job." She looked at 

the gardeners. "Keep diggin', fellas." 

"No!" the butler shouted. "I’m telling you there's been a mistake! Mr. 

Carlisle didn’t order any trees dug up." 

Jennifer shrugged and said, "My boss says he did." 

"Where can I get in touch with your boss?" 

Jennifer looked at her watch. "He's out on a job in Brooklyn. He 

should be back in the office around six." 

The butler glared at her, furious. "Just a minute! Don't do anything un-

til I return." 

"Keep diggin," Jennifer told the gardeners. 

The butler turned and hurried into the house, slamming the door behind 

him. A few moments later the door opened and the butler returned, accom-

panied by a tiny middle-aged man. 

"Would you mind telling me what the devil is going on here?" 

"What business is it of yours?" Jennifer demanded. 

"I’ll tell you what business it is of mine, " he snapped. "I’m William 

Carlisle and this happens to be my property." 

"In that case, Mr. Carlisle," Jennifer said, I have something for you." 

She reached in her pocket and put the summons in his hand. She turned to 

the gardeners. "You can stop digging now." 
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vulnerable уязвимый, ранимый cheer sb up одобрять 

Early the next morning Adam Warner telephoned. Jennifer recognized 

his voice instantly. 

"I thought you would like to know, " Adam said, "that the disbarment 

proceedings have been officially dropped. You have nothing more to worry 

about." 

Jennifer closed her eyes and said a silent prayer of thanks. "I – I can't 

tell you how much I appreciate what you've done." 

''Justice isn't always blind." 

Adam did not mention the scene he had had with Stewart Needham 

and Robert Di Silva. Needham had been disappointed, but philosophical. 

The District Attorney had carried on like a raging bull. "You let that 

bitch get away with this? Jesus Christ, she's Mafia, Adam! Couldn't you 

see that? She's conning you!" 

And on and on, until Adam had tired of it. 

"All the evidence against her was circumstantial, Robert. She was in 

the wrong place at the wrong time and she got mousetrapped. That doesn't 

spell Mafia to me." 

Finally Robert Di Silva had said, "Okay, so she's still a lawyer. I just 

hope to God she practices in New York, because the minute she sets foot in 

any of my courtrooms, I’m going to wipe her out." 

Now, talking to Jennifer, Adam said nothing of this. Jennifer had made 

a deadly enemy, but there was nothing that could be done about it. Robert 

Di Silva was a vindictive man, and Jennifer was a vulnerable target. She 

was bright and idealistic and achingly young and lovely. 

Adam knew he must never see her again. 

There were days and weeks and months when Jennifer was ready to 

quit. The sign on the door still read Jennifer Parker, Attorney at Law, but 

it did not deceive anyone, least of all Jennifer. She was not practicing law: 

Her days were spent running around in rain and sleet and snow, delivering 

subpoenas and summons to people who hated her for it. Now and then she 

accepted a pro bono case, helping the elderly get food stamps, solving var-

ious legal problems of ghetto Blacks and Puerto Ricans and other under-

privileged people. But she felt trapped. 

The nights were worse than the days. They were endless, for Jennifer 

had insomnia and when she did sleep; her dreams were filled with demons. 

It had begun the night her mother had deserted Jennifer and her father, and 
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she had not been able to exorcise whatever it was that was causing her 

nightmares. 

She was consumed by loneliness. She went out on occasional dates 

with young lawyers, but inevitably she found herself comparing them to 

Adam Warner, and they all fell short. There would be dinner and a movie 

or a play, followed by a struggle at her front door. Jennifer was never sure 

whether they expected her to go to bed with them because they had bought 

her dinner, or because they had had to climb up and down four steep flights 

of stairs. There were times when she was strongly tempted to say Yes, just 

to have someone with her for the night, someone to hold, someone to share 

herself with. But she needed more in her bed than a warm body that talked; 

she needed someone who cared, someone for whom she could care. 

The most interesting men who propositioned Jennifer were all married, 

and she flatly refused to go out with any of them. She remembered a line 

from Billy Wilder’s wonderful film The Apartment: "When you're in love 

with a married man you shouldn't wear mascara." Jennifer's mother had 

destroyed a marriage, had killed Jennifer's father. She could never forget 

that. 

Christmas came and New Year's Eve, and Jennifer spent them alone. 

There had been a heavy snowfall and the city looked like a gigantic 

Christmas card. Jennifer walked the streets, watching pedestrians hurrying 

to the warmth of their homes and families, and she ached with a feeling of 

emptiness. She missed her father terribly. She was glad when the holidays 

were over. Nineteen seventy is going to be a better year, Jennifer told 

herself. 

On Jennifer's worst days, Ken Bailey would cheer her up. He took her 

out to Madison Square Garden to watch the Rangers play, to a disco club 

and to an occasional play or movie. Jennifer knew he was attracted to her, 

and yet he kept a barrier between them. 

In March, Otto Wenzel decided to move to Florida with his wife. 

"My bones are getting too old for these New York winters, " he told 

Jennifer. 

"I’ll miss you." Jennifer meant it. She had grown genuinely fond of him. 

"Take care of Ken." 

Jennifer looked at him quizzically. 

"He never told you, did he? " 

"Told me what?" 

He hesitated, then said, "His wife committed suicide. He blames himself." 
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Jennifer was shocked. "How terrible! Why – why did she do it? " 

"She caught Ken in bed with a young blond man." 

"Oh, my God!" 

"She shot Ken and then turned the gun on herself. He lived. She didn’t." 

"How awful! I had no idea that ... that –  " 

"I know. He smiles a lot, but he carries his own hell with him." 

"Thanks for telling me." 

When Jennifer returned to the office, Ken said, "So old Otto's leaving us." 

"Yes." 

Ken Bailey grinned. "I guess it's you and me against the world." 

"I guess so." 

And in a way, Jennifer thought, it is true. 

Jennifer looked at Ken with different eyes now. They had lunches and 

dinners together, and Jennifer could detect no signs of homosexuality about 

him but she knew that Otto Wenzel had told her the truth: Ken Bailey car-

ried his own private hell with him. 
 

bewildered озадаченный, 

смущенный 

arcane тайный 

out-and-out совершенный, 

полный 

baffle сбивать с толку, ставить 

в тупик 

bail залог, 

поручительство 

burglary ночная кража со взломом 

discreetly (tact-

fully) 

тактично pross (hook-

er) 

проститутка 

divorce развод, 

расторжение 

брака 

quack (drugs) наркотики 

turn smth down отказаться capish  

(understand) 

понимать 

maxim (princi-

ple) 

принцип surge in нахлынуть, набегать  

high explosive взрывчатое 

вещество 

whore  проститутка 

air of affluence богатый вид transvestite трансвестит 

nickel-and dime 

cases 

дешевые дела battered 

drunk 

избитый пьяница 

evasive уклончивый drug addict наркоман 

embarrass смущаться rape изнасилование 

get up enough 

nerve 

набраться 

храбрости 

theft кража 
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anticlimax разочарование possession of 

guns 

владение оружием 

put up with терпеливо 

сносить, 

примириться 

dope наркотики  

take out one’s 

anger on sb 

вымещать гнев 

на к.-л. 

assault нападение, угроза 

физическим насилием 

put sb out of 

one’s mind 

выкинуть к.-л. из 

головы 

be defeated терпеть поражение 

be engaged to быть 

помолвленым 

dregs подонки, отбросы 

общества 

insane безумный, 

невменяемый 

misfit неприспособленный к 

жизни человек, неудач-

ник 

in-depth обстоятельный affluent богатый 

take over встать во главе offender правонарушитель, 

преступник 

shoplifting кража в магазине dismiss отпускать 

mugging хулиганство, 

групповое 

нападение 

fine штрафовать 

bail залог, поручи-

тельство; пору-

читься за к-л 

surrender сдаться, капитулировать 

bargaining заключение 

сделки 

feed (fed, fed) кормить, подкармливать 

vagrancy 

vagrant 

бродяжничество 

бродяга 

self-

confidence 

уверенность (в себе) 

grin усмехаться give up сдаваться 
 

A few clients walked in off the street. They were usually poorly 

dressed, bewildered and, in some instances, out-and-out nut cases. 

Prostitutes came in to ask Jennifer to handle their bail, and Jennifer 

was amazed at how young and lovely some of them were. They became a 

small but steady source of income. She could not find out who sent them to 

her. When she mentioned it to Ken Bailey, he shrugged in a gesture of ig-

norance and walked away. 

Whenever a client came to see Jennifer, Ken Bailey would discreetly 

leave. He was like a proud father, encouraging Jennifer to succeed. 

Jennifer was offered several divorce cases and turned them down. She 

could not forget what one of her law professors had once said: Divorce is 

to the practice of law what proctology is to the practice of medicine. 
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Most divorce lawyers had bad reputations. The maxim was that when a 

married couple saw red, lawyers saw green. A high-priced divorce lawyer 

was known as a bomber, for he would use legal high ex plosives to win a 

case for a client and, in the process, often destroyed the husband, the wife 

and the children. 

A few of the clients who came into Jennifer's office were different in a 

way that puzzled her. 

They were well dressed, with an air of affluence about them, and the 

cases they brought to her were not the nickel-and-dime cases Jennifer had 

been accustomed to handling. There were estates to be settled that amount-

ed to substantial sums of money, and lawsuits that any large firm would 

have been delighted to represent. 

"Where did you hear about me?" Jennifer would ask. 

The replies she got were always evasive. From a friend ... I read about 

you ... your name was mentioned at a party ... It was not until one of her 

clients, in the course of explaining his problems, mentioned Adam Warner 

that Jennifer suddenly understood. 

"Mr. Warner sent you to me, didn’t he?" 

The client was embarrassed. "Well, as a matter of fact, he suggested it 

might be better if I didn't mention his name." 

Jennifer decided to telephone Adam. After all, she did owe him a debt 

of thanks. She would be polite, but formal. Naturally, she would not let 

him get the impression that she was calling him for any reason other than 

to express her appreciation. She rehearsed the conversation over and over 

in her mind. When Jennifer finally got up enough nerve to telephone, a sec-

retary informed her that Mr. Warner was in Europe and was not expected 

back for several weeks. It was an anticlimax that left Jennifer depressed. 

She found herself thinking of Adam Warner more and more often. She 

kept remembering the evening he had come to her apartment and how bad-

ly she had behaved. He had been wonderful to put up with her childish be-

havior when she had taken out her anger on him. Now, in addition to eve-

rything else he had done for her, he was sending her clients. 

Jennifer waited three weeks and then telephoned Adam again. This 

time he was in South America. 

"Is there any message?" his secretary asked. 

Jennifer hesitated. "No message." 
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Jennifer tried to put Adam out of her mind, but it was impossible. She 

wondered whether he was married or engaged. She wondered what it 

would be like to be Mrs. Adam Warner. She wondered if she were insane. 

From time to time Jennifer came across the name of Michael Moretti 

in the newspapers or weekly magazines. There was an in-depth story in me 

New Yorker magazine on Antonio Granelli and the eastern Mafia Families. 

Antonio Granelli was reported to be in failing health and Michael Moretti, 

his son-in-law, was preparing to take over his empire. Life magazine ran a 

story about Michael Moretti's lifestyle, and at the end of the story it spoke 

of Moretti's trial. Camillo Stela was serving time in Leavenworth, while 

Michael Moretti was free. It reminded its readers how Jennifer Parker had 

destroyed the case that would have sent him to prison or the electric chair. 

As Jennifer read the article, her stomach churned. The electric chair? She 

could cheerfully have pulled the switch on Michael Moretti herself. 

Most of Jennifer's clients were unimportant, but the education was 

priceless. Over the months, Jennifer came to know every room in the Crim-

inal Courts Building at 100 Centre Street and the people who inhabited 

them. 

When one of her clients was arrested for shoplifting, mugging, prosti-

tution or drugs, Jennifer would head downtown to arrange bail, and bar-

gaining was a way of life. 

"Bail is set at five hundred dollars." 

"Your Honor, the defendant doesn't have that much money. If the court 

will reduce bail to two hundred dollars, he can go back to work and keep 

supporting his family." 

"Very well. Two hundred." 

"Thank you, Your Honor." 

Jennifer got to know the supervisor of the complaint room, where cop-

ies of the arrest reports were sent. 

"You again, Parker! For God's sake, don't you ever sleep?" 

"Hi, Lieutenant. A client of mine was picked up on a vagrancy charge. 

May I see the arrest sheet? The name is Connery. Clarence Connery." 

"Tell me something, honey. Why would you come down here at three 

A.M. to defend a vagrant?" 

Jennifer grinned, "It keeps me off the streets." 
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She became familiar with night court, held in Room 218 of the Centre 

Street courthouse. It was a smelly, overcrowded world, with its own arcane 

jargon. Jennifer was baffled by it at first. 

"Parker, your client is booked on bedpain." 

"My client is booked on what? " 

"Bedpain. Burglary, with a Break, Enter, Dwelling, Person, Armed, 

Intent to kill, at Night. Get it?" 

"Got it." 

 

"I’m here to represent Miss Luna Tarner." 

"Jesus H. Christ!" 

"Would you tell me what the charges are?" 

"Hold on. I'll find her ticket. Luna Tarner. That’s a hot one . . . here we 

are. Pross. Picked up by CWAC, down below." 

"Quack?" 

"You're new around here, huh? CWAC is the City-Wide Anti-Crime 

unit. A pross is a hooker, and down below is south of Forty-Second Street. 

Capish?" 

"Capish." 

Night court depressed Jennifer. It was filled with a human tide that 

ceaselessly surged in and out, washed up on the shores of justice. 

There were more than a hundred and fifty cases heard each night. 

There were whores and transvestites, stinking, battered drunks and drug 

addicts. There were Puerto Ricans and Mexicans and Jews and Irish and 

Greeks and Italians, and they were accused of rape and theft and posses-

sion of guns or dope or assault or prostitution. And they all had one thing 

in common: They were poor. They were poor and defeated and lost. They 

were the dregs, the misfits whom the affluent society had passed by. 

A large proportion of them came from Central Harlem, and because there 

was no more room in the prison system, all but the most serious offenders 

were the missed or fined. They returned home to St. Nicholas Avenue and 

Morningside and Manhattan Avenues, where in three and one-half square 

miles there lived two hundred and thirty-three thousand Blacks, eight thou-

sand Puerto Ricans, and an estimated one million rats. 

The majority of clients who came to Jennifer's office were people who 

had been ground down by poverty, tee system, themselves. They were peo-

ple who had long since surrendered. Jennifer found that their fears fed her 

self-confidence. She did not feel superior to them. She certainly could not 
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hold herself up as a shining example of success, and yet she knew there 

was one big difference between her and her clients: She would never give 

up. 
 

radiant сияющий death penalty смертная казнь 

vital энергичный, живой grounds for 

defense 

основания для защиты 

parishioner прихожанин take the law 

into one’s 

hands 

взять закон в ч.-л. руки 

enlist one’s 

service 

обращаться за 

помощью 

make any 

commitment 

брать к.-л. 

обязательства 

errant заблудший, сбившийся 

с пути 

assistant 

warden 

помощник начальника 

тюрьмы 

get one’s 

Social 

Security 

payment 

получать выплаты от 

службы социального 

обеспечения 

solitary con-

finement 

одиночное заключение 

lose one’s 

records 

потерять данные penitentiary пенитенциарий; 

тюрьма 

straighten 

things out 

все уладить mugging 

charge 

обвинение в 

ограблении 

serve a life 

sentence 

отбывать приговор к 

пожизненному тюрем-

ному заключению 

pimp сводник, сутенер 

holdup налет, вооруженный 

разбой 

stab удар в спину; вонзать, 

ранить (острым оружи-

ем), заколоть 

convict осуждать (признать 

виновным); осудить на 

длительный срок тю-

ремного заключения 

armed rob-

bery 

вооруженный разбой 

(бандитизм) 

sigh вздыхать recital повествование 

try sb for 

murder 

привлекать к.-л. к су-

дебной ответственности 

за тяжкое убийство 

  

 

Ken Bailey introduced Jennifer to Father Francis Joseph Ryan. Father 

Ryan was in his late fifties, a radiant, vital man with crisp gray-and-black 

hair that curled about his ears. He was always in serious need of a haircut. 

Jennifer liked him at once. 

From time to time, when one of his parishioners would disappear, Fa-

ther Ryan would come to Ken and enlist his services. Invariably, Ken 
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would find the errant husband, wife, daughter or son. There would never be 

a charge. 

"It’s a down payment on heaven, " Ken would explain. 

One afternoon when Jennifer was alone Father Ryan dropped by the 

office. 

"Ken's out. Father Ryan. He won't be back today." 

"It's really you I wanted to see, Jennifer, " Father Ryan said. He sat 

down in the uncomfortable old wooden chair in front of Jennifer's desk. "I 

have a friend who has a bit of a problem." 

That was the way he always started out with Ken. 

"Yes, Father?" 

"She's an elderly parishioner, and the poor dear's having trouble get-

ting her Social Security payments. She moved into my neighborhood a few 

months ago and some damned computer lost all her records, may it rust in 

hell." 

"I see." 

"I knew you would, " Father Ryan said, getting to his feet. "I'm afraid 

there won't be any money in it for you." 

Jennifer smiled. "Don't worry about that. I’ll try to straighten things out." 

She had thought it would be a simple matter, but it had taken her al-

most three days to get the computer reprogrammed. 

One morning a month later, Father Ryan walked into Jennifer's office 

and said, "I hate to bother you, my dear, but I have a friend who has a bit 

of a problem. I'm afraid he has no – " He hesitated. 

"– Money, " Jennifer guessed. 

"Ah! That's it. Exactly. But the poor fellow needs help badly." 

"All right. Tell me about him." 

"His name is Abraham. Abraham Wilson. He's the son of one of my 

parishioners. Abraham is serving a life sentence in Sing Sing for killing a 

liquor store owner during a holdup." 

"If he was convicted and is serving his sentence, I don't see how I can 

help, Father." 

Father Ryan looked at Jennifer and sighed. "That's not his problem." 

"It isn’t?" 

"No. A few weeks ago Abraham killed another man – a fellow prison-

er named Raymond Thorpe. They're going to try him for murder, and go for 

the death penalty." 
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Jennifer had read something about the case. "If I remember correctly, 

he beat the man to death." 

"So they say." 

Jennifer picked up a pad and a pen. "Do you know if there were any 

witnesses?" 

"I’m afraid so." 

"How many?" 

"Oh, a hundred or so. It happened in the prison yard, you see." 

"Terrific. What is it you want me to do?" 

Father Ryan said simply, "Help Abraham." 

Jennifer put down her pen. "Father, it's going to take your Boss to help 

him." She sat back in her chair. "He's going in with three strikes against 

him. He's Black, he's a convicted murderer, and he killed another man in 

front of a hundred witnesses. Assuming he did it, there just aren't any 

grounds for defense. If another prisoner was threatening him, there were 

guards he could have asked to help him. Instead, he took the law into his 

own hands. There isn't a jury in the world that wouldn't convict him." 

"He's still a fellow human being. Would you just talk to him?" 

Jennifer sighed. "I’ll talk to him if you want me to, but I won't make 

any commitment." 

Father Ryan nodded. "I understand. It would probably mean a great 

deal of publicity." 

They were both thinking the same thing. Abraham Wilson was not the 

only one who had strikes against him. 

Sing Sing Prison is situated at the town of Ossining, thirty miles up-

state of Manhattan on the east bank of the Hudson River, overlooking the 

Tappan Zee and Haverstraw Bay. 

Jennifer went up by bus. She had telephoned the assistant warden and 

he had made arrangements for her to see Abraham Wilson, who was being 

held in solitary confinement. 

During the bus ride, Jennifer was filled with a sense of purpose she 

had not felt in a long time. She was on her way to Sing Sing to meet a pos-

sible client charged with murder. This was the kind of case she had studied 

for, prepared herself for. She felt like a lawyer for the first time in a year, 

and yet she knew she was being unrealistic. She was not on her way to see 

a client. She was on her way to tell a man she could not represent him. She 

could not afford to become involved in a highly publicized case that she 

had no chance of winning. 
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Abraham Wilson would have to find someone else to defend him. 

A dilapidated taxi took Jennifer from the bus station to the peniten-

tiary, situated on seventy acres of land near the river. Jennifer rang the bell 

at the side entrance and a guard opened the door, checked off her name 

against his list, and directed her to the assistant warden's office. 

The assistant warden was a large, square man with an old-fashioned 

military haircut and an acne-pitted face. His name was Howard Patterson. 

"I would appreciate anything you can tell me about Abraham Wilson," 

Jennifer began. 

"If you're looking for comfort, you're not going to get it here." Patter-

son glanced at the dossier on the desk in front of him. "Wilson's been in 

and out of prisons all his life. He was caught stealing cars when he was 

eleven, arrested on a mugging charge when he was thirteen, picked up for 

rape when he was fifteen, became a pimp at eighteen, served a sentence for 

putting one of his girls in the hospital . . ." 

He leafed through the dossier. "You name it – stabbings, armed rob-

bery and finally the big time – murder." 

It was a depressing recital. 

Jennifer asked, "Is there any chance that Abraham Wilson didn't kill 

Raymond Thorpe?" 

"Forget it. Wilson's the first to admit it, but it wouldn't make any dif-

ference even if he denied it. We've got a hundred and twenty witnesses." 

"May I see Mr. Wilson?" 

Howard Patterson rose to his feet. "Sure, but you're wasting your time." 
 

menacing угроза, опасность, 

угрожающий, опасный 

rehabilitation реабилитация, 

восстановление в 

правах 

wire проволока weird странный, 

непонятный, 

причудливый 

mesh сеть convict осужденный, 

заключенный 

beady 

eyes 

глаза-бусинки shrug пожимать плечами 

refrain сдерживаться ingenuity изобретательность, 

оригинальность 

grin усмехаться, ухмыляться lid крышка 
 

Abraham Wilson was the ugliest human being Jennifer Parker had ev-

er seen. He was coal-black, with a nose that had been broken in several 
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places, missing front teeth and tiny, shifty eyes set in a knife-scarred face. 

He was about six feet four inches and powerfully built. He had huge flat 

feet which made him lumber. If Jennifer had searched for one word to de-

scribe Abraham Wilson, it would have been menacing. She could imagine 

the effect this man would have on a jury. 

Abraham Wilson and Jennifer were seated in a high-security visiting 

room, a thick wire mesh between them, a guard standing at the door. Wil-

son had just been taken out of solitary confinement and his beady eyes kept 

blinking against the light. If Jennifer had come to this meeting feeling she 

would probably not want to handle this case, after seeing Abraham Wilson 

she was positive. Merely sitting opposite him she could feel the hatred 

spewing out of the man. 

Jennifer opened the conversation by saying, "My name is Jennifer Par-

ker. I'm an attorney. Father Ryan asked me to see you." 

Abraham Wilson spat through the screen, spraying Jennifer with sali-

va.  

It's a wonderful beginning, Jennifer thought. She carefully refrained 

from wiping the saliva from her face. "Is there anything you need here, Mr. 

Wilson?" 

He gave her a toothless smile. "You interested? " 

She ignored that. "Do you want to tell me what happened?" 

"Hey, you lookin' for my life story, you gotta pay me for it. I gonna 

sell it for da movin' pitchurs. Maybe I’lli star in it myself." 

The anger coming out of him was frightening. All Jennifer wanted was 

to get out of there. The assistant warden had been right. She was wasting 

her time. 

"I’m afraid there's really nothing I can do to help you unless you help 

me, Mr. Wilson. I promised Father Ryan I would at least come and talk to 

you." 

Abraham Wilson gave her a toothless grin again. "That’s mighty white 

of ya, sweetheart. Ya sure ya don't wanna change your mind?" 

Jennifer rose to her feet. She had had enough. "Do you hate every-

body?" 

"Tell ya what, doll, you crawl inta my skin and I’ll crawl inta yours, 

and then you'n me’ll rap 'boot hate." 

Jennifer stood there, looking into that ugly black face, digesting what 

he had said, and then she slowly sat down. "Do you want to tell me your 

side of the story, Abraham?" 
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He stared into her eyes, saying nothing. Jennifer waited, watching him, 

wondering what it must be like to wear that scarred black skin. She won-

dered how many scars were hidden inside the man. 

The two of them sat there in a long silence. Finally, Abraham Wilson 

said, "I killed the somabitch." 

"Why did you kill him?" 

He shrugged. "The motha' was comin' at me with this great big butcher 

knife, and –  " 

"Don't con me. Prisoners don’t walk around carrying butcher knives." 

Wilson's face tightened and he said, "Get outa here, lady. I din’t sen' 

for ya." He rose to his feet. "An' don't come round heah botherin' me no 

more, you heah? I’m a busy man." 

He turned and walked over to the guard. A moment later they were 

both gone. That was that. Jennifer could at least tell Father Ryan that she 

had talked to the man. There was nothing further she could do. 

A guard let Jennifer out of the building. She started across the court-

yard toward the main gate, thinking about Abraham Wilson and her reac-

tion to him. She disliked the man and, because of that, she was doing some-

thing she had no right to do: She was judging him. She had already pro-

nounced him guilty and he had not yet had a trial. Perhaps some one had 

attacked him, not with a knife, of course, but with a rock or a brick. Jen-

nifer stopped and stood there indecisively. Every instinct told her to go 

back to Manhattan and forget about Abraham Wilson. 

Jennifer turned and walked back to the assistant warden's office. 

"He's a hard case, " Howard Patterson said. "When we can, we try re-

habilitation instead of punishment, but Abraham Wilson's too far gone. The 

only thing that will calm him down is the electric chair." 

What a weird piece of logic, Jennifer thought. "He told me the man he 

killed attacked him with a butcher knife." 

"I guess that's possible." 

The answer startled her. "What do you mean, ‘that’s possible'? Are 

you saying a convict in here could get possession of a knife? A butcher 

knife?" 

Howard Patterson shrugged. "Miss Parker, we have twelve hundred 

and forty convicts in this place, and some of them are men of great ingenui-

ty. Come on. I’ll show you some thing." 
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Patterson led Jennifer down a long corridor to a locked door. He se-

lected a key from a large key ring, opened the door and turned on the light. 

Jennifer followed him into a small, bare room with built-in shelves. 

"This is where we keep the prisoners' box of goodies." He walked over 

to a large box and lifted the lid. 

Jennifer stared down into the box unbelievingly. 

She looked up at Howard Patterson and said, "I want to see my client 

again." 
 

Comprehension 

 

  2.   Give detailed answers to the following questions 
 

1. Where did Adam Warner work? 

2. What relationships did Adam Warner and Steward Needham have? 

3. What two things did Steward Needham have on his mind to tell Adam 

Warner? 

4. What did Adam Warner learn from the transcript of the court proceed-

ings in the case of the People of New York v. Michael Moretti? 

5. What disturbed Adam about the Jennifer Parker case? 

6. What was Adam’s opinion of Jennifer Parker after leaving Seattle? 

7. What was Jennifer thinking about during Adam’s visit? 

8. Where did Jennifer and Adam go later? What was their conversation 

about? 

9. What decision did Adam Warner make after Jennifer had recounted 

the events in the courtroom? 

10. What were Jennifer’s responsibilities? 

11. What task did Jennifer receive from Mr. Peabody? 

12. What news did Adam Warner tell Jennifer the next morning? 

13. What were Jennifer’s usual cases? What kinds of cases were offered to 

her? 

14. Why did Jennifer decide to phone Adam? 

15. Who were most of Jennifer’s clients? 

16. Who was Father Francis Joseph Ryan? What did he ask Jennifer for? 

17. What was Jennifer’s impression when she saw Abraham Wilson first? 



 79 

18. Why did Jennifer decide to walk back to the assistant warden’s of-

fice? 
 

  3.   Find evidence in the text to support the following  
 

1. Adam Warner was a methodical man. He was asked to handle the Jen-

nifer Parker case and carried it through to the best of his ability. 

2. In the quiet, charming bistro Jennifer was too tense but Adam Warner 

managed to relax her. 

3. Jennifer was very inventive while serving William Carlisle with the 

summons. 

4. The scene Adam Warner had with Steward Needham and Di Silva was 

very unpleasant. 

5. Most of Jennifer’s clients were unimportant but she came to know a lot 

and the education was priceless. 

 

  4.   Consider the following topics. Make use of the words and 

word combinations given in brackets 
 

1. Stewart Needham (a dapper, trim man in one’s late sixties, a neat 

Vandyke beard, to wear a tweed suit and vest, to belong to an older era, a 

titan, to remain in the background, to use considerable influence, to affect 

the outcome of legislation, a New Englander, born and reared taciturn) 
 

2. Adam Warner (protégé, to be married to, a brilliant lawyer, to 

have offers from prestigious law firms, to become a partner, to add an ex-

tra dimension to him, physically attractive and charming, intelligence, to 

have an easy sureness about smth, to hurt sb’s feelings, to find challenging, 

a methodical man, a charming man, amusing and attractive, quiet voice, 

gray-blue eyes behind the horn-rimmed glasses, polite, to run for United 

States senator, to feel a sense of elation, to handle the Jennifer Parker case, 

to recommend that disbarment proceedings against sb be dropped) 
 

3. Ken Bailey (a cynical man, a facade, lonely, bright and well-read, 

a failure, to be afraid to try for success, to carry his own hell with him) 
 

4. Otto Wenzel (completely different, short, potbellied little man, to 

be happily married, to regard sb as a daughter) 
 



 80 

5. Jennifer Parker (to quit, to practice law, deliver subpoenas and 

summons, insomnia, nightmares, loneliness, to share oneself with sb, to 

ache with a feeling of emptiness, to miss sb terribly, source of income, to 

put sb out of sb’s mind) 
 

6. Abraham Wilson (a life sentence, a holdup, death penalty, a con-

victed murderer, a witness, to take the law into one’s hands, the ugliest 

human being, coal-black, with a nose that had been broken in several plac-

es, shifty eyes, a knife-scarred face, huge flat feet, menacing, solitary con-

finement, to pronounce sb guilty) 
 

Activator 

 

  5.   Put the right form of the following verbs in the sentences 

below 
 

fine, convict, try sb. for , empower, serve, verify 
 

1. His assistant … to act on his behalf in less weighty matters. 

2. Convict is a person who … a prison sentence. 

3. We need more information on which … him 

4. I remember the story, which I … never …, but which rings true. 

5. A youth … in the criminal courts for stealing. 

6. He … of spying. 

7. He … now … a life sentence in an Italian jail. 

8. He was heavily …. 
 

  6.   Match the words on the left with their definitions on the 

right. Then choose the best word from those given to com-
plete each of the sentences which follow 

 

1. assault a) fairness in your behaviour or in the way that people 

are treated 

2. complicity b) a prison; used in American English 

3.confinement c) a situation in which someone is threatened with a 

weapon in order to make them hand over money or 

valuables 
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4. deposition d) an acceptable reason or explanation for a particular 

action, process, or situation 

5. hold-up e) the state of being forced to stay inside somewhere, 

for example prison, for a period of time 

6. justice f) the act of stealing smth 

7.justification g) a formal written statement, made for example by a 

witness to a crime, which can be used in a court of 

law if the witness cannot be present 

8.penitentiary h) an involvement with other people in an activity or 

plan which is illegal or wrong 

9. shoplifting i) a way of life in which sb goes aimlessly from place 

to place, has no real home, job, or money, and has 

to beg or steal in order to live 

10. theft k) a physical attack on people which is considered to 

be a crime 

11. vagrancy  l) stealing from a shop by walking round the shop and 

hiding things in your bag or in your clothes 
 

1. He was threatened with … in the street. 

2. Unless Jennifer confessed, or unless someone came forward with in-

formation that proved criminal …, Di Silva would not be able to touch 

her. 

3. Wilson has just been taken out of solitary … and his beady eyes kept 

blinking against the light. 

4. Adam turned to the transcript of … that had been taken in Judge 

Waldman’s chambers afterward. 

5. Seven people were wounded towards the end of July in different …. 

6. Tom has a strong sense of …. 

7. We all have sound … for what we do. 

8. A taxi took Jennifer from the bus station to the …. 

9. When one of Jennifer’s clients was arrested for …, she would head 

downtown to arrange bail. 

10. He reported the … of his passport. 

11. I don’t want you to be arrested for …. 
 

  7.   Give the English equivalents to the following Russian 

words and word combinations 
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1. оставаться, держаться в тени 2.баллотироваться на пост сена-

тора  3. лишать права выступать в суде в качестве адвоката, лишать 

адвокатского звания 4. преследовать в судебном порядке 5. правдо-

подобный, вероятный 6. состав присяжных первой инстанции 

7. рассмотрение дела в суде, судебное разбирательство 8. брать на 

себя ответственность 9. судебная повестка 10. мстительный 11. за-

ключение сделки 12. ночная кража со взломом 13. нападение, угроза 

физическим насилием 14. взять закон в ч.-л. руки 15. быть обвинен-

ным в убийстве 16. осужденный 17. косвенные улики 18. восстанов-

ление в правах 19. лишать к.-л. ч.-л., 20. вооруженное нападение 

21. создать репутацию себе. 
 

  8.   Translate into English using the words and word combina-

tions from the text 
 

1. Отец Адама был известным сенатором, а сам он – блестя-

щим адвокатом. 

2. Адам Уорнер понимал, если он победит на выборах, ему 

придется переехать в Вашингтон, оставить адвокатскую практику. 

3. Присяжные обязательно признали бы Майкла Моретти ви-

новным, если бы не вмешалась судьба в лице Дженнифер Паркер. 

4. Он прекрасно понимал, каких трудов стоит получить юриди-

ческое образование и сдать экзамен на адвоката. 

5. После чтения стенограммы Адам пришел к выводу, что про-

тив Дженнифер нет явных доказательств. 

6. С раннего утра до позднего вечера Дженнифер была занята 

тем, что разносила повестки с вызовом в суд. 

7. Дела, с которыми клиенты обращались к Дженнифер были 

мелкими, но она обогащалась бесценным опытом. 

8. Когда ее клиентов арестовывали за кражи в магазинах, бро-

дяжничество, проституцию или продажу наркотиков, Дженнифер 

направлялась в суд, чтобы оформить поручительство. 

9. Эйбрахама Уилсона будут судить за преднамеренное убий-

ство, и ему грозит смертная казнь. 

10. Она заранее считала его виноватым, хотя суд еще не состо-

ялся. 
 

  9.   Replace each word/phrase in bold with a suitable expres-

sion from the list, using the correct tense/form 
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cut and dried, to take one’s word for it, steel oneself, get in touch with, 

twist one’s words around, be a snap, turn smth down, get up enough 

nerve to do smth, be out to, take the law in one’s own hands, remain in 

the background, carry on like a raging bull 
 

1. He preferred to be away from publicity and use his considerable in-

fluence to affect the outcome of legislation. 

2. It’s all already formed and unlikely to be changed. 

3. I’m not going to let you force my words around. 

4. That Parker thing should have been done quickly. 

5. Jennifer had to accept what Adam says as true. 

6. Jennifer had been hardening for the moment when Adam would 

begin to interrogate her. 

7. They were trying and hoping to get her and they had succeeded. 

8. Where can I contact your boss? 

9. The District Attorney had talked loudly and complainingly. 

10. Jennifer was offered several divorce cases and refused to consider 

them. 

11. When Jennifer finally made herself feel brave enough to telephone, 

a secretary informed her that Mr. Warner was in Europe. 

12. Instead, he got justice without legal help.  
 

  10.   Study the tables, then choose the correct prepositions in 

the sentences below 
 

pay for to suffer or be punished for something you have done 

pay off to pay sb to do smth illegal or dishonest and keep quiet about 

it 

pay out to pay a lot of money for smth 

pay over to make an official payment of money 
 

run for smth an attempt to win or gain smth, especially to get elected 

to a political post 

run off with to steal smth 

run away to leave a place, especially secretly, in order to escape 

from sb or smth   
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get in(to) gain (sb’s) admission to place/event 

get away with to not be caught or punished for smth you have done 

wrong 

get out to escape from somewhere 

get down to make sb feel unhappy and depressed 

get down to finally start doing smth that needs a lot of time and energy 
 

1. These people should pay for/off their crimes. 

2. I can get into/down the Guinness Book of Records for the shortest law 

career in history.  

3. The top power brokers in the country are considering asking you to 

run for/away United States senator, Adam.  

4. He paid for/out good money to educate his son at a boarding school. 

5. The solicitor arranged for Clancy’s share of inheritance to be paid 

for/over to him 

6. They were going to make her pay for/out the rest of her life.  

7. Then I found out that he had run for/off with all my savings. 

8. Nobody has ever got down/out of this jail.   

9. He had run off with/away from home at the age of thirteen. 

10. It took time to arrange for someone to pay you off/for to deliver it.  

11. I don’t know how they manage to get out of/away with paying such 

low wages. 

12. He ran away/off with a book from the library.  

13. All this waiting and delay is really getting her down to/down. 

14. After Christmas I’m going to get down to/into some serious job hunt-

ing. 
 

  11.   Put in the correct prepositions 
 

1. Adam Warner was aware … a lot of changes in his life.  

2. Adam Warner was puzzled… something.  

3. There was no doubt in Adam’s mind that Michael Moretti would have 

been found guilty … the jury if fate had not intervened in the form of 

Jennifer Parker.  

4. If Jennifer was working … Moretti, he would have protected her … 

reasonably plausible story  

5. It was a prize that took years to attain, and Adam was not … to de-

prive someone … it unless he was certain there was justification.  
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6. I’ve have been assigned to investigate your part … the Michael Moret-

ti trial, Miss Parker.  

7. There would be a trial panel … three attorneys who would make their 

recommendation … the Disciplinary Board which would make its re-

port … the Board … Governors  

8. I’m empowered to investigate and recommend … or … disbarment 

proceedings.  

9. Peabody & Peabody was a large, prestigious firm, one that young law-

yers dreamed … being invited to join  

10. She was kept waiting … two hours, and was finally ushered … the 

office … Mr. Peabody.  

11. A few moments later the door opened and the butler returned, accom-

panied … a tiny middle-aged man  

12. She was consumed … loneliness.  

13. Jennifer walked the streets, watching pedestrians hurrying … the 

warmth … their homes and families, and she ached … a feeling of 

emptiness.  
 

Discussion 

 

  12.   Agree or disagree to the statements. Give your arguments 

for or against them. 
 

There is a pleasure in power. 
 

  13.   Comment on the following ideas 
 

1. I did something stupid, but as far as I know, there’s no law against 

stupidity. (Jennifer Parker) 

2. She was doing something she had no right to do. She was judging 

Abraham Wilson. She had already pronounced him guilty and he had 

not yet had a trial. (Jennifer Parker) 
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(Chapters 6-8) 
 

 

Vocabulary preview 

  1.   Read the text carefully. The following words and word 

combinations will help you to avoid difficulties in under-
standing 

— 6 — 
procedure производство дел; судо-

производство, процес-

суальные нормы 

in their midst в своей среде 

defence защита, аргументация 

ответчика, подсудимого 

move for a 

change of venue 

ходатайствовать 

об изменении ме-

ста рассмотрения 

дела 

check for 

procedures 

and defences 

просматривать про-

цессы и защиты 

testify давать показания 

scrap (frag-

ment) 

обрывок (информации) have some sym-

pathy for sb 

сочувствовать к.-л. 

truculent агрессивный, драч-

ливый 

put sb on the 

stand   

выставить в каче-

стве свидетеля 

force oneself 

to do smth  

заставлять кого-либо 

делать что-либо 

prosecution обвинение 

contempt презрение reveal обнаружить 

be aware of 

smth  

знать, осознавать ч.-л. record досье, дело 

reluctance нежелание; неохота; 

нерасположение 

assistant district 

attorney 

заместитель 

окружного проку-

рора 

give way to 

smth 

сменяться, уступать assign to назначать 

fascination очарование adversary процессуальный 

противник, про-

тивная сторона (в 

судебном процессе) 

PART 3 
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prod пронзать prosecute murder 

trial 

вести судебный 

процесс по обви-

нению в тяжком 

убийстве 

arouse memo-

ries 

вызывать воспомина-

ния 

familiarize one-

self with smth  

ознакомиться с ч-л 

session заседание; сессия witness smth давать свидетель-

ские показания; 

свидетельствовать; 

подписываться в 

качестве свидете-

ля 

savage 

give sb savage 

beating  

свирепый, жестокий 

жестоко избивать к-л 

grab хватать ч.-л. 

manslaughter 

 

involuntary 

manslaughter 

voluntary 

manslaughter  

простое (без злого 

умысла убийство) 

неумышленное убий-

ство 

убийство по внезапно 

возникшему умыслу 

have dizzy spells испытывать голо-

вокружение 

appellate 

court 

апелляционный суд be concerned 

about sb 

беспокоиться о к.-л. 

brief краткое письменное 

изложение дела 

court-house помещение суда, 

здание суда 

affidavit аффидевит, письмен-

ное показание под 

присягой 

drop a case бросать судебное 

дело 

exhibit вещественное доказа-

тельство 

set oneself up as 

a clay pigeon  

служить мишенью 

motion ходатайство take potshots at 

sb 

выстрелить наугад 

по к.-л. 

  stubbornly упрямо, упорно 

pore over 

 

 

pore over  

files on  

сосредоточенно изу-

чать (погрузившись, 

углубившись) 

сидеть над делами 

entitle to smth   давать право на ч-л 

intent намерение, умысел, 

цель 

push one’s way 

past 

проталкиваться, 

прокладывать себе 

дорогу 
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premeditation заранее обдуманное 

намерение; заранее 

обдуманный умысел; 

предумышление 

  

self-defense самозащита attendant служитель 

double jeop-

ardy 

риск дважды понести 

уголовную ответ-

ственность за одно и 

то же преступление 

encounter встреча, встре-

чаться, столкнуться 

temporary 

insanity 

временное умопоме-

шательство, душевное 

расстройство; невме-

няемость 

resign from smth отказываться от ч.-

л. 

get the charge 

reduced to 

manslaughter 

свести обвинение к 

непредумышленному 

убийству 

  

 

Jennifer prepared for Abraham Wilson's trial as she had never pre-

pared for anything before in her life. She spent endless hours in the law 

library checking for procedures and defenses, and with her client, drawing 

from him every scrap of information she could. It was no easy task. From 

the beginning, Wilson was truculent and sarcastic. 

"You wanna know about me, honey? I got my first woman when  

I was ten. How old was you?" 

Jennifer forced herself to ignore his hatred and his contempt, for she 

was aware that they covered up a deep fear. And so Jennifer persisted, de-

manding to know what Wilson's early life was like, what his parents were 

like, what had shaped the boy into the man. Over a period of weeks, Abra-

ham Wilson's reluctance gave way to interest, and his interest finally gave 

way to fascination. He had never before had reason to think of himself in 

terms of what kind of person he was, or why. 

Jennifer's prodding questions began to arouse memories, some merely 

unpleasant, others unbearably painful. Several times during the sessions 

when Jennifer was questioning Abraham Wilson about his father, who had 

regularly given him savage beatings, Wilson would order Jennifer to leave 

him alone. She left, but she always returned. 

If Jennifer had had little personal life before, she now had none. When 

she was not with Abraham Wilson, she was at her office, seven days a 

week, from early morning until long after midnight, reading everything she 

could find about the crimes of murder and manslaughter, voluntary and 

involuntary. She studied hundreds of appellate court decisions, briefs, affi-
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davits, exhibits, motions, transcripts. She pored over files on intent and 

premeditation, self-defense, double jeopardy, and temporary insanity. 

She studied ways to get the charge reduced to manslaughter. 

Abraham had not planned to kill the man. But would a jury believe 

that? Particularly a local jury. The townspeople hated the prisoners in their 

midst. Jennifer moved for a change of venue, and it was granted. The trial 

would be held in Manhattan. 

Jennifer had an important decision to make: Should she allow Abra-

ham Wilson to testify? He presented a forbidding figure, but if the jurors 

were able to hear his side of the story from his own lips, they might have 

some sympathy for him. The problem was that putting Abraham Wilson on 

the stand would allow the prosecution to reveal Wilson's background and 

past record, including the previous murder he had committed. 

Jennifer wondered which one of the assistant district attorneys Di Sil-

va would assign to be her adversary. There were half a dozen very good 

ones who prosecuted murder trials, and Jennifer familiarized herself with 

their techniques. 

She spent as much time as possible at Sing Sing, looking over the sce-

ne of the killing in the recreation yard, talking to guards and Abraham, and 

she interviewed dozens of convicts who had witnessed the killing. 

"Raymond Thorpe attacked Abraham Wilson with a knife," Jennifer 

said. "A large butcher knife. You must have seen it." 

"Me? I didn't see no knife." 

"You must have. You were right there." 

"Lady, I didn't see nothin'." 

Not one of them was willing to get involved. 

Occasionally Jennifer would take time out to have a regular meal, but 

usually she grabbed a quick sandwich at the coffee shop on the main floor 

of the courthouse. She was beginning to lose weight and she had dizzy 

spells. 

Ken Bailey was becoming concerned about her. He took her to For-

lini's across from the courthouse, and ordered a large lunch for her. 

"Are you trying to kill yourself?" he demanded. 

"Of course not." 

"Have you looked in a mirror lately?" 

"No." 

He studied her and said, "If you have any sense, you'll drop this case." 

"Why?" 
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"Because you're setting yourself up as a clay pigeon. Jennifer, I hear 

things on the street. The press is peeing in its collective pants, they're so 

eager to start taking potshots at you again." 

"I'm an attorney, " Jennifer said stubbornly. "Abraham Wilson is enti-

tled to a fair trial. I'm going to try to see that he gets one." She saw the look 

of concern on Ken Bailey's face. "Don't worry about it. The case isn't go-

ing to get that much publicity." 

"It isn't, huh? Do you know who's prosecuting?" 

"No." 

"Robert Di Silva." 

Jennifer arrived at the Leonard Street entrance of the Criminal Courts 

Building and pushed her way past the people churning through the lobby, 

past the uniformed policemen, the detectives dressed like hippies, the law-

yers identified by the briefcases they carried. Jennifer walked toward the 

large circular information desk, where no attendant had ever been posted, 

and took the elevator to the sixth floor. She was on her way to see the Dis-

trict Attorney. It had been almost a year since her last encounter with Rob-

ert Di Silva, and Jennifer was not looking forward to this one. She was 

going to inform him that she was resigning from Abraham Wilson's de-

fense. 
 

come down to светись к ч.-л. stand a bet-

ter chance  

иметь лучший шанс 

primary consid-

eration 

первостепенное 

внимание 

be after sb охотиться за к.-л. 

teach sb a lesson проучить к.-л. scare испуг, пугать 

withdraw with 

smth 

удаляться, рети-

роваться 

take a sip потягивать, пить ма-

ленькими глотками 

execute казнить vote to con-

vict 

голосовать за осуждение 

leniently снисходительно, 

мягко 

get an ac-

quittal 

получить оправдатель-

ный приговор 

show up (ap-

pear) 

появляться the House of 

Detention 

следственная тюрьма 

для предварительного 

заключения 

turn tail обратиться в бег-

ство, удрать, пу-

ститься наутек 

jail тюрьма (следственная 

и/или краткосрочного 

заключения) 

nigger черномазый felony фелония (категория 

тяжких преступлений) 

counselor адвокат arson поджог 
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talk about a plea  поговорить о не-

которых обстоя-

тельствах дела 

counsel room комната для адвокатов 

amaze изумлять cubicle кабина; бокс 

get sb off scot-

free   

освободить к-л 

безнаказанным 

attorney-

client meet-

ing 

встреча клиентов с ад-

вокатом 

open and shut  простейший, не-

сложный 

incredible невероятный, неправдо-

подобный, неимоверный 

extenuating 

circumstances 

смягчающие об-

стоятельства 

cellblock тюремный блок 

put smth in legal 

language 

сформулировать 

юридически 

yell вопить, кричать 

tremble with 

rage  

дрожать от ярости 

(гнева) 

bellow 

(shout) 

орать 

reduce smth to a 

manslaughter 

charge  

смягчить ч.-л. до 

обвинения в про-

стом ( без злого 

умыла) убийстве 

brush up 

against sb 

слегка коснуться к.-л. 

be guilty of 

murder  

быть виновным в 

убийстве 

despair отчаяние 

mirth радость preside председательствовать, 

руководить заседанием 

pal приятель presiding 

judge 

председательствующий 

судья 

confess признаваться   
 

It had taken Jennifer three sleepless nights to make her decision. What 

it came down to finally was that the primary consideration had to be the 

best interests of her client. The Wilson case was not important enough for 

Di Silva to handle himself. The only reason, therefore, for the District At-

torney's giving it his personal attention was because of Jennifer's involve-

ment. Di Silva wanted vengeance. He was planning to teach Jennifer a les-

son. And so she had finally decided she had no choice but to withdraw 

from Wilson's defense. She could not let him be executed because of a mis-

take she had once made. With her off the case, Robert Di Silva would 

probably deal with Wilson more leniently. Jennifer was on her way to save 

Abraham Wilson's life. 

There was an odd feeling of reliving the past as she got off at the sixth 

floor and walked toward the familiar door marked District Attorney, 

County of New York. Inside, the same secretary was seated at the same 

desk. 

"I’m Jennifer Parker. I have an appointment with – " 
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"Go right in, " the secretary said. "The District Attorney is expecting 

you." 

Robert Di Silva was standing behind his desk, chewing on a wet cigar, 

giving orders to two assistants. He stopped as Jennifer entered. 

"I was betting you wouldn't show up." 

"I’m here." 

"I thought you would have turned tail and run out of town by now. 

What do you want?" 

There were two chairs opposite Robert Di Silva's desk, but he did not 

invite Jennifer to sit. 

"I came here to talk about my client, Abraham Wilson." 

Robert Di Silva sat down, leaned back in his chair and pretended to 

think. "Abraham Wilson ... oh, yes. That's the nigger murderer who beat a 

man to death in prison. You shouldn't have any trouble defending him." He 

glanced at his two assistants and they left the room. 

"Well, counselor?" 

"I'd like to talk about a plea." 

Robert Di Silva looked at her with exaggerated surprise. "You mean 

you came in to make a deal? You amaze me. I would have thought that 

someone with your great legal talent would be able to get him off scot-

free." 

"Mr. Di Silva, I know this looks like an open-and-shut case, " Jennifer 

began, "but there are extenuating circumstances. Abraham Wilson was – " 

District Attorney Di Silva interrupted. "Let me put it in legal language you 

can understand, counselor. You can take your extenuating circumstances 

and shove them up your ass!" He got to his feet and when he spoke his 

voice was trembling with rage. "Make a deal with you, lady? You fucked 

up my life! There's a dead body and your boy's going to burn for it. Do you 

hear me? I'm making it my personal business to see that he's sent to the 

chair." 

"I came up here to withdraw from the case. You could reduce this to a 

manslaughter charge. Wilson's already in for life. You could – " 

"No way! He's guilty of murder plain and simple!" 

Jennifer tried to control her anger. "I thought the jury was supposed to 

decide that." 

Robert Di Silva smiled at her without mirth. "You don't know how 

heartwarming it is to have an expert like you walk into my office and ex-

plain the law to me." 



 93 

"Can't we forget our personal problems? I – " 

"Not as long as I live. Say hello to your pal Michael Moretti for me." 

Half an hour later, Jennifer was having coffee with Ken Bailey. 

"I don't know what to do," Jennifer confessed. "I thought if I got off the 

case Abraham Wilson would stand a better chance. But Di Silva won't 

make a deal. He's not after Wilson – he's after me." 

Ken Bailey looked at her thoughtfully. "Maybe he's trying to psych 

you out. He wants you running scared." 

"I am running scared." She took a sip of her coffee. It tasted bitter. 

"It's a bad case. You should see Abraham Wilson. All the jury will have to 

do is look at him and they'll vote to convict." 

"When does the trial come up?" 

"In four weeks." 

"Anything I can do to help?" 

"Uh-huh. Put out a contract on Di Silva." 

"Do you think there's any chance you can get Wilson an acquittal?" 

"Looking at it from the pessimist's point of view, I'm trying my first 

case against the smartest District Attorney in the country, who has a ven-

detta against me, and my client is a convicted Black killer who killed again 

in front of a hundred and twenty witnesses." 

"Terrific. What's the optimist's point of view?" 

"I could get hit by a truck this afternoon." 
 

* * * 

The trial date was only three weeks away now. Jennifer arranged for 

Abraham Wilson to be transferred to the prison at Riker's Island. He was 

put in the House of Detention for Men, the largest and oldest jail on the 

island. Ninety five percent of his prison mates were there awaiting trial for 

felonies: murder, arson, rape, armed robbery and sodomy. 

No private cars were allowed on the island, and Jennifer was trans-

ported in a small green bus to the gray brick control building where she 

showed her identification. There were two armed guards in a green booth 

to the left of the building, and beyond that a gate where all unauthorized 

visitors were stopped. From the control building, Jennifer was driven down 

Hazen Street, the little road that went through the prison grounds, to the 

Anna M. Kross Center Building, where Abraham Wilson was brought to 
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see her in the counsel room, with its eight cubicles reserved for attorney-

client meetings. 

Walking down the long corridor on her way to meet with Abraham 

Wilson, Jennifer thought: This must be like the waiting room to hell. There 

was an incredible cacophony. The prison was made of brick and steel and 

stone and tile. 

Steel gates were constantly opening and clanging shut. There were 

more than one hundred men in each cellblock, talking and yelling at the 

same time, with two television sets tuned to different channels and a music 

system playing country rock. Three hundred guards were assigned to the 

building, and their bellowing could be heard over the prison symphony. 

A guard had told Jennifer, "Prison society is the politest society in the 

world. If a prisoner ever brushes up against another one, he immediately 

says, 'Excuse me.' Prisoners have a lot on their minds and the least little 

thing. . . " 

Jennifer sat across from Abraham Wilson and she thought: 

This man's life is in my hands. If he dies, it will be because I failed 

him. She looked into his eyes and saw the despair there. 

"I’m going to do everything I can, " Jennifer promised. 

Three days before the Abraham Wilson trial was to begin, Jennifer 

learned that the presiding judge was to be the Honorable Lawrence Wald-

man, who had presided over the Michael Moretti trial and had tried to get 

Jennifer disbarred. 
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At four o'clock on a Monday morning in late September of 1970, the 

day the trial of Abraham Wilson was to begin, Jennifer awakened feeling 

tired and heavy-eyed. She had slept badly, her mind filled with dreams of 

the trial. In one of the dreams, Robert Di Silva had put her in the witness 

box and asked her about Michael Moretti. Each time Jennifer tried to an-
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swer the questions, the jurors interrupted her with a chant: Liar! Liar! Li-

ar! 

Each dream was different, but they were all similar. In the last one, 

Abraham Wilson was strapped in the electric chair. As Jennifer leaned 

over to console him, he spit in her face. Jennifer awoke trembling, and it 

was impossible for her to go back to sleep. She sat up in a chair until dawn 

and watched the sun come up. She was too nervous to eat. She wished she 

could have slept the night before. She wished that she were not so tense. 

She wished that this day was over. 

As she bathed and dressed she had a premonition of doom. 

She felt like wearing black, but she chose a green Chanel copy she had 

bought on sale at Loehmann's. 

At eight-thirty, Jennifer Parker arrived at the Criminal Courts Building 

to begin the defense in the case of The People of the State of New York 

against Abraham Wilson. There was a crowd outside the entrance and Jen-

nifer's first thought was that there had been an accident. She saw a battery 

of television cameras and microphones, and before Jennifer realized what 

was happening, she was surrounded by reporters. 

A reporter said, "Miss Parker, this is your first time in court, isn't it, 

since you fouled up the Michael Moretti case for the District Attorney?" 

Ken Bailey had warned her. She was the central attraction, not her cli-

ent. The reporters were not there as objective observers; they were there as 

birds of prey and she was to be their carrion. 

A young woman in jeans pushed a microphone up to Jennifer's face. 

"Is it true that District Attorney Di Silva is out to get you?" 

"No comment." Jennifer began to fight her way toward the entrance of 

the building. 

"The District Attorney issued a statement last night that he thinks you 

shouldn't be allowed to practice law in the New York courts. Would you 

like to say anything about that?" 

"No comment." Jennifer had almost reached the entrance. 

"Last year Judge Waldman tried to get you disbarred. Are you going to 

ask him to disqualify himself from – ?" 

Jennifer was inside the courthouse. 

The trial was scheduled to take place in Room 37. The corridor outside 

was crowded with people trying to get in, but the courtroom was already 

full. It was buzzing with noise and there was a carnival atmosphere in the 
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air. There were extra rows reserved for members of the press. Di Silva saw 

to that, Jennifer thought. 

Abraham Wilson was seated at the defense table, towering over every-

one around him like an evil mountain. He was dressed in a dark blue suit 

that was too small for him, and a white shirt and blue tie that Jennifer had 

bought him. They did not help. Abraham Wilson looked like an ugly killer 

in a dark blue suit. He might just as well have worn his prison clothes, 

Jennifer thought, discouraged. 

Wilson was staring defiantly around the courtroom, glowering at eve-

ryone who met his look. Jennifer knew her client well enough now to un-

derstand that his belligerence was a cover-up for his fright; but what would 

come over to everyone – including the judge and the jury – was an impres-

sion of hostility and hatred. The huge man was a threat. They would regard 

him as someone to be feared, to be destroyed. 

There was not a trace in Abraham Wilson's personality that was love-

able. There was nothing about his appearance that could evoke sympathy. 

There was only that ugly, scarred face with its broken nose and missing 

teeth, that enormous body that would inspire fear. 

Jennifer walked over to the defense table where Abraham Wilson was 

sitting and took the seat next to him. "Good morning, Abraham." 

He glanced over at her and said, "I didn't think you was comin'." 

Jennifer remembered her dream. She looked into his small, slitted eyes. 

"You knew I'd be here." 

He shrugged indifferently. "It don't matter one way or another. They's 

gonna get me, baby. They's gonna convict me of murder and then they's 

gonna pass a law makm' it legal to boil me in oil, then they's gonna boil me 

in oil. This ain't gonna be no trial. This is gonna be a show. I hope you 

brung your popcorn." 

There was a stir around the prosecutor's table and Jennifer looked up 

to see District Attorney Di Silva taking his place at the table next to a bat-

tery of assistants. He looked at Jennifer and smiled. Jennifer felt a growing 

sense of panic. 

A court officer said, "All rise," and Judge Lawrence Waldman entered 

from the judge's robing room. 

"Hear ye. Hear ye. All people having business with Part Thirty-seven 

of this Court, draw near, give your attention and you shall be heard. The 

Honorable Justice Lawrence Waldman presiding." 
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The only one who refused to stand was Abraham Wilson. Jennifer 

whispered out of the corner of her mouth, "Stand up!" 

"Fuck 'em, baby. They gonna have to come and drag me up." 

Jennifer took his giant hand in hers. "On your feet, Abraham. We're 

going to beat them." 

He looked at her for a long moment, then slowly got to his feet, tower-

ing over her. 

Judge Waldman took his place on the bench. The spectators resumed 

their seats. The court clerk handed a court calendar to the judge. 

"The People of the State of New York versus Abraham Wilson, 

charged with the murder of Raymond Thorpe." 

Jennifer's instinct normally would have been to fill the jury box with 

Blacks, but because of Abraham Wilson she was not so sure. Wilson was 

not one of them. He was a renegade, a killer, "a disgrace to their race." 

They might convict him more readily than would whites. All Jennifer could 

do was try to keep the more obvious bigots off the jury. But bigots did not 

go around advertising. They would keep quiet about their prejudices, wait-

ing to get their vengeance. 

By late afternoon of the second day, Jennifer had used up her ten per-

emptory challenges. She felt that her voir dire – the questioning of the ju-

rors – was clumsy and awkward, while Di Silva's was smooth and skillful. 

He had the knack of putting the jurors at ease, drawing them into his confi-

dence, making friends of them. 

How could I have forgotten what a good actor Di Silva is? Jennifer 

wondered. 
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Di Silva did not exercise his peremptory challenges until Jennifer had 

exhausted hers, and she could not understand why. When she discovered 

the reason, it was too late. Di Silva had outsmarted her. Among the final 

prospective jurors questioned were a private detective, a bank manager and 

the mother of a doctor – all of them Establishment – and there was nothing 

now that Jennifer could do to keep them off the jury. The District Attorney 

had sandbagged her. 

Robert Di Silva rose to his feet and began his opening statement. 

"If it please the court" – he turned to the jury – "and you ladies and 

gentlemen of the jury, first of all I would like to thank you for giving up 

your valuable time to sit in this case " He smiled sympathetically. "I know 

what a disruption jury service can be. You all have jobs to get back to, 

families needing your attention." 

It's as though he's one of them. Jennifer thought, the thirteenth juror. 

"I promise to take up as little of your time as possible. This is really a 

very simple case. That's the defendant sitting over there – Abraham Wil-

son. The defendant is accused by the State of New York of murdering a 

fellow inmate at Sing Sing Prison, Raymond Thorpe. There's no doubt that 

he did. He's admitted it. Mr. Wilson's attorney is going to plead self-

defense." 

The District Attorney turned to look at the huge figure of Abraham 

Wilson, and the eyes of the jurors automatically followed him. Jennifer 

could see the reactions on their faces. She forced herself to concentrate on 

what District Attorney Di Silva was saying. 

"A number of years ago twelve citizens, very much like yourselves, 

I am sure, voted to put Abraham Wilson away in a penitentiary. Because of 

certain legal technicalities, I am not permitted to discuss with you the crime 

that Abraham Wilson committed. I can tell you that that jury sincerely be-
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lieved that locking Abraham Wilson up would prevent him from commit-

ting any further crimes. Tragically, they were wrong. For even locked 

away, Abraham Wilson was able to strike, to kill, to satisfy the blood lust 

in him. We know now, finally, that there is only one way to prevent Abra-

ham Wilson from killing again. And that is to execute him. It won't bring 

back the life of Raymond Thorpe, but it can save the lives of other men 

who might otherwise become the defendant's next victims." 

Di Silva walked along the jury box, looking each juror in the eye. 

"I told you that this case won't take up much of your time. I'll tell you why I 

said that. The defendant sitting over there – Abraham Wilson – murdered a 

man in cold blood. He has confessed to the killing. But even if he had not 

confessed, we have witnesses who saw Abraham Wilson commit that mur-

der in cold blood. More than a hundred witnesses, in fact. 

"Let us examine the phrase, 'in cold blood.' Murder for any reason is 

as distasteful to me as I know it is to you. But sometimes murders are 

committed for reasons we can at least understand. Let's say that someone 

with a weapon is threatening your loved one – a child, or a husband or a 

wife. Well, if you had a gun you might pull that trigger in order to save 

your loved one's life. You and I might not condone that kind of thing, but 

I'm sure we can at least understand it. Or, let's take another example. If you 

were suddenly awakened in the middle of the night by an intruder threaten-

ing your life and you had a chance to kill him to save yourself, and you 

killed him – well, I think we can all understand how that might happen. 

And that wouldn't make us desperate criminals or evil people, would it? It 

was something we did in the heat of the moment." Di Silva's voice hard-

ened. "But cold-blooded murder is something else again. To take the life 

of another human being, without the excuse of any feelings or passions, to 

do it for money or drugs or the sheer pleasure of killing – " He was delib-

erately prejudicing the jury, yet not overstepping the bounds, so that there 

could be no error calling for mistrial or reversal. 

Jennifer watched the faces of the jurors, and there was no question but 

that Robert Di Silva had them. They were agreeing with every word he 

said. They shook their heads and nodded and frowned. They did everything 

but applaud him. He was an orchestra leader and the jury was his orches-

tra. Jennifer had never seen anything like it. Every time the District Attor-

ney mentioned Abraham Wilson's name – and he mentioned it with almost 

every sentence – the jury automatically looked over at the defendant. Jen-

nifer had cautioned Wilson not to look at the jury. She had drilled it into 
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him over and over again that he was to look anywhere in the courtroom 

except at the jury box, because the air of defiance he exuded was enraging. 

To her horror now, Jennifer found that Abraham Wilson's eyes were fas-

tened on the jury box, locking eyes with the jurors. Aggression seemed to 

be pouring out of him. 

Jennifer said in a low voice, "Abraham . . ." 

He did not turn. 

The District Attorney was finishing his opening address. "The Bible 

says, 'An eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth.' That is vengeance. The State 

is not asking for vengeance. It is asking for justice. Justice for the poor 

man whom Abraham Wilson cold-bloodedly – cold-bloodedly – murdered. 

Thank you." 

The District Attorney took his seat. 

As Jennifer rose to address the jury, she could feel their hostility and 

impatience. She had read books about how lawyers were able to read ju-

ries' minds, and she had been skeptical. But no longer. The message from 

the jury was coming at her loudly and clearly. They had already decided 

her client was guilty, and they were impatient because Jennifer was wast-

ing their time, keeping them in court when they could be out doing more 

important things, as their friend the District Attorney had pointed out. Jen-

nifer and Abraham Wilson were the enemy. 

Jennifer took a deep breath and said, "If Your Honor please, " and then 

she turned back to the jurors. "Ladies and gentlemen, the reason we have 

courtrooms, the reason we are all here today, is because the law, in its wis-

dom, knows that there are always two sides to every case. Listening to the 

District Attorney's attack on my client, listening to him pronounce my cli-

ent guilty without benefit of a jury's verdict – your verdict – one would not 

think so." 

She looked into their faces for a sign of sympathy or support. There 

was none. She forced herself to go on. "District Attorney Di Silva used the 

phrase over and over, 'Abraham Wilson is guilty.' That is a lie. Judge 

Waldman will tell you that no defendant is guilty until a judge or jury de-

clares that he is guilty. That is what we are all here to find out, isn't it? 

Abraham Wilson has been charged with murdering a fellow inmate at Sing 

Sing. But Abraham Wilson did not kill for money or for dope. He killed to 

save his own life. You remember those clever examples that the District 

Attorney gave you when he explained the difference between killing in 

cold blood and in hot blood. Killing in hot blood is when you're protecting 
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someone you love, or when you're defending yourself. Abraham Wilson 

killed in self-defense, and I tell you now that any of us in this courtroom, 

under identical circumstances, would have done exactly the same thing. 

"The District Attorney and I agree on one point: Every man has the 

right to protect his own life. If Abraham Wilson had not acted exactly as 

he did, he would be dead." Jennifer's voice was ringing with sincerity. She 

had forgotten her nervousness in the passion of her conviction. "I ask each 

of you to remember one thing: Under the law of this state, the prosecution 

must prove beyond any reasonable doubt that the act of killing was not 

committed in self-defense. And before this trial is over we will present sol-

id evidence to show you that Raymond Thorpe was killed in order to pre-

vent his murdering my client. Thank you." 

The parade of witnesses for the State began. Robert Di Silva had not 

missed a single opportunity. His character witnesses for the deceased, 

Raymond Thorpe, included a minister, prison guards and fellow convicts. 

One by one they took the stand and testified to the sterling character and 

pacific disposition of the deceased. 

Each time the District Attorney was finished with a witness, he turned 

to Jennifer and said, "Your witness." 

And each time Jennifer replied, "No cross-examination." 

She knew that there was no point in trying to discredit the character 

witnesses. By the time they were finished, one would have thought that 

Raymond Thorpe had been wrongfully deprived of sainthood. The guards, 

who had been carefully coached by Robert Di Silva, testified that Thorpe 

had been a model prisoner who went around Sing Sing doing good works, 

intent only on helping his fellow man. The fact that Raymond Thorpe was a 

convicted bank robber and rapist was a tiny flaw in an otherwise perfect 

character. 

What badly damaged Jennifer's already weak defense was the physical 

description of Raymond Thorpe. He had been a slightly built man, only 

five feet nine inches tall. Robert Di Silva dwelt on that, and he never let the 

jurors forget it. He painted a graphic picture of how Abraham Wilson had 

viciously attacked the smaller man and had smashed Thorpc's head against 

a concrete building in the exercise yard, instantly killing him. As Di Silva 

spoke, the jurors' eyes were fastened on the giant figure of the defendant 

sitting at the table, dwarfing everyone near him. 

The District Attorney was saying, "We'll probably never know what 

caused Abraham Wilson to attack this harmless, defenseless little man – " 
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And Jennifer's heart suddenly leaped. One word that Di Silva had said 

had given her the chance she needed. 

" – We may never know the reason for the defendant's vicious attack, 

but one thing we do know, ladies and gentlemen – it wasn't because the 

murdered man was a threat to Abraham Wilson. 

"Self-defense?" He turned to Judge Waldman. "Your Honor, would 

you please direct the defendant to rise?" 

Judge Waldman looked at Jennifer. "Does counsel for the defense have 

any objection?" 

Jennifer had an idea what was coming, but she knew that any objection 

on her part could only be damaging. "No, Your Honor." 

Judge Waldman said, "Will the defendant rise, please?" 

Abraham Wilson sat there a moment, his face defiant; then he slowly 

rose to his full height of six feet four inches. 

Di Silva said, "There is a court clerk here, Mr. Galin, who is five feet 

nine inches tall, the exact height of the murdered man, Raymond Thorpe. 

Mr. Galin, would you please go over and stand next to the defendant?" 

The court clerk walked over to Abraham Wilson and stood next to 

him. The contrast between the two men was ludicrous. Jennifer knew she 

had been outmaneuvered again, but there was nothing she could do about 

it. The visual impression could never be erased. The District Attorney 

stood there looking at the two men for a moment, and then said to the jury, 

his voice almost a whisper, "Self-defense?" 

The trial was going worse than Jennifer had dreamed in her wildest 

nightmares. She could feel the jury's eagerness to get the trial over with so 

they could deliver a verdict of guilty. 

Ken Bailey was seated among the spectators and, during a recess, Jen-

nifer had a chance to exchange a few words with him. 

"It's not an easy case, " Ken said sympathetically. "I wish you didn't 

have King Kong for a client. Christ, just looking at him is enough to scare 

the hell out of anybody." 

"He can't help that." 

"As the old joke goes, he could have stayed home. How are you and 

our esteemed District Attorney getting along?" 

Jennifer gave him a mirthless smile. "Mr. Di Silva sent me a message 

this morning. He intends to remove me from the law business." 
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inclination 

(desire) 

охота, желание crane one’s 

neck 

вытягивать шею 

put into the 

record 

приобщить к материалам 

судебного дела 

scatter (dis-

perse) 

рассыпаться, 

рассеиваться 

extraneous посторонний, чужой pound one’s 

gavel 

бить молотком 

hold sb in con-

tempt of court 

считать, что к.-л. отно-

ситься к суду неуважи-

тельно  

fathom постигать, 

вникать 

  bailiff бейлиф, 

судебный 

пристав 

proceed продолжать 

осуществлять 

процессуальные действия 

gingerly (крайне) 

осторожно 

pursue the fact проверить факт fume with rage кипеть гневом 
 

When the parade of prosecution witnesses was over and Di Silva had 

rested his case, Jennifer rose and said, "I would like to call Howard Patter-

son to the stand." 

The assistant warden of Sing Sing Prison reluctantly rose and moved 

toward the witness box, all eyes fixed on him. Robert Di Silva watched 

intently as Patterson took the oath. Di Silva's mind was racing, computing 

all the probabilities. He knew he had won the case. He had his victory 

speech all prepared. 

Jennifer was addressing the witness. "Would you fill the jury in on 

your background, please, Mr. Patterson?" 

District Attorney Di Silva was on his feet "The State will waive the 

witness's background in order to save time, and we will stipulate that Mr. 

Patterson is the assistant warden at Sing Sing Prison." 

"Thank you," Jennifer said. "I think the jury should be informed that 

Mr. Patterson had to be subpoenaed to come here today. He is here as a 

hostile witness." Jennifer turned to Patterson. "When I asked you to come 

here voluntarily and testify on behalf of my client, you refused. Is that true?" 



 107 

"Yes." 

"Would you tell the jury why you had to be subpoenaed to get you 

here?" 

"I’ll be glad to. I’ve been dealing with men like Abraham Wilson all 

my life. They're born troublemakers." 

Robert Di Silva was leaning forward in his chair, grinning, his eyes 

locked on the faces of the jurors. He whispered to an assistant, "Watch her 

hang herself." 

Jennifer said, "Mr. Patterson, Abraham Wilson is not on trial here for 

being a troublemaker. He's on trial for his life. Wouldn't you be willing to 

help a fellow human being who was unjustly accused of a capital crime?" 

"If he were unjustly accused, yes." The emphasis on unjustly brought a 

knowing look to the faces of the jurors. 

"There have been killings in prison before this case, have there not?" 

"When you lock up hundreds of violent men together in an artificial 

environment, they're bound to generate an enormous amount of hostility, 

and there's – " 

"Just yes or no, please, Mr. Patterson." 

"Yes." 

"Of those killings that have occurred in your experience, would you 

say that there have been a variety of motives?" 

"Well, I suppose so. Sometimes – " 

"Yes or no, please." 

"Yes." 

"Has self-defense ever been a motive in any of those prison killings?" 

"Well, sometimes – " He saw the expression on Jennifer's face. "Yes." 

"So, based on your vast experience, it is entirely possible, is it not, that 

Abraham Wilson was actually defending his own life when he killed Ray-

mond Thorpe?" 

"I don't think it – " 

"I asked if it is possible. Yes or no." 

"It is highly unlikely, " Patterson said stubbornly. 

Jennifer turned to Judge Waldman. "Your Honor, would you please di-

rect the witness to answer the question?" 

Judge Waldman looked down at Howard Patterson. "The witness will 

answer the question." 

"Yes." 

But the fact that his whole attitude said no had registered on the jury. 



 108 

Jennifer said, "If the court please, I have subpoenaed from the witness 

some material I would like to submit now in evidence." 

District Attorney Di Silva rose. "What kind of material?" 

"Evidence that will prove our contention of self-defense." 

"Objection, Your Honor." 

"What are you objecting to?" Jennifer asked. "You haven't seen it yet." 

Judge Waldman said, "The court will withhold a ruling until it sees the 

evidence. A man's life is at stake here. The defendant is entitled to every 

possible consideration." 

"Thank you, Your Honor." Jennifer turned to Howard Patterson. "Did 

you bring it with you?" she asked. 

He nodded, tight-lipped. "Yes. But I'm doing this under protest." 

"I think you've already made that very clear, Mr. Patterson. May we 

have it, please?" 

Howard Patterson looked over to the spectator area where a man in a 

prison guard uniform was seated. Patterson nodded to him. The guard rose 

and came forward, carrying a covered wooden box. 

Jennifer took it from him. "The defense would like to place this in evi-

dence as Exhibit A, Your Honor." 

"What is it?" District Attorney Di Silva demanded. 

"It's called a goodie box." 

There was a titter from the spectators. 

Judge Waldman looked down at Jennifer and said slowly,  

"Did you say a goodie box7 What is in the box, Miss Parker?" 

"Weapons. Weapons that were made in Sing Sing by the prisoners for 

the purpose of – " 

"Objection!" The District Attorney was on his feet, his voice a roar. 

He hurried toward the bench. "I’m willing to make allowances for my col-

league's inexperience, Your Honor, but if she intends to practice criminal 

law, then I would suggest she study the basic rules of evidence. There is no 

evidence linking anything in this so-called goodie box with the case that is 

being tried in this court." 

"This box proves – " 

"This box proves nothing." The District Attorney's voice was wither-

ing. He turned to Judge Waldman. "The State objects to the introduction of 

this exhibit as being immaterial and irrelevant." 
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"Objection sustained." 

And Jennifer stood there, watching her case collapse. Everything was 

against her: the judge, the jury, Di Silva, the evidence. Her client was go-

ing to the electric chair unless . . 

Jennifer took a deep breath. "Your Honor, this exhibit is absolutely vi-

tal to our defense. I feel – " 

Judge Waldman interrupted. "Miss Parker, this court does not have the 

time or the inclination to give you instructions in the law, but the District 

Attorney is quite right. Before coming into this courtroom you should have 

acquainted yourself with the basic rules of evidence. The first rule is that 

you cannot introduce evidence that has not been properly prepared for. 

Nothing has been put into the record about the deceased being armed or not 

armed. Therefore, the question of these weapons becomes extraneous. You 

are overruled." 

Jennifer stood there, the blood rushing to her cheeks. "I’m sorry, " she 

said stubbornly, "but it is not extraneous." 

"That is enough! You may file an exception." 

"I don't want to file an exception. Your Honor. You're denying my cli-

ent his rights." 

"Miss Parker, if you go any further I will hold you in contempt of 

court." 

"I don't care what you do to me, " Jennifer said. "The ground has been 

prepared for introducing this evidence. The District Attorney prepared it 

himself." 

Di Silva said, "What? I never – " 

Jennifer turned to the court stenographer. "Would you please read Mr. 

Di Silva's statement, beginning with the line, 'We'll probably never know 

what caused Abraham Wilson to attack . . .'?" 

The District Attorney looked up at Judge Waldman. "Your Honor, are 

you going to allow – ?" 

Judge Waldman held up a hand. He turned to Jennifer. "This court 

does not need you to explain the law to it, Miss Parker. When this trial is 

ended, you will be held in contempt of court. Because this is a capital case, 

I am going to hear you out." He turned to the court stenographer. "You 

may proceed." 

The court stenographer turned some pages and began reading. "We'll 

probably never know what caused Abraham Wilson to attack this harm-

less, defenseless little man- " 
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"That's enough, " Jennifer interrupted "Thank you." She looked at 

Robert Di Silva and said slowly, "Those are your words, Mr. Di Silva. 

We'll probably never know what caused Abraham Wilson to attack this 

harmless, defenseless little man . . ." She turned to Judge Waldman. "The 

key word, Your Honor, is defenseless. Since the District Attorney himself 

told this jury that the victim was defenseless, he left an open door for us to 

pursue the fact that the victim might not have been defenseless, that he 

might, in fact, have had a weapon. Whatever is brought up in the direct is 

admissible in the cross." 

There was a long silence. 

Judge Waldman turned to Robert Di Silva. "Miss Parker has a valid 

point. You did leave the door open." 

Robert Di Silva was looking at him unbelievingly. "But I only – " 

"The court will allow the evidence to be entered as Exhibit A." 

Jennifer took a deep, grateful breath. "Thank you, Your Honor." She 

picked up the covered box, held it up in her hands and turned to face the 

jury. "Ladies and gentlemen, in his final summation the District Attorney is 

going to tell you that what you are about to see in this box is not direct evi-

dence. He will be correct. He is going to tell you that there is nothing to 

link any of these weapons to the deceased. He will be correct. I am intro-

ducing this exhibit for another reason. For days now, you have been hear-

ing how the ruthless, trouble-making defendant, who stands six feet four 

inches tall, want only attacked Raymond Thorpe, who stood only five feet 

nine inches tall. The picture that has been so carefully, and falsely, painted 

for you by the prosecution is that of a sadistic, murdering bully who killed 

another inmate for no reason. But ask yourselves this: Isn't there always 

some motive? Greed, hate, lust, something? I believe – and I'm staking my 

client's life on that belief – that there was a motive for that killing. The 

only motive, as the District Attorney himself told you, that justifies killing 

someone: self-defense. A man fighting to protect his own life. You have 

heard Howard Patterson testify that in his experience murders have oc-

curred in prison, that convicts do fashion deadly weapons. What that 

means is that it was possible that Raymond Thorpe was armed with such a 

weapon, that indeed it was he who was attacking the defendant, and the 

defendant, trying to protect himself, was forced to kill him – in self-

defense. If you decide that Abraham Wilson ruthlessly – and without any 

motivation at all – killed Raymond Thorpe, then you must bring in a ver-

dict of guilty as charged. If, however, after seeing this evidence, you have a 
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reasonable doubt in your minds, then it is your duty to return a verdict of 

not guilty." The covered box was becoming heavy in her hands. "When I 

first looked into this box I could not believe what I saw. You, too, may find 

it hard to believe – but I ask you to remember that it was brought here un-

der protest by the assistant warden of Sing Sing Prison. This, ladies and 

gentlemen, is a collection of confiscated weapons secretly made by the 

convicts at Sing Sing." 

As Jennifer moved toward the jury box, she seemed to stumble and 

lose her balance. The box fell out of her grasp, the top flew off, and the 

contents spilled out over the court-room floor. There was a gasp. The ju-

rors began to get to their feet so they could have a better look. They were 

staring at the hideous collection of weapons that had tumbled from the box. 

There were almost one hundred of them, of every size, shape and descrip-

tion. Homemade hatchets and butcher knives, stilettos and deadly looking 

scissors with the ends honed, pellet guns, and a large, vicious-looking 

cleaver. There were thin wires with wooden handles, used for strangling, a 

leather sap, a sharpened ice pick, a machete. 

Spectators and reporters were on their feet now, craning to get a better 

look at the arsenal that lay scattered on the floor. Judge Waldman was an-

grily pounding his gavel for order. 

Judge Waldman looked at Jennifer with an expression she could not 

fathom. A bailiff hurried forward to pick up the spilled contents of the box. 

Jennifer waved him away. 

"Thank you, " she said, "I’ll do it." 

As the jurors and spectators watched, Jennifer got down on her knees 

and began picking up the weapons and putting them back in the box. She 

worked slowly, handling the weapons gingerly, looking at each one without 

expression before she replaced it. The jurors had taken their seats again, 

but they were watching every move she made. It took Jennifer a full five 

minutes to return the weapons to the box, while District Attorney Di Silva 

sat there, fuming. 

When Jennifer had put the last weapon in the deadly arsenal back in 

the box, she rose, looked at Patterson, then turned and said to Di Suva, 

"Your witness." 

It was too late to repair the damage that had been done. "No cross," 

the District Attorney said. 

"Then I would like to call Abraham Wilson to the stand." 

— 8 — 
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tongs щипцы grim жестокий, беспощадный 

come at sb нападать, 

набрасываться 

foreboding предвещающий беду 

spare sb избавлять, щадить, 

беречь 

insane безумный 

sermon проповедь, 

поучение 

fair trial справедливое судебное 

разбирательство; судебное 

разбирательство с соблю-

дением процессуальных 

гарантий 

bait приманка; насажи-

вать приманку; 

завлекать, иску-

шать  

foreman of 

the jury 

старшина присяжных 

fall for попадаться на 

удочку 

a slip of 

paper 

полоска бумаги 

jaw челюсть drain out of 

sb 

истощать 

clench сжиматься hush молчание, тишина 

in mock dis-

may 

с поддельной 

тревогой 

stun 

(amaze) 

поражать, ошеломлять 

thunder говорить 

громогласно 

hug (em-

brace) 

обнимать 

deprecatingly осуждающе barrage sb 

with ques-

tions 

засыпать к.-л. шквалом 

вопросов 

lethal смертоносный hound выловить 

bump шишка stuff (cram, 

push) 

запихивать 

file out выходить 

шеренгой 

contempt of 

court cita-

tion 

вызов в суд в связи с пове-

дением, означающим не-

уважение к суду 

dimly неясно berate ругать, бранить 
 

"Your name?" 

"Abraham Wilson." 

"Would you speak up, please?" 

"Abraham Wilson." 

"Mr. Wilson, did you kill Raymond Thorpe?" 

"Yes, ma'am." 

"Would you tell the court why?" 

"He was gonna kill me." 

"Raymond Thorpe was a much smaller man than you. Did you really 

believe that he would be able to kill you?" 



 113 

"He was comin' at me with a knife that made him purely tall." 

Jennifer had kept out two objects from the goodie box. One was a fine-

ly honed butcher knife; the other was a large pair of metal tongs. She held 

up the knife. "Was this the knife that Raymond Thorpe threatened you 

with?" 

"Objection! The defendant has no way of knowing– " 

"I’ll rephrase the question. Was this similar to the knife that Raymond 

Thorpe threatened you with?" 

"Yes, ma'am." 

"And these tongs?" 

"Yes, ma'am." 

"Had you had trouble with Thorpe before?" 

"Yes, ma'am." 

"And when he came at you armed with these two weapons, you were 

forced to kill him in order to save your own life?" 

"Yes, ma'am." 

"Thank you." 

Jennifer turned to Di Silva. "Your witness." 

Robert Di Silva rose to his feet and moved slowly toward the witness 

box. 

"Mr. Wilson, you've killed before, haven't you? I mean, this wasn't 

your first murder?" 

"I made a mistake and I'm payin' for it. I – " 

"Spare us your sermon. Just answer yes or no." 

"Yes." 

"So a human life doesn't have much value to you." 

"That ain't true. I – " 

"Do you call committing two murders valuing human life? How many 

people would you have killed if you didn't value human life? Five? Ten? 

Twenty?" 

He was baiting Abraham Wilson and Wilson was falling for it. His 

jaw was clenched and his face was filling with anger. Be careful! 

"I only kill two people." 

"Only! You only killed two people!" The District Attorney shook his 

head in mock dismay. He stepped close to the witness box and looked up at 

the defendant. "I’ll bet it gives you a feeling of power to be so big. It must 

make you feel a little bit like God. Any time you want to, you can take a 
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life here, take a life there . . "Abraham Wilson was on his feet, rising to his 

full height. "You somabitch!" 

No! Jennifer prayed. Don't! 

"Sit down!" Di Silva thundered. "Is that the way you lost your temper 

when you killed Raymond Thorpe?" 

"Thorpe was tryin' ta kill me." 

"With these?" Di Silva held up the butcher knife and the pair of tongs. 

"I'm sure you could have taken that knife away from him." He waved the 

tongs around. "And you were afraid of this?" He turned back to the jury 

and held up the tongs deprecatingly. "This doesn't look so terribly lethal. If 

the deceased had been able to hit you over the head with it, it might have 

caused a small bump. What exactly is this pair of tongs, Mr. Wilson?" 

Abraham Wilson said softly, "They're testicle crushers." 

The jury was out for eight hours. 

Robert Di Silva and his assistants left the courtroom to take a break, 

but Jennifer stayed in her seat, unable to tear herself away. 

When the jury filed out of the room. Ken Bailey came up to Jennifer. 

"How about a cup of coffee?" 

"I couldn't swallow anything." 

She sat in the courtroom, afraid to move, only dimly aware of the peo-

ple around her. It was over. She had done her best. She closed her eyes and 

tried to pray, but the fear in her was too strong. She felt as though she, 

along with Abraham Wilson, was about to be sentenced to death. 

The jury was filing back into the room, their faces grim and forebod-

ing, and Jennifer's heart began to beat faster. She could see by their faces 

that they were going to convict. She thought she would faint. Because of 

her, a man was going to be executed. She should never have taken the case 

in the first place. What right had she to put a man's life in her hands? She 

must have been insane to think she could win over someone as experienced 

as Robert Di Silva. She wanted to run up to the jurors before they could 

give their verdict and say, Wait! Abraham Wilson hasn't had a fair trial. 

Please let another attorney defend him. Someone better than I am. 

But it was too late. Jennifer stole a look at Abraham Wilson's face. He 

sat there as immobile as a statue. She could feel no hatred coming from 

him now, only a deep despair. She wanted to say something to comfort 

him, but there were no words. 

Judge Waldman was speaking. "Has the jury reached a verdict?" 
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"It has. Your Honor." 

The judge nodded and his clerk walked over to the foreman of the jury, 

took a slip of paper from him and handed it to the judge. Jennifer felt as 

though her heart were going to come out of her chest. She could not 

breathe. She wanted to hold back this moment, to freeze it forever before 

the verdict was read. 

Judge Waldman studied the slip of paper in his hands; then he slowly 

looked around the courtroom. His eyes rested on the members of the jury, 

on Robert Di Silva, on Jennifer and finally on Abraham Wilson. 

"The defendant will please rise." 

Abraham Wilson got to his feet, his movements slow and tired, as 

though all the energy had been drained out of him. 

Judge Waldman read from the slip of paper. "This jury finds the de-

fendant, Abraham Wilson, not guilty as charged." 

There was a momentary hush and the judge's further words were 

drowned out in a roar from the spectators. Jennifer stood there, stunned, 

unable to believe what she was hearing. She turned toward Abraham Wil-

son, speechless. He stared at her for an instant with those small, mean 

eyes. And then that ugly face broke into the broadest grin that Jennifer had 

ever seen. He reached down and hugged her and Jennifer tried to fight back 

her tears. 

The press was crowding around Jennifer, asking for a statement, bar-

raging her with questions. 

"How does it feel to beat the District Attorney?" 

"Did you think you were going to win this case?" 

"What would you have done if they had sent Wilson to the electric 

chair?" 

Jennifer shook her head to all questions. She could not bring herself to 

talk to them. They had come here to watch a spectacle, to see a man being 

hounded to his death. If the verdict had gone the other way ... she could not 

bear to think about it. Jennifer began to collect her papers and stuff them 

into a briefcase. 

A bailiff approached her. "Judge Waldman wants to see you in his 

chambers, Miss Parker." 
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She had forgotten that there was a contempt of court citation waiting 

for her but it no longer seemed important. The only thing that mattered was 

that she had saved Abraham Wilson's life. 

Jennifer glanced over at the prosecutor's table. District Attorney Silva 

was savagely stuffing papers into a briefcase, berating one of his assis-

tants. He caught Jennifer's look. His eyes met hers and he needed no 

words. 
 

win a case  выиграть дело devour пожирать, есть 

жадно 

bring oneself to 

do smth 

заставить себя 

сделать 

savour смаковать 

curtly резко disgrace (loss of 

respect) 

бесчестье, позор 

sideshow интермедия, 

вставной номер 

heady стремительный, 

бурный 

flush (make red) залиться краской be a celebrity  быть знаменитостью 

trip сделать ложный 

шаг, ошибиться 

numb онемелый, 

оцепенелый 

clamp скреплять, 

сжимать 

rehash пересказывать (ч.-л. 

старое по-новому) 

insolence высокомерие; 

дерзость 

feast  пир, пиршество 

warily настороженно giggle хихиканье; хихикать 

overstep the 

bounds 

превзойти рамки 

приличия 

pass out терять сознание 

realize one’s 

excessive zeal 

проявлять 

чрезмерное рвение 

  

 

Judge Lawrence Waldman was seated at his desk when Jennifer 

walked in. He said curtly, "Sit down. Miss Parker." Jennifer took a seat. "I 

will not allow you or anyone else to turn my courtroom into a sideshow." 

Jennifer flushed. "I tripped. I couldn't help what – " 

Judge Waldman raised a hand. "Please. Spare me." Jennifer clamped 

her lips tightly together. 

Judge Waldman leaned forward in his chair. "Another thing I will not 

tolerate in my court is insolence." Jennifer watched him warily, saying 

nothing. "You overstepped the bounds this afternoon. I realize that your 

excessive zeal was in defense of a man's life. Because of that, I have de-

cided not to cite you for contempt." 
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"Thank you, Your Honor." Jennifer had to force the words out. 

The judge's face was unreadable as he continued: "Almost invariably, 

when a case is finished I have a sense of whether justice has been served or 

not. In this instance, quite frankly, I'm not sure." Jennifer waited for him to 

go on. 

"That's all. Miss Parker." 

 

In the evening editions of the newspapers and on the television news 

that night, Jennifer Parker was back in the headlines, but this time she was 

the heroine. She was the legal David who had slain Goliath. Pictures of her 

and Abraham Wilson and District Attorney Di Silva were plastered all 

over the front pages. Jennifer hungrily devoured every word of the stories, 

savoring them. It was such a sweet victory after all the disgrace she had 

suffered earlier. 

Ken Bailey took her to dinner at Luchow's to celebrate, and Jennifer 

was recognized by the captain and several of the customers. Strangers 

called Jennifer by name and congratulated her. It was a heady experience. 

"How does it feel to be a celebrity?" Ken grinned. 

"I'm numb." 

Someone sent a bottle of wine to the table. 

"I don't need anything to drink, " Jennifer said. "I feel as though I'm al-

ready drunk." 

But she was thirsty and she drank three glasses of wine while she re-

hashed the trial with Ken. 

"I was scared. Do you know what it's like to hold someone else's life in 

your hands? It's like playing God. Can you think of anything scarier than 

that? I mean, I come from Kelso . . . could we have another bottle of wine, 

Ken?" 

"Anything you want." 

Ken ordered a feast for them both, but Jennifer was too excited to eat. 

"Do you know what Abraham Wilson said to me the first time I met 

him? He said, 'You crawl into my skin and I’ll crawl into yours and then 

you and me will rap about hate.' Ken, I was in his skin today, and do you 

know something? I thought the jury was going to convict me. I felt as 

though I was going to be executed. I love Abraham Wilson. Could we have 

some more wine?" 

"You haven't eaten a bite." 

"I’m thirsty." 
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Ken watched, concerned, as Jennifer kept filling and emptying her 

glass. "Take it easy." 

She waved a hand in airy dismissal. "It's California wine. It's like 

drinking water." She took another swallow. "You're my best friend. Do you 

know who's not my best friend? The great Robert Di Sliva. Di Sivla." 

"Di Silva." 

"Him, too. He hates me. D'ja see his face today? O-o-oh, he was mad! 

He said he was gonna run me out of court. But he didn't, did he?" 

"No, he – " 

"You know what I think? You know what I really think?" 

"I –  " 

"Di Sliva thinks I'm Ahab and he's the white whale." 

"I think you have that backwards." 

"Thank you. Ken. I can always count on you. Let's have 'nother bottle 

of wine." 

"Don't you think you've had enough?" 

"Whales get thirsty." Jennifer giggled. "Tha's me. The big old white 

whale. Did I tell you I love Abraham Wilson? He's the most beautiful man 

I ever met. I looked in his eyes. Ken, my frien', 'n' he's beautiful! Y’ever 

look in Di Sivla's eyes? 0-o-oh! They're cold! I mean, he's 'n iceberg. But 

he's not a bad man. Did I tell you ‘bout Ahab 'n' the big white whale?" 

"Yes." 

"I love old Ahab. I love everybody. ‘N’ you know why, Ken? 'Cause 

Abraham Wilson is alive tonight. He's alive. Le's have 'nother bottle a 

wine to celebrate . . ." 

It was two a.m. when Ken Bailey took Jennifer home. He helped her 

up the four flights of stairs and into her little apartment. He was breathing 

hard from the climb. 

"You know, " Ken said, "I can feel the effects of all that wine." 

Jennifer looked at him pityingly. "People who can't handle it shoudn' 

drink." 

And she passed out cold. 

She was awakened by the shrill screaming of the telephone. She care-

fully reached for the instrument, and the slight movement sent rockets of 

pain through every nerve ending in her body. 

" 'Lo . . ." 

"Jennifer? This is Ken." 

" 'Lo, Ken." 
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"You sound terrible. Are you all right?" 

She thought about it. "I don't think so. What time is it?" 

"It's almost noon. You'd better get down here. All hell is breaking 

loose." 

"Ken – I think I'm dying." 

"Listen to me. Get out of bed – slowly – take two aspirin and a cold 

shower, drink a cup of hot black coffee, and you'll probably live." 

When Jennifer arrived at the office one hour later, she was feeling bet-

ter. Not good, Jennifer thought, but better. 

Both telephones were ringing when she walked into the office. 

"They're for you." Ken grinned. "They haven't stopped! You need a 

switchboard." 

There were calls from newspapers and national magazines and televi-

sion and radio stations wanting to do in-depth stories on Jennifer. Over-

night, she had become big news. There were other calls, the kind of which 

she had dreamed. Law firms that had snubbed her before were telephoning 

to ask when it would be convenient for her to meet with them. 

In his office downtown, Robert Di Silva was screaming at his first as-

sistant. "I want you to start a confidential file on Jennifer Parker. I want to 

be informed of every client she takes on. Got it?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Move!" 
 

Comprehension 

 

  2.   Give detailed answers to the following questions 
 

1. Was it easy for Jennifer to draw information from Abraham? How did 

he behave while speaking about himself? 

2. What important decision did Jennifer have to make? What questions 

didn’t she know answers to?  

3. Why was Ken Baily becoming concerned about her? What advice did 

he give Jennifer? 

4. Why did Di Silva give the Wilson case his personal attention? Was the 

Wilson case really important enough for Di Silva to handle himself? 
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5. Did Di Silva allow Jennifer to withdraw from Wilson’s defense? 

6. Who was the presiding judge at Abraham Wilson trial? 

7. What questions was Jennifer asked while fighting her way towards the 

entrance of the Criminal Court Building? 

8. Why did Jennifer change her mind to fill the jury box with Blacks? 

9. What did Robert Di Silva emphasize and never let the jurors forget 

when his character witnesses and the guards were testifying to Ray-

mond Thorpe? 

10. What helped Jennifer to place a "goodie" box in evidence as Exhibit A? 

11. What was Abraham Wilson charged with? 

12. What did Jennifer feel in the courtroom before the verdict was read? 

13. Why didn’t Jennifer answer the journalists’ questions? 

14. Why did Judge Waldman decide not to cite Jennifer for contempt? 
 

  3.   Find evidence in the text to support the following state-

ments 
 

1. Jennifer was afraid of failing Abraham Wilson’s case. 

2. The Criminal Court Building looked like there had been an accident 

and the central attraction was Jennifer. 

3. Abraham Wilson was seated at the defense table and there was noth-

ing about his appearance that could evoke sympathy. 

4. Robert Di Silva outsmarted Jennifer while questioning the jurors dur-

ing voire dire. 

5. Jennifer was skilful in introducing Exhibit A.  

6. It was unbearable for Jennifer to wait for the jury’s verdict. 

7. Jennifer was the heroine 
 

  4.   Consider the following topics. Make use of the words and 

word combinations given in brackets 
 

1. Jennifer’s preparation for Abraham Wilson’s trial (to check for 

procedures and defenses, to force oneself to do smth, to have little personal 

life, the crimes of murder and manslaughter, voluntary and involuntary 

appellate court decisions, a brief, an affidavit, an exhibit, a motion, a tran-

script, to pore over smth, files on intent and premeditation, to testify, to put 

sb on the stand, to reveal sb’s background, to familiarize oneself with 

smth, to look over smth, to talk to guards, to interview convicts, to witness 

smth, to grab a quick sandwich, to lose weight, to have dizzy spells, to be 
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entitled to a fair trial) 

2. The House of Detention for Men, the largest and oldest jail on 

the Ricker’s Island (a prison mate, to await trial for felonies, murder, ar-

son, rape, armed robbery, sodomy, to be transported in,  an armed guard, 

counsel room, to be reserved for attorney-client meetings, an incredible 

cacophony, to be made of, a cellblock, to yell, to be assigned to, to bellow, 

to brush up against sb) 
 

3. Jennifer's feeling on the day the trial of Abraham Wilson was 

to begin (to awaken, to feel tired and heavy-eyed, to fill with dreams of the 

trial, to put sb in the witness box, to be similar, to be strapped in the elec-

tric chair, to console, to have a premonition of doom)  
 

4. Di Silva's opening statement (valuable time, to smile sympatheti-

cally, to be accused by sb of doing smth, to admit smth, to follow sb, to 

force oneself to do smth, to put sb away in a penitentiary, to prevent sb 

from doing smth, to execute, to commit murders for reasons, to pull the 

trigger, an intruder, a desperate criminal, to deliberately prejudice the jury, 

to overstep the bounds, to call for mistrial or reversal, to shake one's head, 

to nod, to frown, to applaud sb, to automatically look over at sb, to caution 

sb, to drill smth into sb, the air of defiance, to exude, to enrage) 
 

5. Jennifer's speech (to address the jury, to feel one's hostility and 

impatience, to waste one's time, to keep sb in court, to take a deep breath, 

to look into one's face, a sign  of sympathy or support, a defendant, to be 

charged with murder, to kill in cold blood and in hot blood, to kill in self-

defense, to agree on one point, to ring with sincerity, in the passion of con-

viction, to commit in self-defense, to present solid evidence) 
 

6. Jennifer's introduction of Exhibit A (to submit in evidence, to 

prove one contention of self-defense, to be at stake, to place smth in evi-

dence as Exhibit A, to be on one's feet, to study the rules of evidence, to 

object to smth, to be immaterial and irrelevant, to have the inclination to do 

smth, to put into the record, to become extraneous, to overrule, to file an 

exception, to prepare smth for introducing the evidence, to be held in con-

tempt of court, to bring up in the direct, to be admissible in the cross, to 

have a valid point, to leave the door open) 
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7. Abraham Wilson’s case (to be able to kill, a butcher knife, a pair 

of tongs, to threaten sb, to be forced to do smth, a witness box, to commit a 

murder, to lose one’s temper, to do one’s best, to be sentenced to death, a 

fair trial, to reach a verdict, a foreman of the jury, to read a verdict, to be 

unable to believe) 
 

Activator 

 

  5.   Give the English equivalents to the following Russian 

words and word combinations 
 

1. допрос судом свидетеля или присяжного на предмет выясне-

ния его беспристрастия 2. сидеть над делами 3. быть виновным в 

убийстве 4. выставить в качестве свидетеля 5. жажда крови 6. пере-

ступать границы 7. вдалбливать ч.-л. в к.-л. 8. вид неповиновения 

9. сформулировать юридически  10. вердикт, решение присяжных 11. 

давать свидетельские показания 12. вердикт о виновности 

13. сместить к.-л. 14. место для дачи свидетельских показаний 15. 

свидетельствовать в ч.-л. пользу 16. практиковать уголовное право 

17. смягчить наказание до обвинения в простом (без злого умысла) 

убийстве 18. лишать звания адвоката, лишать права адвокатской 

практики 19. справедливое судебное разбирательство  20. старшина 

присяжных 21. вызов в суд в связи с поведением, означающим неува-

жение к суду 22. признавать виновным. 
 

  6.   Translate into English using the words and word combina-

tions from the text 
 

1. Дженнифер проводила бессчетные часы в юридической библио-

теке, изучая тактику защиты, и со своим клиентом, по крохам 

вытягивая из него информацию. 

2. Она просматривала справочную литературу о самозащите, 

умышленных убийствах, временном помешательстве. 

3. Дженнифер подала запрос о переносе суда в другое место. Ее 

прошение было удовлетворено.  
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4. Сложность заключалась в том, что обвинение непременно выта-

щит на свет его уголовное прошлое. 

5. В восемь тридцать Дженнифер подъехала к зданию суда, чтобы 

выступить в роли защитника в деле "Население штата Нью-Йорк 

против Эйбрахама Уилсона." 

6. У подсудимого не было ничего, что вызывало бы сочувствие. 

7. Все, что ей оставалось, так это не допустить фанатов в жюри. 

8. Ни один подсудимый не может быть признан виновным до ре-

шения присяжных. 

9. Она чувствовала, что присяжным не терпится вынести смертный 

приговор. 

10. Единственная причина, которая оправдывает убийство – это са-

мозащита. 
 

  7.   Match the words on the left with their definitions on the 

right. Then choose the best word from those given to com-

plete each of the sentences which follow. 
 

1. brief a) document, object, etc. produced in a law court 

and referred to in evidence 

2. affidavit b) give evidence 

3. exhibit c) summary of the facts of a case, drawn up for a 

barrister 

4. testify d) see smth happen 

5. adversary e) written statement, made on oath, used as legal 

proof or evidence 

6. witness f) carry out punishment by death 

7. execute g) make (bad behaviour) seem less serious by 

finding an excuse 

8. extenuate h) enemy; opponent (in a contest) 

9. acquittal i) be chairman, be the head of 

10. arson j) person who prosecutes 

11. preside k) act of starting a fire intentionally and unlawful-

ly 

12. prosecutor l) judgment that a person is not guilty 
 

1. They started with a … description of their work. 

2. The authors submit a dozen sworn … 

3. … number two is a pocket diary belonging to the accused. 
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4. Witnesses … to his attempts at rape. 

5. Jennifer wondered which one of the assistant district attorneys Di Sil-

va would assign to be her … . 

6. Jennifer interviewed dozens of convicts who … … the killing. 

7. Jennifer could not let Abraham Wilson … … because of mistake she 

had once made. 

8. It was essential to have a complete dossier, with every … circum-

stances, before issuing a verdict. 

9. Do you think there’s any chance you can get Wilson, a convicted 

Black killer, … …? 

10. Fighting and … have erupted all over the city. 

11. Lawrence Waldman … over the Michael Moretti trial and tried to get 

Jennifer disbarred. 

12. There was a stir around the … table and Jennifer looked up to see Di 

Silva taking his place at the table next to a battery of assistants. 
 

  8.   Replace each word/phrase in bold with a suitable expres-

sion from the list, using the correct tense/form 
 

withdraw from,  take up, be entitled to, familiarize oneself with one’s 

techniques, hold up, show up, preside over, resign from, get along,  tower 

over, be after sb, come up, cover up, dwell on, give way to, tremble with 

rage 
 

1. Abraham Wilson is given the right to have a fair trial.  

2. She was going to inform him that she was giving up Abraham Wil-

son's defense. 

3. I was betting you wouldn't appear.  

4. I came up here to remove from the case.  

5. When is the trial heard? 

6. Honorable Lawrence Waldman, who had acted as the chairperson 

the Michael Moretti trial and had tried to get Jennifer disbarred. 

7. I promise to consume as little of your time as possible.  

8. Robert Di Silva kept talking about that, and he never let the jurors 

forget it.  

9. Are you and our esteemed District Attorney on friendly terms? 

10. Judge Waldman lifted a hand.  

11. Jennifer forced herself to ignore his hatred and his contempt, for she 
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was aware that they concealed a deep fear. 

12. There were half of dozen very good assistant district attorneys who 

prosecuted murder trials, and Jennifer made well acquainted with 

their techniques. 

13. Over a period of weeks, Abraham Wilson’s reluctance was replaced 

by interest, and his interest finally was replaced by fascination. 

14. He got to his feet and when he spoke his voice was shaking with an-

ger. 

15. He doesn’t pursue Wilson – he pursues me. 

16. Abraham Wilson was seated at the defense table; he was much taller 

than everyone around him. 
 

  9.   Fill in each gap with a suitable preposition from the list.  
 

by, for, with, about, of, from, at, to, up 
 

1. Jennifer prepared … Abraham Wilson's trial as she had never pre-

pared … anything before in her life.  

2. There were half a dozen very good assistants who prosecuted murder 

trials, and Jennifer familiarized herself … their techniques. 

3. Don't worry … it. 

4. I have an appointment … a new Italian hairdresser. 

5. He got … his feet and when he spoke his voice was trembling … rage. 

6. He's guilty … murder plain and simple! 

7. Robert Di Silva smiled … her without mirth. 

8. Each time Jennifer tried to answer the questions, the jurors interrupted 

her … a chant: Liar! Liar! Liar! 

9. The corridor outside was crowded … people trying to get in, but the 

courtroom was already full. 

10. I can tell you that that jury sincerely believed that locking Abraham 

Wilson … would prevent him … committing any further crimes.  

11. … the time they were finished, one would have thought that Raymond 

Thorpe had been wrongfully deprived … sainthood. 

12. Wouldn't you be willing to help a fellow human being who was unjust-

ly accused …a capital crime? 

13. And when he came … you armed … these two weapons, you were 

forced to kill him in order to save your own life? 
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14. Robert Di Silva rose … his feet and moved slowly toward the witness 

box. 

15. She could see … their faces that they were going to convict. 

16. His eyes rested … the members … the jury … Robert Di Silva, … 

Jennifer and finally … Abraham Wilson. 

17. He stared … her … an instant … those small, mean eyes. 

18. The press was crowding around Jennifer, asking … a statement, bar-

raging her … questions. 

19. A bailiff approached … her. 

20. I can always count … you. 

21. When Jennifer arrived … the office one hour later, she was feeling 

better. 
 

Discussion 

 

  10.   Agree or disagree to the statements. Give your arguments 

for or against them 
 

1. But sometimes murders are committed for reasons we can at least un-

derstand. 

2. There are always two sides to every case. 
 

  11.   Comment on the following ideas 
 

1. Prison society is the politest society in the world. (A guard of Sing 

Sing Prison) 

2. Di Silva won’t make a deal, he’s not for Wilson – he’s after me. (Jen-

nifer Parker) 

3. The Bible says "An eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth". That is venge-

ance. The State is not asking for vengeance. It is asking for jus-

tice.(Robert Di Silva) 

4. Almost invariably, when a case is finished I have a sense of whether 

justice has been served or not. In this instance, quite frankly, I’m not 

sure. (Judge Lawrence Waldman) 
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(Сhapters 9-13) 
 

Vocabulary preview 

 

  1.   Read the text carefully. The following words and word 

combinations will help you to avoid difficulties in under-
standing 

 
slab плита lure in-

to/away/to 

завлекать, соблазнять 

cadaverous  смертельно бледный lucrative прибыльный, 

выгодный 

high-pitched высокий, 

пронзительный 

real estate недвижимость 

deceptively обманчиво trait особенность, 

свойство; черта 

uncanny жуткий, 

сверхъестественный 

suspect подозревать 

knack 

 

have the 

knack of a 

thing 

профессиональная лов-

кость, сноровка 

делать что-либо ловко, 

иметь сноровку 

trust (have 

confidence in, 

rely on) 

доверять 

specialty 

(pursuit) 

область специализации request просьба 

midget карлик, лилипут loan заем 

choirboy мальчик из церковного 

хора 

impudent дерзкий, нахальный 

be adept 

with 

быть умелым, 

сведущим 

die away увядать, замирать 

boast 

boast (of, 

about, that) 

хвастовство 

хвастаться 

cautious осторожный, 

предусмотрительный 

ban налагать запрет legitimate законный, легальный 

float плавать, всплывать ail хворать 

shock копна, скирда strip away отнимать, грабить 

waterfront порт, район порта assets капитал, средства, 

активы 

PART 4 
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have an 

argument 

over/about 

спорить impeccable непогрешимый, 

безупречный 

take over принять должность от 

другого; вступить во 

владение (вместо друго-

го) 

bear fruit  приносить плоды 

branch out разветвляться, 

расширяться 

circumvent обмануть, 

расстраивать (планы) 

  convent женский монастырь 

indict 

indicted for 

theft 

предъявлять обвинение 

быть обвиненным в 

краже 

delusion заблуждение 

  spare (save 

from) 

избавлять к.-л. от ч.-

л. 

ruthless безжалостный, 

жестокий 

daydream мечтать, грезить 

cunning хитрый, коварный   
 

They were talking in the kitchen of a three-hundred-year-old Dutch 

farmhouse in upstate New Jersey. 

There were three of them in the room: Nick Vito, Joseph Colella and 

Salvatore "Little Flower" Fiore. 

Nick Vito was a cadaverous-looking man with thin lips that were al-

most invisible, and deep green eyes that were dead. He wore two hundred 

dollar shoes and white socks. 

Joseph "Big Joe" Colella was a huge slab of a man, a granite monolith, 

and when he walked he looked like a building moving. Someone had once 

called him a vegetable garden. "Colella's got a potato nose, cauliflower 

ears and a pea brain." 

Colella had a soft, high-pitched voice and a deceptively gentle manner. 

He owned a race horse and had an uncanny knack for picking winners. He 

was a family man with a wife and six children. His specialties were guns, 

acid and chains. Joe's wife, Carmelina, was a strict Catholic, and on Sun-

days when Colella was not working, he always took his family to church. 

The third man, Salvatore Fiore, was almost a midget. He stood five 

feet three inches and weighed a hundred and fifteen pounds. He had the 

innocent face of a choirboy and was equally adept with a gun or a knife. 

Women were greatly attracted to the little man, and he boasted a wife, half 

a dozen girl friends, and a beautiful mistress. Fiore had once been a jockey, 

working the tracks from Pimlico to Tijuana. When the racing commissioner 
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at Hollywood Park banned Fiore for doping a horse, the commissioner's 

body was found floating in Lake Tahoe a week later. 

The three men were soldati in Antonio Granelli's Family, but it was 

Michael Moretti who had brought them in, and they belonged to him, body 

and soul. 

In the dining room, a Family meeting was taking place. Seated at the 

head of the table was Antonio Granelli, capo of the most powerful Mafia 

Family on the east coast. Seventy-two years old, he was still, a powerful-

looking man with the shoulders and broad chest of a laborer, and a shock 

of white hair. Born in Palermo, Sicily, Antonio Granelli came to America 

when he was fifteen and went to work on the waterfront on the west side of 

lower Manhattan. By the time he was twenty-one, he was lieutenant to the 

dock boss. The two men had an argument, and when the boss mysteriously 

disappeared, Antonio Granelli had taken over. Anyone who wanted to 

work on the docks had to pay him. He had used the money to begin his 

climb to power, and had expanded rapidly, branching out into loan-

sharking and the numbers racket, prostitution and gambling and drugs and 

murder. Over the years he had been indicted thirty-two times and had only 

been convicted once, on a minor assault charge. Granelli was a ruthless 

man with the down-to-earth cunning of a peasant, and a total amorality. 

To Granelli's left sat Thomas Colfax, the Family consigliere. Twenty-

five years earlier, Colfax had had a brilliant future as a corporation lawyer, 

but he had defended a small olive-oil company which turned out to be Ma-

fia-controlled and, step by step, had been lured into handling other cases 

for the Mafia until finally, through the years, the Granelli Family had be-

come his sole client. It was a very lucrative client and Thomas Colfax be-

came a wealthy man, with extensive real estate holdings and bank accounts 

all over the world. 

To the right of Antonio Granelli sat Michael Moretti, his son-in-law. 

Michael was ambitious, a trait that made Granelli nervous. Michael did not 

fit into the pattern of the Family. His father, Giovanni, a distant cousin of 

Antonio Granelli, had been born not in Sicily but in Florence. That alone 

made the Moretti family suspect– everybody knew that Florentines were 

not to be trusted. 

Giovanni Moretti had come to America and opened a shop as a shoe-

maker, running it honestly, without even a back room for gambling or loan-

sharking or girls. Which made him stupid. 
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Giovanni's son, Michael, was entirely different. He had put himself 

through Yale and the Wharton School of Business. When Michael had fin-

ished school, he had gone to his father with one request: He wanted to meet 

his distant relative, Antonio Granelli. The old shoemaker had gone to see 

his cousin and the meeting had been arranged. Granelli was sure that Mi-

chael was going to ask for a loan so that he could go into some kind of 

business, maybe open a shoe shop like his dumb father. But the meeting 

had been a surprise. 

"I know how to make you rich, " Michael Moretti had begun. 

Antonio Granelli had looked at the impudent young man and had 

smiled tolerantly. "I am rich." 

"No. You just think you're rich." 

The smile had died away. "What the hell you talkin' about, kid?" 

And Michael Moretti had told him. 

Antonio Granelli had moved cautiously at first, testing each piece of 

Michael's advice. Everything had succeeded brilliantly. Where before, the 

Granelli Family had been involved in profitable illegal activities, under 

Michael Moretti’s supervision it branched out. Within five years the Fami-

ly was into dozens of legitimate businesses, including meat-packing, linen 

supplies, restaurants, trucking companies and pharmaceuticals. Michael 

found ailing companies that needed financing and the Family went in as a 

minor partner and gradually took over, stripping away whatever assets 

there were. Old companies with impeccable reputations suddenly found 

themselves bankrupt. The businesses that showed a satisfactory profit, Mi-

chael hung on to and he increased the profits tremendously, for the workers 

in those businesses were controlled by his unions, and the company took 

their insurance through one of the Family-owned insurance companies, and 

they bought their automobiles from one of the Family's automobile dealers. 

Michael created a symbiotic giant, a series of busincsses through which the 

consumer was constantly being milked--and the milk flowed to the Family. 

In spite of his successes, Michael Moretti was aware that he had a 

problem. Once he had shown Antonio Granelli the rich, ripe horizons of 

legitimate enterprise, Granelli no longer needed him. He was expensive, 

because in the beginning he had persuaded Antonio Granelli to give him a 

percentage of what everyone was sure would be a small pot. But as 

Michael's ideas began to bear fruit and the profits poured in, Granelli had 

second thoughts. By chance, Michael learned that Granelli had held a 

meeting to discuss what the Family should do with him. 
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"I don't like to see all this money goin' to the kid, " Granelli had said. 

"We get rid of him." 

Michael had circumvented that scheme by marrying into the Family. 

Rosa, Antonio Granelli's only daughter, was nineteen years old. Her moth-

er had died giving birth to her, and Rosa had been brought up in a convent 

and was allowed to come home only during the holidays. Her father adored 

her, and he saw to it that she was protected and sheltered. It was on a 

school holiday, an Easter, that Rosa met Michael Moretti. By the time she 

returned to the convent, she was madly in love with him. The memory of 

his dark good looks drove her to do things when she was alone that the 

nuns told her were sins against God. 

Antonio Granelli was under the delusion that his daughter thought he 

was merely a successful businessman, but over the years, Rosa's class-

mates had shown her newspaper and magazine articles about her father and 

his real business, and whenever the government made an attempt to indict 

and convict one of the Granelli Family, Rosa was always aware of it. She 

never discussed it with her father, and so he remained happy in his belief 

that his daughter was an innocent and that she was spared the shock of 

knowing the truth. 

The truth, if he had known it, would have surprised Granelli for Rosa 

found her father's business terribly exciting. She hated the discipline of the 

nuns at the convent and that, in turn, led her to hate all authority. She day-

dreamed about her father as a kind of Robin Hood, challenging authority, 

defying the government. The fact that Michael Moretti was an important 

man in her father's organization made him that much more exciting to her. 
 

handle 

(manage, 

deal with, 

treat)  

обращаться, 

обходиться 

make one’s mark выдвинуться, 

отличиться, сделать 

карьеру,  

ardent горячий, пылкий casually небрежно, беспечно 

clap хлопать crucify  распинать, мучить 

slave away тянуть лямку feature помещать на 

видном месте 

stage a 

coup 

организовать 

переворот 

drag up вытащить ч.-л. на 

свет 

run управлять stunning-looking потрясающе 

выглядящий 

decrease уменьшаться stir (arouse, affect, 

agitate) 

возбуждать, 

волновать 

tag снабжать ярлыком bounce back быстро оправиться 
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daring отвага oddly странно 

anxious озабоченный, 

волнующийся, 

тревожный 

  

 

From the beginning, Michael was very careful how he handled Rosa. 

When he managed to be alone with her they exchanged ardent kisses and 

embraces, but Michael never let it go too far. Rosa was a virgin and she 

was willing – eager – to give herself to the man she loved. It was Michael 

who held back. 

"I respect you too much, Rosa, to go to bed with you before we're mar-

ried." 

In reality, it was Antonio Granelli he respected too much. He'd chop 

my balls off, Michael thought. 

And so it happened that at the time Antonio Granelli was discussing 

the best way to get rid of Michael Moretti, Michael and Rosa came to him 

and announced that they were in love and intended to get married. The old 

man screamed and raged and gave a hundred reasons why it would happen 

only over someone's dead body. But in the end, true love prevailed and 

Michael and Rosa were married in an elaborate ceremony. 

After the wedding the old man had called Michael aside. "Rosa's all I 

got, Michael. You take good care of her, huh?" 

"I will. Tony." 

"I’m gonna be watchin' you. You better make her happy. You know 

what I mean, Mike?" 

"I know what you mean." 

"No whores or chippies. Understand? Rosa likes to cook. You see that 

you're home for dinner every night. You're gonna be a son-in-law to be 

proud of." 

"I’m going to try very hard, Tony." 

Antonio Granelli had said casually, "Oh, by the way, Mike, now that 

you're a member of the Family, that royalty deal I gave you– maybe we 

oughta change it." 

Michael had clapped him on the arm. "Thanks, Papa, but it's enough 

for us. I’ll be able to buy Rosa everything she wants." 

And he had walked away, leaving the old man staring after him. 

That had been seven years earlier, and the years that followed had 

been wonderful for Michael. Rosa was pleasant and easy to live with and 
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she adored him, but Michael knew that if she died or went away, he would 

get along without her. He would simply find someone else to do the things 

she did for him. He was not in love with Rosa. Michael did not think he 

was capable of loving another human being; it was as though something 

was missing in him. 

He had no feelings for people, only for animals. Michael had been giv-

en a collie puppy for his tenth birthday. The two of them were inseparable. 

Six weeks later the dog had been killed in a hit-and-run accident, and when 

Michael's father offered to buy him another dog, Michael had refused. He 

had never owned another dog after that. 

Michael had grown up watching his father slaving his life away for 

pennies, and Michael had resolved that would never happen to him. He had 

known what he wanted from the time he had first heard talk about his fa-

mous distant cousin Antonio Granelli. There were twenty-six Mafia Fami-

lies in the United States, five of them in New York City, and his cousin 

Antonio's was the strongest. From his earliest childhood, Michael thrived 

on tales of the Mafia. His father told him about the night of the Sicilian 

Vespers, September 10, 1931, when the balance of power had changed 

hands. In that single night, the Young Turks in the Mafia staged a bloody 

coup that wiped out more than forty Mustache Petes, the old guard who 

had come over from Italy and Sicily. 

Michael was of the new generation. He had gotten rid of the old think-

ing and had brought in fresh ideas. A nine-man national commission con-

trolled all the Families now, and Michael knew that one day he would run 

that commission. 

Michael turned now to study the two men seated at the dining room ta-

ble of the New Jersey farmhouse. Antonio Granelli still had a few years 

left but, with luck, not too many. 

Thomas Colfax was the enemy. The lawyer had been against Michael 

from the beginning. As Michael's influence with the old man had increased, 

Colfax's had decreased. 

Michael had brought more and more of his own men into the Organi-

zation, men like Nick Vito and Salvatore Fiore and Joseph Colella, who 

were fiercely loyal to him. Thomas Colfax had not liked that. 

When Michael had been indicted for the murders of the Ramos broth-

ers, and Camillo Stela had agreed to testify against him in court, the old 

lawyer had believed that he was finally going to be rid of Michael, for the 

District Attorney had an airtight case. 
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Michael had thought of a way out in the middle of the night. At four in 

the morning, he had gone out to a telephone booth and called Joseph 

Colella. 

"Next week some new lawyers are going to be sworn in on the District 

Attorney's staff. Can you get me their names?" 

"Sure, Mike. Easy." 

"One more thing. Call Detroit and have them fly in a cherry – one of 

their boys who's never been tagged." And Michael had hung up. 

Two weeks later, Michael Moretti had sat in the courtroom studying 

the new assistant district attorneys. He had looked them over carefully, his 

eyes traveling from face to face, searching and judging. What he planned 

to do was dangerous, but its very daring could make it work. He was deal-

ing with young beginners who would be too nervous to ask a lot of ques-

tions, and anxious to be helpful and make their mark. Well, someone was 

certainly going to make his mark. 

Michael had finally selected Jennifer Parker. He liked the fact that she 

was inexperienced and that she was tense and trying to hide it. He liked the 

fact that she was female and would feel under more pressure than the men. 

When Michael was satisfied with his decision, he turned to a man in a gray 

suit sitting among the spectators and nodded toward Jennifer. That was all. 

Michael had watched as the District Attorney had finished his exami-

nation of that son-of-a-bitch, Camillo Stela. He had turned to Thomas 

Colfax and said, Your witness for cross. Thomas Colfax had risen to his 

feet. If it please Your Honor, it is now almost noon. I would prefer not to 

have my cross-examination interrupted. Might I request that the court 

recess for lunch now and I’ll cross-examine this afternoon? 

And a recess had been declared. Now was the moment! Michael saw 

his man casually drift up to join the men who were crowded around the 

District Attorney. The man made himself a part of the group. A few mo-

ments later, he walked over to Jennifer and handed her a large envelope. 

Michael sat there, holding his breath, willing Jennifer to take the envelope 

and move toward the witness room. She did. It was not until he saw her 

return without it that Michael Moretti relaxed. 

That had been a year ago. The newspapers had crucified the girl, but 

that was her problem. Michael had not given any further thought to Jen-

nifer Parker until the newspapers had begun recently to feature the Abra-

ham Wilson trial. They had dragged up the old Michael Moretti case and 
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Jennifer Parker's part in it. They had run her picture. She was a stunning-

looking girl, but there was something more – there was a sense of inde-

pendence about her that stirred something in him. He stared at the picture 

for a long time. 

Michael began to follow the Abraham Wilson trial with increasing in-

terest. When the boys had celebrated with a victory dinner after Michael's 

mistrial was declared, Salvatore Fiore had proposed a toast. "The world 

got rid of one more fuckin' lawyer." 

But the world had not gotten rid of her, Michael thought. 

Jennifer Parker had bounced back and was still in there, fighting. Mi-

chael liked that. 

He had seen her on television the night before, discussing her victory 

over Robert Di Silva, and Michael had been oddly pleased. 

Antonio Granelli had asked, "Ain't she the mouthpiece you set up, 

Mike?" 

"Uh-huh. She's got a brain, Tony. Maybe we can use her one of these 

days." 
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The day after the Abraham Wilson verdict, Adam Warner telephoned. 

"I just called to congratulate you." 

Jennifer recognized his voice instantly and it affected her more than 

she would have believed possible. 

"This is – " 
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"I know." Oh, God, Jennifer thought. Why did I say that? There was 

no reason to let Adam know how often she had thought about him in the 

past few months. 

"I wanted to tell you I thought you handled the Abraham Wilson case 

brilliantly. You deserved to win it." 

"Thank you." He's going to hang up, Jennifer thought. I'll never see 

him again. He's probably too busy with his harem. 

And Adam Warner was saying, "I was wondering if you'd care to have 

dinner with me one evening?" 

Men hate overeager girls. "What about tonight?" 

Jennifer heard the smile in his voice. "I'm afraid my first free night is 

Friday. Are you busy?" 

"No." She had almost said, Of course not. 

"Shall I pick you up at your place?" 

Jennifer thought about her dreary little apartment with its lumpy, sofa, 

the ironing board set up in a comer. "It might be easier if we met some-

where." 

"Do you like the food at Lutece?" 

"May I tell you after I've eaten there?" 

He laughed. "How's eight o'clock?" 

"Eight o'clock is lovely." 

Lovely. Jennifer replaced the receiver and sat there in a glow of eu-

phoria. This is ridiculous, she thought. He's probably married and has 

two dozen children. Almost the first thing Jennifer had noticed about Ad-

am when they had had dinner was that he was not wearing a wedding ring. 

Inconclusive evidence, she thought wryly. There definitely should be a law 

forcing all husbands to wear wedding rings. 

Ken Bailey walked into the office. "How's the master attorney?" He 

looked at her more closely. "You look like you just swallowed a client." 

Jennifer hesitated, then said, "Ken, would you run a check on someone 

for me?" 

He walked over to her desk, picked up a pad and pencil. "Shoot. Who 

is it?" 

She started to say Adam's name, then stopped, feeling like a fool. 

What business had she prying into Adam Warner's private life? For God's 

sake, she told herself, all he did is ask you to have dinner with him, not 

marry him. "Never mind." 

Ken put the pencil down. "Whatever you say." 
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"Ken – " 

"Yes?" 

"Adam Warner. His name is Adam Warner." 

Ken looked at her in surprise. "Hell, you don't need me to run a check 

on him. Just read the newspapers." 

"What do you know about him?" 

Ken Bailey flopped into a chair across from Jennifer and steepled his 

fingers together. "Let me see. He's a partner in Needham, Finch, Pierce and 

Warner; Harvard Law School; comes from a rich socialite family; in his 

middle thirties – " 

Jennifer looked at him curiously. "How do you know so much 

about him?" 

He winked. "I have friends in high places. There's a rumor they're go-

ing to run Mr. Warner for the United States Senate. There's even a little 

presidential ground swell going on. He's got what they call charisma." 

He certainly has, Jennifer thought. She tried to make her next question 

sound casual. "What about his personal life?" 

Ken Bailey looked at her oddly. "He's married to the daughter of an 

ex-Secretary of the Navy. She's the niece of Stewart Needham, Warner's 

law partner." 

Jennifer's heart sank. So that was that. 

Ken was watching her, puzzled. "Why this sudden interest in Adam 

Warner?" 

"Just curious." 

Long after Ken Bailey had left, Jennifer sat there thinking about Ad-

am. He asked me to dinner as a professional courtesy. He wants to con-

gratulate me. But he's already done that over the telephone. Who cares 

why? I'm going to see him again. ! wonder whether he'll remember to 

mention he has a wife. Of course not. Well, I'll have dinner with Adam on 

Friday night and that will be the end of that. 

Late that afternoon, Jennifer received a telephone call from Peabody & 

Peabody. It was from the senior partner himself. 

"I've been meaning to get around to this for some time, " he said. "I 

wondered if you and I might have lunch soon." 

His casual tone did not deceive Jennifer. She was sure the idea of hav-

ing lunch with her had not occurred to him until after he had read about the 

Abraham Wilson decision. He certainly did not want to meet with her to 

discuss serving subpoenas. 
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"What about tomorrow?" he suggested. "My club." 

They met for lunch the following day. The senior Peabody was a pale, 

prissy man, an older version of his son. His vest failed to conceal a slight 

paunch. Jennifer liked the father just as little as she had liked the son. 

"We have an opening for a bright young trial attorney in our firm, 

Miss Parker. We can offer you fifteen thousand dollars a year to start 

with." 

Jennifer sat there listening to him, thinking how much that offer would 

have meant to her a year earlier when she had desperately needed a job, 

needed someone who believed in her. 

He was saying, "I’m sure that within a few years there would be room 

for a partnership for you in our firm." 

Fifteen thousand dollars a year and a partnership. Jennifer thought 

about the little office she shared with Ken, and her tiny, shabby four-flight 

walk-up apartment with its fake fireplace. 

Mr. Peabody was taking her silence for acquiescence. "Good. We'd 

like you to begin as soon as possible. Perhaps you could start Monday. I – " 

"No." 

"Oh. Well, if Monday's not convenient for you – " 

"I mean, no, I can't take your offer, Mr. Peabody," Jennifer said, and 

amazed herself. 

"I see." There was a pause. "Perhaps we could start you at twenty 

thousand dollars a year." He saw the expression on her face. "Or twenty-

five thousand. Why don't you think it over?" 

"I've thought it over. I'm going to stay in business for myself." 
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The clients were beginning to come. Not a great many and not very af-

fluent, but they were clients. The office was becoming too small for her. 

One morning after Jennifer had kept two clients waiting outside in the 

hallway while she was dealing with a third, Ken said, "This isn't going to 

work. You're going to have to move out of here and get yourself a decent 

office uptown." 

Jennifer nodded. "I know. I've been thinking about it." 

Ken busied himself with some papers so that he did not have to meet 

her eyes. "I’ll miss you." 

"What are you talking about? You have to go with me." 

It took a moment for the words to sink in. He looked up and a broad 

grin creased his freckled face. 

"Go with you?" He glanced around the cramped, windowless room. 

"And give up all this?" 

The following week, Jennifer and Ken Bailey moved into larger offices 

in the five hundred block on Fifth Avenue. The new quarters were simply 

furnished and consisted of three small rooms: one for Jennifer, one for Ken 

and one for a secretary. 

The secretary they hired was a young girl named Cynthia Ellman fresh 

out of New York University. 

"There won't be a lot for you to do for a while, " Jennifer apologized, 

"but things will pick up." 

"Oh, I know they will, Miss Parker." There was heroine worship in the 

girl's voice. 

She wants to be like me, Jennifer thought. God forbid! 

Ken Bailey walked in and said, "Hey, I get lonely in that big office all 

by myself. How about dinner and the theater tonight?" 
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"I'm afraid I – " She was tired and had some briefs to read, but Ken 

was her best friend and she could not refuse him. 

"I'd love to go." 
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* * * 

They went to see Applause, and Jennifer enjoyed it tremendously. Lau-

ren Bacall was totally captivating. Jennifer and Ken had supper afterward 

at Sardi's. 

When they had ordered, Ken said, "I have two tickets for the ballet 

Friday night. I thought we might – " 

Jennifer said, "I'm sorry. Ken. I'm busy Friday night." 

"Oh." His voice was curiously flat. 

From time to time, Jennifer would find Ken staring at her when he 

thought he was unobserved, and there was an expression on his face that 

Jennifer found hard to define. She knew Ken was lonely, although he never 

talked about any of his friends and never discussed his personal life. She 

could not forget what Otto had told her, and she wondered whether Ken 

himself knew what he wanted out of life. She wished that there were some 

way she could help him. 

It seemed to Jennifer that Friday was never going to arrive. As her 

dinner date with Adam Warner drew closer, Jennifer found it more and 

more difficult to concentrate on business. She found herself thinking about 

Adam constantly. She knew she was being ridiculous. She had seen the 

man only once in her life, and yet she was unable to get him out of her 

mind. She tried to rationalize by telling herself that it was because he had 

saved her when she was facing disbarment proceedings, and then had sent 

her clients. That was true, but Jennifer knew it was more than that. It was 

something she could not explain, even to herself. It was a feeling she had 

never had before, an attraction she had never felt for any other man. She 

wondered what Adam Warner's wife was like. She was undoubtedly one of 

the chosen women who, every Wednesday, walked through the red door at 

Elizabeth Arden's for a day of head-to-toe pampering. She would be sleek 

and sophisticated, with the polished aura of the wealthy socialite. 
 

* * * 

On the magic Friday morning at ten o'clock, Jennifer made an ap-

pointment with a new Italian hairdresser Cynthia had told her all the mod-

els were going to. At ten-thirty, Jennifer called to cancel it. At eleven, she 

rescheduled the appointment. 

Ken Bailey invited Jennifer to lunch, but she was too nervous to eat 

anything. Instead, she went shopping at Bendel's, where she bought a short, 
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dark green chiffon dress that matched her eyes, a pair of slender brown 

pumps and a matching purse. She knew she was far over her budget, but 

she could not seem to stop herself. 

She passed the perfume department on the way out, and on an insane 

impulse bought a bottle of Joy perfume. It was insane because the man was 

married. 

Jennifer left the office at five o'clock and went home to change. She 

spent two hours bathing and dressing for Adam, and when she was finished 

she studied herself critically in the mirror. Then she defiantly combed out 

her carefully coiffured hair and tied it back with a green ribbon. That’s 

better, she thought. I'm a lawyer going to have dinner with another law-

yer. But when she closed the door she left behind a faint fragrance of rose 

and jasmine. 

Lutece was nothing like what Jennifer had expected. A French tricolor 

flew above the entrance of the small town house. Inside, a narrow hall led 

to a small bar and beyond was a sunroom, bright and gay, with porch 

wicker and plaid tablecloths. Jennifer was met at the door by the owner, 

Andre Soltner. 

"May I help you?" 

"I'm meeting Mr. Adam Warner. I think I'm a little early." 

He waved Jennifer toward the small bar. "Would you care for a drink 

while you are waiting, Miss Parker?" 

"That would be nice, " Jennifer said. "Thank you." 

"I'll send a waiter over." 

Jennifer took a seat and amused herself watching the bejeweled and 

mink-draped women arriving with their escorts. Jennifer had read and 

heard about Lutece. It was reputed to be Jacqueline Kennedy's favorite 

restaurant and to have excellent food. 

A distinguished-looking gray-haired man walked up to Jennifer and 

said, "Mind if I join you for a moment?" 

Jennifer stiffened. "I'm waiting for someone, " she began. "He should 

be here – " 

He smiled and sat down. "This isn't a pickup, Miss Parker." Jennifer 

looked at him in surprise, unable to place him. "I'm Lee Browning, of Hol-

land and Browning." It was one of the most prestigious law firms in New 

York. "I just wanted to congratulate you on the way you handled the Wil-

son trial." 

"Thank you, Mr. Browning." 
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"You took a big chance. It was a no-win case." He studied her a mo-

ment. "The rule is, when you're on the wrong side of a no-win case, make 

sure it's one where there's no publicity involved. The trick is to spotlight 

the winners and kick the losers under the rug. You fooled a lot of us. Have 

you ordered a drink yet?" 

"No – " 

"May I – ?" He beckoned to a waiter. "Victor, bring us a bottle of 

champagne, would you? Dom Perignon." 

"Right away, Mr. Browning." 

Jennifer smiled. "Are you trying to impress me?" 

He laughed aloud. "I'm trying to hire you. I imagine you've been get-

ting a lot of offers." 

"A few." 

"Our firm deals mostly in corporate work. Miss Parker, but some of 

our more affluent clients frequently get carried away and have need of a 

criminal defense attorney. I think we could make you a very attractive pro-

posal. Would you care to stop by my office and discuss it?" 

"Thank you, Mr. Browning. I’m really flattered, but I just moved into 

my own offices. I'm hoping it will work out." 

He gave her a long look. "It will work out." He raised his eyes as 

someone approached and got to his feet and held out his hand. "Adam, how 

are you?" 

Jennifer looked up and Adam Warner was standing there shaking 

hands with Lee Browning. Jennifer's heart began to beat faster and she 

could feel her face flush. Idiot schoolgirl! 

Adam Warner looked at Jennifer and Browning and said, "You two 

know each other?" 

"We were just beginning to get acquainted," Lee Browning said easily. 

"You arrived a little too soon." 

"Or just in time." He took Jennifer's arm. "Better luck next time, Lee." 

The captain came up to Adam. "Would you like your table now, Mr. 

Warner, or would you like to have a drink at the bar first?" 

"We'll take a table, Henri." 
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When they had been seated, Jennifer looked around the room and rec-

ognized half a dozen celebrities. 

"This place is like a Who's Who, " she said. 

Adam looked at her. "It is now." 

Jennifer felt herself blush again. Stop it, you fool. She wondered how 

many other girls Adam Warner had brought here while his wife was sitting 

at home, waiting for him. She wondered if any of them ever learned that he 

was married, or whether he always managed to keep that a secret from 

them. Well, she had an advantage. You're going to be in for a surprise, 

Mr. Warner, Jennifer thought. 

They ordered drinks and dinner and busied themselves making small 

talk. Jennifer let Adam do most of the talking. 

He was witty and charming, but she was armored against his charm. It 

was not easy. She found herself smiling at his anecdotes, laughing at his 

stories. It won't do him any good, Jennifer told herself. She was not look-

ing for a fling. The specter of her mother haunted her. There was a deep 

passion within Jennifer that she was afraid to explore, afraid to release. 

They were having dessert and Adam still had not said one word that 

could be misconstrued. Jennifer had been building up her defenses for 

nothing, fending off an attack that had never materialized, and she felt like 

a fool. She wondered what Adam would have said if he had known what 

she had been thinking all evening. Jennifer smiled at her own vanity. 
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"I never got a chance to thank you for the clients you sent me, " Jen-

nifer said. "I did telephone you a few times, but – " 

"I know." Adam hesitated, then added awkwardly, "I didn't want to re-

turn your phone calls." Jennifer looked at him in surprise. "I was afraid to, 

" he said simply. 

And there it was. He had taken her by surprise, caught her off guard, 

but his meaning was unmistakable. Jennifer knew what was coming next. 

And she did not want him to say it. She did not want him to be like all the 

others, the married men who pretended they were single. She despised 

them and she did not want to despise this man. 

Adam said quietly, "Jennifer, I want you to know I’m married." She 

sat there staring at him, her mouth open. 

"I'm sorry. I should have told you sooner." He smiled wryly. "Well, 

there really was no sooner, was there?" 

Jennifer was filled with a strange confusion. "Why – why did you ask 

me to dinner, Adam?" 

"Because I had to see you again." 

Everything began to seem unreal to Jennifer. It was as though she were 

being pulled under by some giant tidal wave. She sat there listening to Ad-

am saying all the things he felt, and she knew that every word was true. 

She knew because she felt the same way. She wanted him to stop before he 

said too much. She wanted him to go on and say more. 

"I hope I'm not offending you, " Adam said. 

There was a sudden shyness about him that shook Jennifer. 

"Adam, I – I – " 

He looked at her and even though they had not touched, it was as if she 

were in his arms. 

Jennifer said shakily, 'Tell me about your wife." 

"Mary Beth and I have been married fifteen years. We have no chil-

dren." 

"I see." 

"She – we decided not to have any. We were both very young when we 

got married. I had known her a long time. Our families were neighbors at a 

summer place we had in Maine. When she was eighteen, her parents were 

killed in a plane crash. Mary Beth was almost insane with grief. She was 

all alone. I – we got married." He married her out of pity and he's too 

much of a gentleman to say so, Jennifer thought. 

"She's a wonderful woman. We've always had a very good relationship." 
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He was telling Jennifer more than she wanted to know, more than she 

could handle. Every instinct in her warned her to get away, to flee. In the 

past she had easily been able to cope with the married men who had tried 

to become involved with her, but Jennifer knew instinctively that this was 

different. If she ever let herself fall in love with this man, there would be 

no way out. She would have to be insane ever to begin anything with him. 

Jennifer spoke carefully. "Adam, I like you very much. I don't get in-

volved with married men." 

He smiled, and his eyes behind the glasses held honesty and warmth. 

"I’m not looking for a backstreet affair. I enjoy being with you. I’m very 

proud of you. I'd like us to see each other once in a while." 

Jennifer started to say. What good would that do? but the words came 

out, "That would be good." 

So we'll have lunch once a month, Jennifer thought. It can't hurt any-

thing. 
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One of Jennifer's first visitors to her new office was Father Ryan. He 

wandered around the three small rooms and said, "Very nice, indeed. We're 

getting up in the world, Jennifer." 

Jennifer laughed. "This isn't exactly getting up in the world, Father. I 

have a long way to go." 

He eyed her keenly. "You'll make it. By the way, I went to visit Abra-

ham Wilson last week." 

"How is he getting along?" 

"Fine. They have him working in the prison machine shop. He asked 

me to give you his regards." 

"I'll have to visit him myself one day soon." 

Father Ryan sat in his chair, staring at her, until Jennifer said, "Is there 

something I can do for you. Father?" 

He brightened. "Ah, well, I know you must be busy, but now that 

you've brought it up, a friend of mine has a bit of a problem. She was in an 

accident. I think you're just the one to help her." 

Automatically Jennifer replied, "Have her come in and see me. Father." 

"I think you'll have to go to her. She's a quadruple amputee." 

Connie Garrett lived in a small, neat apartment on Houston Street. The 

door was opened for Jennifer by an elderly white-haired woman wearing 

an apron. 

"I'm Martha Steele, Connie's aunt. I live with Connie. Please come in. 

She's expecting you." 

Jennifer walked into a meagerly furnished living room. Connie Garrett 

was propped up with pillows in a large armchair. Jennifer was shocked by 

her youth. For some reason, she had expected an older woman. Connie 

Garrett was about twenty-four, Jennifer's age. There was a wonderful radi-

ance in her face, and Jennifer found it obscene that there was only a torso 

with no arms or legs attached to it. She repressed a shudder. 

Connie Garrett gave her a warm smile and said, "Please sit down, Jen-

nifer. May I call you Jennifer? Father Ryan has told me so much about 

you. And, of course, I’ve seen you on television. I'm so glad you could 

come." 
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Jennifer started to reply, "My pleasure, " and realized how inane it 

would have sounded. She sat down in a soft comfortable chair opposite the 

young woman. "Father Ryan said you were in an accident a few years ago. 

Do you want to tell me what happened?" 

"It was my fault, I’m afraid. I was crossing an intersection and I 

stepped off the sidewalk and slipped and fell in front of a truck." 

"How long ago was this?" 

"Three years ago last December. I was on my way to Bloomingdale's 

to do some Christmas shopping." 

"What happened after the truck hit you?" 

"I don't remember anything. I woke up in the hospital. 

They told me that an ambulance brought me there. There was an injury 

to my spine. Then they found bone damage and it kept spreading until–" 

She stopped and tried to shrug. It was a pitiful gesture. "They tried to fit me 

with artificial limbs, but they don't work on me." 

"Did you bring suit?" 

She looked at Jennifer, puzzled. "Father Ryan didn't tell you?" 

"Tell me what?" 

"My lawyer sued the utility company whose truck hit me, and we lost 

the case. We appealed and lost the appeal." 

Jennifer said, "He should have mentioned that. If the appellate court 

turned you down, I'm afraid there's nothing that can be done." 

Connie Garrett nodded. "I didn't really believe there was. I just 

thought–well, Father Ryan said you could work miracles." 

"That's his territory. I'm only a lawyer." 

She was angry with Father Ryan for having given Connie Garrett false 

hope. Grimly, Jennifer decided she would have a talk with him. The older 

woman was hovering in the background. "Can I offer you something, Miss 

Parker? Some tea and cake, perhaps?" 

Jennifer suddenly realized she was hungry, for she had had no time for 

lunch. But she visualized sitting opposite Connie Garrett while she was 

being fed by hand, and she could not bear the thought. 

"No, thanks, " Jennifer lied. "I just had lunch." 

All Jennifer wanted to do was get out of there as quickly as possible. 

She tried to think of some cheering note she could leave on, but there was 

nothing. Damn Father Ryan! 

"I – I'm really sorry. I wish I – " 

Connie Garrett smiled and said, "Please don't worry about it." 
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It was the smile that did it. Jennifer was sure if she had been in Connie 

Garrett's place she would never have been able to smile. 

"Who was your lawyer?" Jennifer heard herself asking. 

"Melvin Hutcherson. Do you know him?" 

"No, but I’ll look him up." She went on, without meaning to, "I'll have 

a talk with him." 

"That would be so nice of you." There was warm appreciation in Con-

nie Garrett's voice. 

Jennifer thought of what the girl's life must be like, sitting there totally 

helpless, day after day, month after month, year after year, unable to do 

anything for herself. 

"I can't promise anything, I’m afraid." 

"Of course not. But do you know something, Jennifer? I feel better just 

because you came." 

Jennifer rose to her feet. It was a moment to shake hands, but there 

was no hand to shake. 

She said awkwardly, "It was nice meeting you, Connie. You'll hear 

from me." 

On the way back to her office, Jennifer thought about Father Ryan and 

resolved that she would never succumb to his blandishments again. There 

was nothing anyone could do for that poor crippled girl, and to offer her 

any kind of hope was indecent. But she would keep her promise. She would 

talk to Melvin Hutcherson. 

When Jennifer returned to her office there was a long list of messages 

for her. She looked through them quickly, looking for a message from Ad-

am Warner. There was none. 

— 12 — 
shabby потрепанный sweep (rush, 

dash) 

проноситься 

reek of пахнуть, попахивать negligence преступная небреж-

ность 

usher in вводить eyewitness очевидец, свидетель 

bang-up  первоклассный, пре-

восходный 

brake тормозить 

spin  крутиться, вертеться; 

раз. нестись, быстро 

двигаться 

unavoidable 

(sure to hap-

pen) 

неизбежный, неминуе-

мый 

regard 

(look at) 

разглядывать spin (whirl, 

twisting mo-

tion) 

вращение, кружение, 

верчение 



 150 

do sb a 

favor  

оказать к.-л. любез-

ность (услугу, одол-

жение) 

uphold поддерживать; удовле-

творять (жалобу, иск) 

exonerate снять бремя  (вины, 

долга), реабилитиро-

вать  

malpractice противозаконное дей-

ствие; преступная 

небрежность 

cope with справиться, совла-

дать 

insult оскорблять 

 

Melvin Hutcherson was a short, balding man with a tiny button nose 

and washed-out pale blue eyes. He had a shabby suite of offices on the 

West Side that wrecked of poverty. The receptionist's desk was empty. 

"Gone to lunch, " Melvin Hutcherson explained. 

Jennifer wondered if he had a secretary. He ushered her into his pri-

vate office, which was no larger than the reception office. 

"You told me over the phone you wanted to talk about Connie Gar-

rett." 

"That's right." 

He shrugged. "There's not that much to talk about. We sued and we 

lost. Believe me, I did a bang-up job for her." 

"Did you handle the appeal?" 

"Yep. We lost that, too. I'm afraid you're spinning your wheels." He 

regarded her a moment. "Why do you want to waste your time on some-

thing like this? You're hot. You could be working on big money cases." 

"I'm doing a friend a favor. Would you mind if I looked at the tran-

scripts?" 

"Help yourself, " Hutcherson shrugged. "They're public property." 

Jennifer spent the evening going over the transcripts of Connie Gar-

rett's lawsuit. To Jennifer's surprise, Melvin Hutcherson had told the truth: 

He had done a good job. He had named both the city and the Nationwide 

Motors Corporation as co-defendants, and had demanded a trial by jury. 

The jury had exonerated both defendants. 

The Department of Sanitation had done its best to cope with the snow-

storm that had swept the city that December; all its equipment had been in 

use. The city had argued that the storm was an act of God, and that if there 

was any negligence, it was on the part of Connie Garrett. 

Jennifer turned to the charges against the truck company. Three eye-

witnesses had testified that the driver had tried to stop the truck to avoid 

hitting the victim, but that he had been unable to brake in time, and the 
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truck had gone into an unavoidable spin and had hit her. The verdict in 

favor of the defendant had been upheld by the Appellate Division and the 

case had been closed. 

Jennifer finished reading the transcripts at three o'clock in the morning. 

She turned off the lights, unable to sleep. On paper, justice had been done. 

But the image of Connie Garrett kept coming into her mind. A girl in her 

twenties, without arms or legs. Jennifer visualized the truck hitting the 

young girl, the awful agony she must have suffered, the series of terrible 

operations that had been performed, each one cutting away parts of her 

limbs. Jennifer turned on the light and sat up in bed. She dialed Melvin 

Hutcherson's home number. 

"There's nothing in the transcripts about the doctors, " Jennifer said in-

to the telephone. "Did you look into the possibility of malpractice?" 

A groggy voice said, "Who the fuck is this?" 

"Jennifer Parker. Did you – " 

"For Christ's sake! It's – it's four o'clock in the morning! Don't you 

have a watch?" 

"This is important. The hospital wasn't named in the suit. What about 

those operations that were performed on Connie Garrett? Did you check 

into them?" 

There was a pause while Melvin Hutcherson tried to gather his 

thoughts. "I talked to the heads of neurology and orthopedics at the hospital 

that took care of her. The operations were necessary to save her life. They 

were performed by the top men there and were done properly. That's why 

the hospital wasn't named in the suit." 

Jennifer felt a sharp sense of frustration. "I see." 

"Look, I told you before, you're wasting your time on this one. Now 

why don't we both get some sleep?" 

And the receiver clicked in Jennifer's ear. She turned out the light and 

lay back again. But sleep was farther away than ever. After a while, Jen-

nifer gave up the struggle, arose and made herself a pot of coffee. She sat 

on her sofa drinking it, watching the rising sun paint the Manhattan sky-

line, the faint pink gradually turning into a bright, explosive red. 

Jennifer was disturbed. For every injustice there was supposed to be a 

remedy at law. Had justice been done in Connie Garrett's case? She 

glanced at the clock on the wall. It was six-thirty. Jennifer picked up the 

telephone again and dialed Melvin Hutcherson's number. 
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"Did you check out the record of the truck driver?" Jennifer asked. 

A sleepy voice said, "Jesus Christ! Are you some kind of crazy? When 

do you sleep?" 

"The driver of the utility truck. Did you check out his record?" 

"Lady, you're beginning to insult me." 

"I'm sorry, " Jennifer insisted, "but I have to know." 

"The answer is yes. He had a perfect record. This was his first acci-

dent." 

So that avenue was closed. "I see." Jennifer was thinking hard. 

"Miss Parker, " Melvin Hutcherson said, "do me a big favor, will you? 

If you have any more questions, call me during office hours." 

"Sorry, " Jennifer said absently. "Go back to sleep." 

"Thanks a lot!" 

Jennifer replaced the receiver. It was time to get dressed and go to 

work. 

assuage успокаивать, смяг-

чать 

cancel отменять, аннули-

ровать 

courteous вежливый, учти-

вый 

spell заклинание, чары 

steadily непрерывно mesmerize гипнотизировать, 

очаровывать 

casual (careless) небрежный, бес-

печный 

get over преодолеть, покон-

чить, разделаться с 

ч.-л. 

incisive острый, колкий, 

язвительный 

charge заряд 

pupil зрачок embrace объятие 

fiercely неприятно; болез-

ненно  

cress ласкать 

humiliating унизительный, 

оскорбительный 

wanton (wild) буйный, бурный 

penthouse 

(apartment on 

roof) 

мезонин; особняк, 

выстроенный на 

крыше небоскреба 

mount (in-

crease) 

расти, накапливаться 

dreary (gloomy, 

dull) 

тоскливый drape занавеска 

plunge into work  окунаться, погру-

жаться в работу 

roughness 

(crudity, 

coarseness) 

грубость 

exhaust изнурять, истощать gentleness мягкость, нежность; 

деликатность 



 153 

unadulterated настоящий, непод-

дельный 

greed прожорливость 

thrill восхищать flash мелькать 

wheeler-dealer  заправила, ловкач, 

пройдоха 

stroke гладить, поглажи-

вать 

stockbroker биржевой брокер quizzically насмешливо, иро-

нически 
 

It had been three weeks since Jennifer had had dinner with Adam at 

Lutece. She tried to put him out of her mind, but everything reminded her 

of Adam: A chance phrase, the back of a stranger's head, a tie similar to 

the one he had worn. There were many men who tried to date her. She was 

propositioned by clients, by attorneys she had opposed in court and by a 

night-court judge, but Jennifer wanted none of them. Lawyers invited her 

out for what was cynically referred to as "funch, " but she was not interest-

ed. There was an independence about her that was a challenge to men. 

Ken Bailey was always there, but that fact did nothing to assuage Jen-

nifer's loneliness. There was only one person who could do that, damn him! 

He telephoned on a Monday morning. "I thought I'd take a chance and 

see if you happened to be free for lunch today." 

She was not. She said, "Of course I am." 

Jennifer had sworn to herself that if Adam ever called her again she 

would be friendly yet distant, and courteous but definitely not available. 

The moment she heard Adam's voice she forgot all those things and 

said, Of course I am. 

The last thing in the world she should have said. 

They had lunch at a small restaurant in Chinatown, and they talked 

steadily for two hours that seemed like two minutes. They talked about law 

and politics and the theater, and solved all the complex problems of the 

world. Adam was brilliant and incisive and fascinating. He was genuinely 

interested in what Jennifer was doing, and took a joyous pride in her suc-

cesses. He has a right to, Jennifer thought. /f not for him, I'd be back in 

Kelso, Washington. 

When Jennifer returned to the office, Ken Bailey was waiting for her. 

"Have a good lunch?" 

"Yes, thank you." 

"Is Adam Warner going to become a client?" His tone was too casual. 

"No, Ken. We're just friends." 

And it was true. 
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The following week, Adam invited Jennifer to have lunch in the pri-

vate dining room of his law firm. Jennifer was impressed with the huge, 

modern complex of offices. Adam introduced her to various members of 

the firm, and Jennifer felt like a minor celebrity, for they seemed to know 

all about her. She met Stewart Needham, the senior partner. He was dis-

tantly polite to Jennifer, and she remembered that Adam was married to his 

niece. 

Adam and Jennifer had lunch in the walnut-paneled dining room run 

by a chef and two waiters. 

"This is where the partners bring their problems." 

Jennifer wondered whether he was referring to her. 

It was hard for her to concentrate on the meal. 

Jennifer thought about Adam all that afternoon. She knew she had to 

forget about him, had to stop seeing him. He belonged to another woman. 

That night, Jennifer went with Ken Bailey to see Two by Two, the new 

Richard Rodgers show. 

As they stepped into the lobby there was an excited buzz from the 

crowd, and Jennifer turned to see what was happening. A long, black lim-

ousine had pulled up to the curb and a man and woman were stepping out 

of the car. 

"It's him!" a woman exclaimed, and people began to gather around the 

car. The burly chauffeur stepped aside and Jennifer saw Michael Moretti 

and his wife. It was Michael that the crowd focused on. He was a folk he-

ro, handsome enough to be a movie star, daring enough to have captured 

everyone's imagination. Jennifer stood in the lobby watching as Michael 

Moretti and his wife made their way through the crowd. Michael passed 

within three feet of Jennifer, and for an instant their eyes met. Jennifer no-

ticed that his eyes were so black that she could not see his pupils. A mo-

ment later he disappeared into the theater. 

Jennifer was unable to enjoy the show. The sight of Michael Moretti 

had brought back a flood of fiercely humiliating memories. Jennifer asked 

Ken to take her home after the first act. 

Adam telephoned Jennifer the next day and Jennifer steeled herself to 

refuse his invitation. Thank you, Adam, but I'm really very busy. 

But all Adam said was, "I have to go out of the country for a while." 

It was like a blow to the stomach. "How – how long will you be 

gone?" 

"Just a few weeks. I'll give you a call when I get back." 
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"Fine," Jennifer said brightly. "Have a nice trip." 

She felt as though someone had died. She visualized Adam on a beach 

in Rio, surrounded by half-naked girls, or in a penthouse in Mexico City, 

drinking margaritas with a nubile, dark-eyed beauty, or in a Swiss chalet 

making love to – Slop it! Jennifer told herself. She should have asked him 

where he was going. It was probably a business trip to some dreary place 

where he would have no time for women, perhaps the middle of some de-

sert where he would be working twenty-four hours a day. 

She should have broached the subject, very casually, of course. Will 

you be taking a long plane trip? Do you speak any foreign languages? If 

you get to Paris, bring me back some Vervaine tea. I suppose the shots 

must be painful. Are you taking your wife with you? Am I losing my 

mind? 

Ken had come into her office and was staring at her. "You're talking to 

yourself. Are you okay?" 

No! Jennifer wanted to shout. I need a doctor. I need a cold shower. I 

need Adam Warner. 

She said, "I’m fine. Just a little tired." 

"Why don't you get to bed early tonight?" 

She wondered whether Adam would be going to bed early. 

Father Ryan called. "I went to see Connie Garrett. She told me you've 

dropped by a few times." 

"Yes." The visits were to assuage her feeling of guilt because she was 

unable to be of any help. It was frustrating. 

Jennifer plunged herself into work, and still the weeks seemed to drag 

by. She was in court nearly every day and worked on briefs almost every 

night. 

"Slow down. You're going to kill yourself, " Ken advised her. But Jen-

nifer needed to exhaust herself physically and mentally. She did not want 

to have time to think. I’m a fool, she thought. An unadulterated fool. 

It was four weeks before Adam called. 

"I just got back, " he said. The sound of his voice thrilled her. "Can we 

meet for lunch somewhere?" 

"Yes. I’d enjoy that, Adam." She thought she had carried that off well. 

A simple Yes, I'd enjoy that, Adam. 

"The Oak Room in the Plaza?" 

"Fine." 
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It was the most businesslike, unromantic dining room in the world, 

filled with affluent middle-aged wheelers and dealers, stockbrokers and 

bankers. It had long been one of the few remaining bastions of privacy for 

men, and its doors had only recently been opened to women. 

Jennifer arrived early and was seated. A few minutes later, Adam ap-

peared. Jennifer watched the tall, lean figure moving toward her and her 

mouth suddenly went dry. He looked tanned, and Jennifer wondered if her 

fantasies about Adam on some girl-ridden beach had been true. He smiled 

at her and took her hand, and Jennifer knew in that moment that it did not 

matter what logic she used about Adam Warner or married men. She had 

no control over herself. It was as though someone else were guiding her, 

telling her what she should do, telling her what she must do. She could not 

explain what was happening to her, for she had never experienced anything 

like it. Call it chemistry, she thought. Call it karma, call it heaven. All 

Jennifer knew was that she wanted to be in Adam Warner's arms more 

than she had ever wanted anything in her life. Looking at him, she visual-

ized his making love to her, holding her, his hard body on top of her, inside 

her, and she felt her face becoming red. 

Adam said apologetically, "Sorry about the short notice. A client can-

celed a luncheon date." 

Jennifer silently blessed the client. 

"I brought you something, " Adam said. It was a lovely green and gold 

silk scarf. "It's from Milan." 

So that's where he had been. Italian girls. "It's beautiful, Adam. Thank 

you." 

"Have you ever been to Milan?" 

"No. I've seen pictures of the cathedral there. It's lovely." 

"I'm not much of a sightseer. My theory is that if you've seen one 

church, you've seen them all." 

Later, when Jennifer thought about that luncheon, she tried to remem-

ber what they had talked about, what they had eaten, who had stopped by 

the table to say hello to Adam, but all she could remember was the near-

ness of Adam, his touch, his looks. It was as though he had her in some 

kind of spell and she was mesmerized, helpless to break it. 

At one point Jennifer thought, I know what so do. I'll make love with 

him. Once. It can't be as wonderful as my fantasies. Then I'll be able to 

get over him. 
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When their hands touched accidentally, it was like an electric charge 

between them. They sat there talking of everything and nothing, and their 

words had no meaning. They sat at the table, locked in an invisible em-

brace, caressing each other, making fierce love, naked and wanton. Neither 

of them had any idea what they were eating or what they were saying. 

There was a different, more demanding hunger in them and it kept mount-

ing and mounting, until neither of them could stand it any longer. 

In the middle of their luncheon, Adam put his hand over Jennifer's and 

said huskily, "Jennifer – " 

She whispered, "Yes. Let's get out of here." 

Jennifer waited in the busy, crowded lobby while Adam registered at 

the desk. They were given a room in the old section of the Plaza Hotel, 

overlooking 58th Street. They used the back bank of elevators, and it 

seemed to Jennifer that it took forever to reach their floor. 

If Jennifer was unable to remember anything about the luncheon, she 

remembered everything about their room. Years later, she could recall the 

view, the color of the drapes and carpets, and each picture and piece of 

furniture. She could remember the sounds of the city, far below, that drifted 

into the room. The images of that afternoon were to stay with her the rest 

of her life. It was a magic, multicolored explosion in slow motion. It was 

having Adam undress her, it was Adam's strong, lean body in bed, his 

roughness and his gentleness. It was laughter and passion. Their hunger 

had built to a greed that had to be satisfied. The moment Adam began to 

make love to her, the words that flashed into Jennifer's mind were, I'm lost. 

They made love again and again, and each time was an ecstasy that 

was almost unbearable. 

Hours later, as they lay there quietly, Adam said, "I feel as though I'm 

alive for the first time in my life." 

Jennifer gently stroked his chest and laughed aloud. 

Adam looked at her quizzically. "What's so funny?" 

"Do you know what I told myself? That if I went to bed with you once, 

I could get you out of my system." 

He twisted around and looked down at her. "And – ?" 

"I was wrong. I feel as though you're a part of me. At least"  – she hes-

itated– "part of you is a part of me." 

He knew what she was thinking. 

"We'll work something out, " Adam said. "Mary Beth is leaving Mon-

day for Europe with her aunt for a month." 
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Comprehension 

 

  2.   Give detailed answers to the following questions 
 

1. What kind of meeting was taking place in the dining room? Who were 

the participants? 

2. How did Antonio Granelli begin his climb to power?  

3. Did Michael Moretti fit into pattern of the Family? Why?  Why not? 

4. What kind of business was the Granelli Family involved in? 

5. What problem did Michael have? What way did he solve it? 

6. How many Mafia Families were there in the United States? 

7. What did Michael Moretti plan sitting in the courtroom? 

8. Why had Michael finally selected Jennifer Parker to deliver an enve-

lope? 

9. What changes took place in Jennifer’s life after she had brilliantly won 

the Abraham Wilson case? 

10. Did Adam Warner ask Jennifer to dinner as a professional courtesy? 

11. What case did Father Ryan propose to Jennifer? 

12. Why did Jennifer resolve never to succumb to Father Ryan’s blan-

dishments again? 

13. What did Jennifer learn from the transcripts of Connie Garrett’s law-

suit? 

14. Did Jennifer try to put Adam out of her mind? What reminded her of 

Adam? 
 

  3.   Find evidence in the text to support the following state-

ments 
 

1. Antonio Granelli was a ruthless man and a total immorality. 

2. Michael and his father were entirely different. 

3. Antonio Granelli and Michael Moretti’s relationships were not sin-

cere. 

4. Antonio Granelli didn’t know his daughter well. 

5. Thomas Colfax was Michael Moretti’s enemy. 

6. Adam Warner aroused deep, strong and warm feelings on Jennifer 

Parker. 

7. Melvin Hutcherson had done a good job.  
 



 159 

  4.   Consider the following topics. Make use of the words and 

word combinations given in brackets 
 

1. Antonio Granelli’s Family: a) soldati: Nick Vito (a cadaverous-

looking man, invisible, two hundred dollar shoes, white socks); Joseph 

Colella ("Big Joe", a huge slab of a man, a granite monolith, a vegetable 

garden, a potato nose, cauliflower ears, a pea brain, a soft, high-pitched 

voice, a deceptively gentle manner, to own a race horse, to have a knack 

for smth, a family man, a strict Catholic ); Salvatore Fiore (a midget, an 

innocent face, a choirboy, to be attracted to sb, to boast, a jockey, to ban, 

to dope a horse, to find sb’s body, to belong to sb, body and soul ) b) An-

tonio Granelli (capo of the most powerful Mafia Family, a powerful-

looking man, a laborer, to be born in Palermo, to come to America, a lieu-

tenant to the dock boss, to have an argument, to disappear mysteriously, to 

take over, to begin one’s climb to power, to branch out, loan-sharking, 

racket, prostitution and gambling, drugs and murder, to be indicted, to be 

convicted, a minor assault charge, a ruthless man, a total amorality) c) 

Tomas Colfax (the Family consigliore, to have a brilliant future, a corpo-

ration lawyer, to be Mafia-controlled company, to lure into, to handle cas-

es, to become one’s sole client, a lucrative client, a wealthy man, real es-

tate, bank accounts) d) Michael Moretti (a son-in-law, ambitious, to make 

sb nervous, to fit into the pattern, to make sb suspect, to trust, a shoemaker, 

to run one’s business honestly, to be entirely different, to put oneself 

through, to arrange a meeting, to ask for a loan, to go into business, to be a 

surprise, impudent, to make sb rich) 
 

2. Michael Moretti’s contribution to the Granelli Family’s pros-

perity (to move cautiously, to test each piece of sb’s advice, to succeed 

brilliantly, to be involved in smth, profitable legal activities, under sb’s 

supervision, to branch out, dozens of legitimate business, a minor partner, 

to take over, to strip off assets, impeccable reputation, to find oneself bank-

rupt, a satisfactory profit, to increase smth tremendously, the Family-

owned insurance companies, a symbolic giant) 
 

3. Michael Moretti’s escape from the airtight case (to be indicted 

for the murders of sb, to agree to testify against sb, get rid of, to thing a 

way out , to call sb, to be sworn in on the District Attorney’s staff, to sit in 
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a courtroom, new assistant district attorneys, to look over carefully, to 

search and judge, to be dangerous, to deal with sb, to be too nervous, to be 

helpful, to make one’s mark, to select, to be inexperienced, to hide sb, to be 

female, to feel under more pressure, to be satisfied with smth, to nod to-

ward sb, to declare a recess, to join sb, to be crowded around the District 

Attorney, to make oneself a part of a group, to hand an envelope, to move 

toward the witness room, to relax) 
 

4. Connie Garnett’s case ( a quadruple amputee, to be shocked by 

smth, a wonderful radiance in the face, a torso with no arms or legs, to be 

in an accident, to cross an intersection, to step off the sidewalk, to slip, to 

fall in front of a truck, to do Christmas shopping, to be hit by the truck, an 

injury to one’s spine, to sue the utility company, to lose a case, to appeal 

and lose the appeal, to give false hope, Melvin Hutcherson a short, balding 

man, to do a bang-up job, to go over the transcripts of Connie Garrett’s 

lawsuit, to do a good job, co-defendants, to demand a trial by jury, to ex-

onerate, to cope with smth, an act of God, negligence, charges against the 

truck company, to testify to avoid hitting the victim, to brake in time, the 

verdict in favor of the defendant, to close the case) 
 

Activator 

 

  5.   Give the English equivalents to the following Russian 

words and word combinations 
 

1. обманчиво 2. хвастать 3. налагать запрет 4. принять долж-

ность от другого 5. предъявлять обвинение 6. быть обвиненным в 

краже 7. безупречная репутация 8. приносить плоды 9. спорное дока-

зательство  10. тщеславие 11. безвыйгрышное дело 12. вынести вер-

дикт 13. противозаконное действие, преступная небрежность 

14. выиграть дело 15. быть знаменитостью 16. обидеть 

17. впутываться 18. тяжба, процесс 19. биржевой брокер 20. предъ-

явить иск к к.-л. 21. преследовать судебным порядком, возбуждать 

дело 22. погрузиться в работу 23. свидетель-очевидец 24. унизитель-

ный, оскорбительный 25. оскорблять  
 



 161 

  6.   Translate into English using the words and word combina-

tions from the text  
 

1. Тридцать два раза его привлекали к суду, но он был осужден 

только один раз за мелкое правонарушение. 

2. Эти деньги помогли ему стать влиятельным человеком, и сфера 

его деятельности стала расширяться – рэкет, «акулий промысел», 

проституция, азартные игры, наркотики и убийства. 

3. Когда над Майклом начался суд по обвинению его в убийстве и 

Камилло Стела согласился выступить свидетелем, старый адво-

кат был уверен, что теперь избавится от Майкла. 

4. Комиссия из девяти человек контролировала теперь все семьи 

мафии, и Майкл знал, что когда-нибудь он возглавит ее. 

5. Компании с безупречной репутацией внезапно оказывались на 

грани банкротства. 

6. Моретти стал следить за делом Эйбрахама Уилсона с возраста-

ющим интересом. 

7. Ходит слух, что мистер Уорнер выставит свою кандидатуру на 

выборах в сенат США. 

8. То, что в тот день шел снег, зависело только от Бога, и если здесь 

присутствовала чья-то небрежность, то это могло относиться 

лишь к Кони Гэррет. 

9. Адвокат Конни Гэррет подал в суд на компанию, которой при-

надлежал грузовик, и проиграл. 

10. Присяжные вынесли оправдательный приговор. 
 

  7.   Match the words on the left with their definitions on the 

right. Then choose the best word from those given to com-

plete each of the sentences which follow. 
 

1. appeal a) everything a company or an individual person 

owns which could be if necessary be sold to 

pay debts  

2. to appeal b) start a legal case against sb  

3. assets c) a formal request to a court of law for an earli-

er decision to be changed 

4. legitimate d) failure to do smth which you ought to do, or 

failure to show proper care and concern for 
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5. conclusive e) behaviour in which sb breaks the law or the 

rules of their profession in order to gain some 

personal advantage 

6. to sue f) offend sb by doing smth rude, usually by 

speaking rudely to sb 

7. negligence g) a person who has seen an event and can there-

fore describe it, for example in a law court 

8. eyewitness h) acts, evidence, arguments, etc. that show with 

certainty that smth is true 

9. malpractice i) smth that can be proved to be correct or rea-

sonable according to a law, the facts of a situ-

ation, the logic of an argument, or the opinions 

of most people smth that you are responsible 

for 

10. insult j) formally ask the court to change the decision 

or reduce the sentence. 
 

1. We appealed and lost the … 

2. The company was forced to sell off some of their … in order to reduce 

borrowing. 

3. Once Michael Moretti had shown Antonio Granelli the rich, ripe hori-

zons of … enterprise, Granelli no longer needed him. 

4. He had a lot of … in the company. 

5. The investigation failed to provide any … evidence. 

6. My lawyer … the utility company whose truck hit me. 

7. The city had argued that the storm was an act of God, and if there was 

any … , it was on the part of Connie Garrett. 

8. He … against the five-year sentence he had been given. 

9. Three … had testified that the driver had tried to stop the truck to 

avoid hitting the victim, but he had been unable to brake in time, and 

the truck had gone into an unavoidable spin and hit her. 

10. He had been given ten years in prison. On … it was reduced to five. 

11. A doctor who refused to give treatment is on trial for medical …. 

12. You don’t have to apologize to me. You didn’t … me. 
 

  8.   Replace the highlighted words with a suitable expression 

given in the box, using the correct tense/form  
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bounce back, get up in the world, work miracles, indict for, have an ar-

gument, be under delusion,  once in a while, make one’s mark, run a 

check on sb, plunge into smth, do sb a favor,  sink in,  
 

1. Father Ryan wandered around the three small rooms and said, “Very 

nice, indeed. We’re moving into a higher social class, Jennifer.” 

2. After Antonio Granelli and his boss had disagreed angrily the boss 

mysteriously disappeared. 

3. Michael Moretti was dealing with young beginners who would be 

nervous to ask a lot of questions, and anxious to be helpful and be-

come successful or famous. 

4. Well, Father Ryan said you could have a very good effect or result. 

5. Jennifer hesitated, then said, “Ken, would you organize an examina-

tion of Adam Warner in order to find out information.” 

6. Jennifer got deeply involved in work, and still the weeks seemed to 

drag by. 

7. Could you help me and turn off that light? 

8. Jennifer Parker had become successful again after having a lot of 

problems and was still in there, fighting. 

9. It took a moment for words to be understood and realized their full 

meaning. 

10. He was charged with fraud before a grand jury. 

11. Antonio Granelli wrongly believed that his daughter thought he was 

merely a successful businessman. 

12. I’d like us to see each other sometimes. 
 

  9.   Study the table and then choose the correct prepositions in 

the sentences below 
 

take over  take control of smth. If you take over a company you get 

or are given control of it, for example, by buying its 

shares 

take aback be very surprised about 

take on start to employ sb 

take back admit that you were wrong to say smth 

take to smth start doing smth as a habit 
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take sb out – go with sb to a restaurant, theatre, park 

– arrange to get a license or an insurance policy from 

somewhere such as a court of law, an insurance compa-

ny, or a bank 

bring in – invite sb to take part in activity 

– include a particular point into smth, mention smth 

bring up – educate and care for the child until it is grown up  

– mention a particular subject or introduced it into a 

discussion or conversation 

bring out make or produce a new product, especially a new book 

or record , and sell it 

bring forward change an arrangement in the future so that smth hap-

pens soon 
 

1. I advised her to bring the matter out/up at the next meeting. 

2. He seemed quite taken to/ aback by the news. 

3. Michael found ailing companies that needed financing and the Family 

went in as a minor partner and gradually took on/over. 

4. We are taking on/out 50 new staff this year. 

5. The meeting has been brought forward/out to Thursday. 

6. I’m sorry I was rude, I take it all back/out. 

7. He took aback/to wearing black leather jackets. 

8. Rosa had been brought up/in in a convent and was allowed to come 

home only during the holidays. 

9. Court orders were taken out/on in the name of the landlords. 

10. Michael had gotten rid of old thinking and had brought in/forward 

fresh ideas. 

11. Ken Baily offered to take Jennifer out/on for a meal. 

12. Colin Bradbuy has now brought in/out a second album. 
 

  10.   Put in the correct prepositions 
 

1. Michael had grown up watching his father slaving his life away … 

pennies, and Michael had resolved that would never happen … him. 

2. When Michael had been indicted … the murders … the Ramos broth-

ers, and Camillo Stela had agreed to testify … him … court.   
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3. Granelli was sure that Michael was going to ask … a loan so that he 

could go … some kind of business.  

4. … spite … his successes, Michael Moretti was aware that he had a 

problem. 

5. The verdict … favor … the defendant had been upheld … the Appel-

late Division 

6. But … the end, true love prevailed and Michael and Rosa were mar-

ried … an elaborate ceremony. 

7. Where before, the Granelli Family had been involved … profitable 

illegal activities, … Michael Moretti.  

8. They dragged … the old Michael Moretti case and Jennifer Parker’s 

part … it. 

9. … the time Rosa returned … the convent, she was madly … love … 

him. 

10. Jennifer smiled … her own vanity.  

11. Antonio Granelli had used the money to begin his climb … power, and 

had expanded rapidly, branching … … loan-sharking and the numbers 

racket, prostitution and gambling and drugs and murder. 

12. Melvin Hutcherson had a shabby suite … offices … the West Side 

that reeked … poverty. 

 

Discussion 

 

  11.   Agree or disagree to the statements. Give your arguments 

for or against them 
 

1. A sense of independence about a woman is a challenge to men. 

2. Love laughs at locksmiths. 

3. Only winners obtain recognition. 

4. Love is not the only motive to enter into a marriage. 

 

  12.   Comment on the following ideas 
 

1. Inconclusive evidence. There definitely should be a law forcing all 

husbands to wear wedding rings. (Jennifer Parker) 
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2. For every injustice there was supposed to be a remedy at law. (Jen-

nifer Parker) 
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(Chapters 14 –16) 
 

Vocabulary preview 

 

  1.   Read the text carefully. The following words and word 

combinations will help you to avoid difficulties in understanding 

— 14 — 
lease  аренда, сдача в наем; 

договор об аренде 

measure out измерять, отмерять 

duplex квартира, расположенная 

на двух этажах 

discreetly осмотрительно 

luxurious роскошный embarrass приводить в замеша-

тельство 

spectacular эффективный, импозант-

ный 

be filled with быть наполненным 

ч.-л. 

afford позволить себе plague докучать 

rent арендная плата vanish исчезать 

purchase покупать, приобретать torment мучить, причинять 

страдания 

potpourri попурри (ароматическая 

смесь из сухих лепестков) 

roll over переворачиваться 

apt  вероятный, возможный; 

склонный 

potent (power-

ful) 

сильный, могуще-

ственный 

run into sb случайно встретить к.-л. overwhelming переполняющий 

swear off поклясться больше не 

делать ч.-л.; давать зарок 

больше не делать ч.-л. 

diminish уменьшаться 

peek in заглядывать superstitious суеверный 

cheer издавать восторженные 

крики 

blend смесь 

hoarse хриплый, сиплый terror (fear) ужас, страх 

laze 

(around/ 

about) 

слоняться без дела  delight доставлять насла-

ждение, очаровывать 

absorb 

(engross) 

поглощать joyous радостный 

heighten 

(increase) 

усиливаться share делить, разделять 

PART 5 
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dimension измерение   
 

Jennifer and Adam Warner were together almost every night. 

He spent the first night at her uncomfortable little apartment and in the 

morning he declared, "We're taking the day off to find you a decent place 

to live." 

They went apartment hunting together, and late that afternoon Jennifer 

signed a lease in a new high-rise building off Sutton Place, called The 

Belmont Towers. The sign in front of the building had read Sold Out. 

"Why are we going in?" Jennifer asked. 

"You'll see." 

The apartment they looked at was a lovely five-room duplex, beauti-

fully furnished. It was the most luxurious apartment Jennifer had ever seen. 

There was a master bedroom and bath upstairs, and downstairs a guest 

bedroom with its own bath and a living room that had a spectacular view of 

the East River and the city. There was a large terrace, a kitchen and a din-

ing room. 

"How do you like it?" Adam asked. 

"Like it? I love it, " Jennifer exclaimed, "but there are two problems, 

darling. First of all, I couldn't possibly afford it. And secondly, even if 

I could, it belongs to someone else." 

"It belongs to our law firm. We leased it for visiting VIP's. I'll have 

them find another place." 

"What about the rent?" 

"I'll take care of that. I – " 

"No." 

"That's crazy, darling. I can easily afford it and – " 

She shook her head. "You don't understand, Adam. I have nothing to 

give you except me. I want that to be a gift." 

He took her in his arms and Jennifer snuggled against him and said, "I 

know what – I’ll work nights." 

Saturday they went on a shopping spree. Adam bought Jennifer a 

beautiful silk nightgown and robe at Bonwit Teller, and Jennifer bought 

Adam a Turnbull & Asser shirt. They purchased a chess game at Gimbel's 

and cheesecake in Junior's near Abraham & Straus. They bought a 

Fortnum & Mason plum pudding at Altman's, and books at Doubleday. 

They visited the Gammon Shop and Caswell-Massey, where Adam bought 
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Jennifer enough potpourri to last for ten years. They had dinner around the 

corner from the apartment. 

They would meet at the apartment in the evening after work and dis-

cuss the day's events, and Jennifer would cook dinner while Adam set the 

table. Afterward, they read or watched television or played gin rummy or 

chess. Jennifer prepared Adam's favorite dishes. 

"I’m shameless, " she told him. "I won't stop at anything." 

He held her close. "Please don't." 

It was strange, Jennifer thought. Before they began their affair they 

saw each other openly. But now that they were lovers, they dared not ap-

pear in public together, so they went to places where they were not apt to 

run into friends: small family restaurants downtown, a chamber music con-

cert at the Third Street Music School Settlement. They went to see a new 

play at the Omni Theatre Club on 18th Street and had dinner at the Grotta 

Azzurra on Broome Street, and ate so much that they swore off Italian food 

for a month. Only we don't have a month, Jennifer thought. Mary Beth 

was returning in fourteen days. 

They went to The Half Note to hear avant-garde jazz in the Village, 

and peeked into the windows of the small art galleries. 

Adam loved sports. He took Jennifer to watch the Knicks play, and 

Jennifer got so caught up in the game she cheered until she was hoarse. 

On Sunday they lazed around, having breakfast in their robes, trading 

sections of the Times, listening to the church bells ring across Manhattan, 

each offering up its own prayer. 

Jennifer looked over at Adam absorbed in the crossword puzzle and 

thought: Say a prayer for me. She knew that what she was doing was 

wrong. She knew that it could not last. And yet, she had never known such 

happiness, such euphoria. Lovers lived in a special world, where every 

sense was heightened, and the joy Jennifer felt now with Adam was worth 

any price she would have to pay later. And she knew she was going to have 

to pay. 

Time took on a different dimension. Before, Jennifer's life had been 

measured out in hours and meetings with clients. Now her time was count-

ed by the minutes she could spend with Adam. She thought about him when 

she was with him, and she thought about him when she was away from 

him. 
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Jennifer had read of men having heart attacks in the arms of their mis-

tresses, and so she put the number of Adam's personal physician in her pri-

vate telephone book by her bedside so that if anything ever happened it 

could be handled discreetly and Adam would not be embarrassed. 

Jennifer was filled with emotions that she had not known existed in 

her. She had never thought of herself as being domestic, but she wanted to 

do everything for Adam. She wanted to cook for him, to clean for him, to 

lay out his clothes in the morning. To take care of him. 

Adam kept a set of clothes at the apartment, and he would spend most 

nights with Jennifer. She would lie next to him, watching him fall asleep, 

and she would try to stay awake as long as possible, terrified of losing a 

moment of their precious time together. Finally, when Jennifer could keep 

her eyes open no longer, she would snuggle in Adam's arms and fall asleep, 

contented and safe. The insomnia that had plagued Jennifer for so long had 

vanished. Whatever night devils had tormented her had disappeared. When 

she curled up in Adam's arms, she was instantly at peace. 

She enjoyed walking around the apartment in Adam's shirts, and at 

night she would wear his pajama top. If she was still in bed in the morning 

when he left, Jennifer would roll over to his side of the bed. She loved the 

warm smell of him. 

It seemed that all the popular love songs she heard had been written for 

Adam and her, and Jennifer thought, Noel Coward was right. It’s amazing 

how potent cheap music can be. 

In the beginning, Jennifer had thought that the overwhelming physical 

feeling they had for each other would diminish in time, but instead it grew 

stronger. 

She told Adam things about herself that she had never told another 

human being. With Adam, there were no masks. She was Jennifer Parker, 

stripped naked, and still he loved her. It was a miracle. And they shared 

another miracle together: laughter. Impossibly, she loved Adam more each 

day. She wished that what they had would never end. But she knew it 

would. 

For the first time in her life, she became superstitious. There was a 

special blend of Kenya coffee that Adam liked. Jennifer bought some every 

few days. 

But she bought only one small can at a time. 

One of Jennifer's terrors was that something would happen to Adam 

when he was away from her and that she would not know it until she read 
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about it, or heard about it on a news program. She never told Adam of her 

fears. 

Whenever Adam was going to be late he would leave notes for Jen-

nifer around the apartment where she would come upon them unexpectedly. 

She would find them in the bread-box or in the refrigerator, or in her shoe; 

they delighted her, and she saved each one. 

Their last remaining days together raced by in a blur of joyous activity. 

Finally, it was the night before Mary Beth was to return. Jennifer and Ad-

am had dinner in the apartment, listened to music and made love. Jennifer 

lay awake all night, holding Adam in her arms. Her thoughts were of the 

happiness they had shared. The pain would come later. 

At breakfast, Adam said, "Whatever happens, I want you to know this 

– you're the only woman I've ever truly loved." 

The pain came then. 

— 15 — 
anodyne болеутоляющее сред-

ство; успокаивающий 

terrify ужасать 

immerse погружать, окунать escape бежать, уходить 

darling (favor-

ite) 

любимец match противопоставлять 

publicize рекламировать wit ум, разум 

criminal law уголовное право rigid rules жесткие правила 

urge настоятельно убеж-

дать 

swing повернуть 

investigation расследование, след-

ствие 

in line with действующий в 

согласии, в унисон 

value (regard 

highly) 

дорожить, ценить be incline to быть склонным к 

ч.-л. 

hire нанимать easygoing благодушный 

scholar ученый become an ex-

pert at 

стать знатоком, 

специалистом 

diffident неуверенный в себе; 

робкий, застенчивый, 

стеснительный 

heed учитывать 

range from колебаться adage пословица, пого-

ворка, изречение 

charge обвинение become adept at стать умелым, 

сведущим в ч.-л. 

whiplash ремень кнута; бечева 

(плети) 

anvil наковальня 

bounce выкидывать, выки-

нуть 

steer править рулем 

(корабля, лодки) 
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take a drop  быть навеселе, под 

хмельком, под мухой 

recess прерывать заседа-

ние суда на пере-

рыв 

the Estab-

lishment 

истэблишмент; пра-

вящая элита 

stall тянуть, волынить 

crush раздавливать telltale предательский; 

выдающий 

breach часть искового заяв-

ления, излагающая 

нарушение обязатель-

ства ответчиком; 

нарушение (закона, 

обязательства) 

groom причесывать 

prosecuting 

attorney 

обвинитель zero in for the 

kill 

попадать в цель 

defense attor-

ney 

адвокат, защитник resent негодовать, воз-

мущаться 

seek искать retaliation отплата, возмезд-

ие 

rankle терзать, мучить prejudice предубеждение, 

предвзятое мнение 

sweep обследовать, обшари-

вать, исследовать 

sordid грязный, жалкий; 

низкий, подлый, 

корыстный 

device приспособление, при-

бор 

arouse будить, возбуж-

дать 

surveillance надзор, наблюдение envy зависть 

peephole глазок stern суровый, неумо-

лимый 

garbage мусор, отбросы plot (make plan 

of) 

планировать 

joker (fellow) парень lethal смертельный, фа-

тальный 

stumbling 

block 

камень преткновения put sb through соединять 

torture пытка insane asylum психиатрическая 

лечебница 

privacy уединенность, сек-

ретность 

obediently послушно, покорно 

sneak красться, делать ч.-л. 

украдкой, тайком 

weird таинственный, 

странный  
 

The anodyne was work, and Jennifer immersed herself in it totally so 

that she had no time to think. 
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She had become the darling of the press, and her courtroom successes 

were highly publicized. More clients came to her than she could handle, 

and while Jennifer's chief interest was in criminal law, at Ken's urging she 

began to accept a variety of other cases. 

Ken Bailey had become more important than ever to Jennifer. He han-

dled the investigations on her cases, and he was brilliant. She was able to 

discuss other problems with him and she valued his advice. 

Jennifer and Ken moved again, this time into a large suite of offices on 

Park Avenue. Jennifer hired two bright young attorneys, Dan Martin and 

Ted Harris, both from Robert Di Silva's staff, and two more secretaries. 

Dan Martin was a former football player from Northwestern Universi-

ty and he had the appearance of an athlete and the mind of a scholar. 

Ted Harris was a slight, diffident young man who wore thick milk-

bottle spectacles and was a genius. 

Martin and Harris took care of the legwork and Jennifer handled the 

appearances at trials. 

The sign on the door read: JENNIFER PARKER & ASSOCIATES. 
 

The cases that came into the office ranged from defending a large in-

dustrial corporation on a pollution charge to representing a drunk who had 

suffered whiplash when he was bounced from a tavern. The drunk, of 

course, was a gift from Father Ryan. 

"He has a bit of a problem, " Father Ryan told Jennifer. "He's really a 

decent family man, but the poor fellow has such pressures that he some-

times takes a drop too much." 

Jennifer could not help but smile. As far as Father Ryan was con-

cerned, none of his parishioners was guilty and his only desire was to help 

them get out of the difficulty they had carelessly gotten themselves into. 

One reason Jennifer understood the priest so well was that basically she 

felt the same as he did. They were dealing with people in trouble who had 

no one to help them, with neither the money nor the power to fight the Es-

tablishment, and in the end they were crushed by it. 

The word justice was honored mostly in the breach. In the courtroom, 

neither the prosecuting attorney nor the defense attorney sought justice: 

The name of the game was to win. 

From time to time, Jennifer and Father Ryan talked about Connie Gar-

rett, but the subject always left Jennifer depressed. There was an injustice 

there and it rankled her. 
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In his office in the back room of Tony's Place, Michael Moretti 

watched as Nick Vito carefully swept the office with an electronic device, 

looking for gypsy taps. Through his police connections, Michael knew that 

no electronic surveillance had been authorized by the authorities, but once 

in a while an overzealous tin hotdog, a young detective, would set up a 

gypsy – or illegal – tap, hoping to pick up information. Michael was a 

careful man. His office and home were swept every morning and every 

evening. He was aware that he was the number one target for half a dozen 

different law agencies, but he was not concerned. He knew what they were 

doing, but they did not know what he was doing; and if they did, they could 

not prove it. 

Sometimes late at night Michael would look through the peephole of 

the restaurant's back door and watch the FBI agents pick up his garbage for 

analysis, and substitute other garbage for it. 

One night Nick Vito said, "Jesus, boss, what if the jokers dig up some-

thing?" 

Michael laughed. "I hope they do. Before they get here we switch our 

garbage with the restaurant next door." 

No, the federal agents were not going to touch him. The Family's activ-

ities were expanding, and Michael had plans that he had not even revealed 

yet. The only stumbling block was Thomas Colfax. Michael knew he had 

to get rid of the old lawyer. He needed a fresh young mind. And again and 

again, his thoughts turned to Jennifer Parker. 

Adam and Jennifer met for lunch once a week, and it was torture for 

both of them, for they had no time to be alone together, no privacy. They 

talked on the telephone every day, using code names. He was Mr. Adams 

and she was Mrs. Jay. 

"I hate sneaking around like this, " Adam said. 

"I do too." But the thought of losing him terrified her. 

The courtroom was where Jennifer escaped from her own private pain. 

The courtroom was a stage, an area where she matched wits against the 

best that the opposition could offer. Her school was the courtroom and she 

learned well. A trial was a game played within certain rigid rules, where 

the better player won, and Jennifer was determined to be the better player. 

Jennifer's cross-examinations became theatrical events, with a skilled 

speed and rhythm and timing. She learned to recognize the leader of a jury 

and to concentrate on him, knowing he could swing the others into line. 
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A man's shoes said something about his character. Jennifer looked for 

jurors who wore comfortable shoes, because they were inclined to be easy-

going. 

She learned about strategy, the overall plan of a trial, and about tac-

tics, the day-by-day maneuvers. She became an expert at shopping for 

friendly judges. Jennifer spent endless hours preparing each case, heeding 

the adage, Most cases are won or lost before the trial begins. She became 

adept at mnemonics so that she could remember jurors' names: Smith – a 

muscular man who could handle an anvil; Helm – a man steering a boat; 

Newman – a new-born baby. 

The court usually recessed at four o'clock, and when Jennifer was 

cross-examining a witness in the late afternoon, she would stall until a few 

minutes before four and then hit the witness with a verbal blow that would 

leave a strong overnight impression on the jury. 

She learned to read body language. When a witness on the stand was 

lying, there would be telltale gestures: stroking the chin, pressing the lips 

together, covering the mouth, pulling the earlobes or grooming the hair. 

Jennifer became an expert at reading those signs, and she would zero in for 

the kill. 

Jennifer discovered that being a woman was a disadvantage when it 

came to practicing criminal law. She was in macho territory. There were 

still very few women criminal attorneys and some of the male lawyers re-

sented Jennifer. On her briefcase one day Jennifer found a sticker that 

read: Women Lawyers Make the Best Motions. In retaliation, Cynthia put 

a sign on her desk that read: A Woman's Place is in the House . . . and in 

the Senate. 

Most juries started out by being prejudiced against Jennifer, for many 

of the cases she handled were sordid, and there was a tendency to make an 

association between her and her client. She was expected to dress like Jane 

Eyre and she refused, but she was careful to dress in such a fashion that 

she would not arouse the envy of the women jurors, and at the same time 

appear feminine enough so as not to antagonize the men who might feel she 

was a lesbian. At one time, Jennifer would have laughed at any of these 

considerations. But in the courtroom she found them to be stern realities. 

Because she had entered a man's world she had to work twice as hard and 

be twice as good as the competition. Jennifer learned to prepare thoroughly 

not only her own cases, but the cases of her opposition as well. She would 

lie in bed at night or sit at the desk in her office and plot her opponent's 
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strategy. What would she do if she were on the other side? What surprises 

would she try to pull? She was a general, planning both sides of a lethal 

battle. 

Cynthia buzzed on the intercom. "There's a man on line three who 

wants to talk to you, but he won't give his name or tell me what it's about." 

Six months earlier, Cynthia would simply have hung up on the man. 

Jennifer had taught her never to turn anyone away. 

"Put him through, " Jennifer said. 

A moment later she heard a man's voice ask cautiously, "Is this Jen-

nifer Parker?" 

"Yes." 

He hesitated. "Is this a safe line?" 

"Yes. What can I do for you?" 

"It's not for me. It's for – for a friend of mine." 

"I see. What's your friend's problem?" 

"This has to be in confidence, you understand." 

"I understand." 

Cynthia walked in and handed Jennifer the mail. "Wait, " Jennifer 

mouthed. 

"My friend's family locked her up in an insane asylum. She's sane. It's 

a conspiracy. The authorities are in on it." 

Jennifer was only half-listening now. She braced the telephone against 

her shoulder while she went through the morning's mail. 

The man was saying, "She's rich and her family's after her money." 

Jennifer said, "Go on, " and continued examining the mail. 

"They'd probably have me put away, too, if they found I was trying to 

help her. It could be dangerous for me. Miss Parker." 

A nut case, Jennifer decided. She said, "I'm afraid I can't do anything, 

but I'd suggest you get hold of a good psychiatrist to help your friend." 

"You don't understand. They're all in on it." 

"I do understand, " Jennifer said soothingly. "I – " 

"Will you help her?" 

"There's nothing I can – I'll tell you what. Why don't you give me your 

friend's name and address and if I get a chance, I'll look into it." 

There was a long silence. Finally the man spoke. "This is confidential, 

remember." 

Jennifer wished he would get off the telephone. Her first appointment 

was waiting in the reception room. "I’ll remember." "Cooper. Helen 
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Cooper. She had a big estate on Long Island, but they took it away from 

her." 

Obediently, Jennifer made a note on a pad in front of her. "Fine. What 

sanatorium did you say she was in?" There was a click and the line went 

dead. Jennifer threw the note into the waste basket. 

Jennifer and Cynthia exchanged a look. "It's a weird world out there," 

Cynthia said. "Miss Marshall is waiting to see you." 
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Jennifer had talked to Loretta Marshall on the telephone a week earli-

er. Miss Marshall had asked Jennifer to represent her in a paternity suit 

against Curtis Randall III, a wealthy socialite. 

Jennifer had spoken to Ken Bailey. "We need information on Curtis 

Randall III. He lives in New York, but I understand he spends a lot of time 

in Palm Beach. I want to know what his background is, and if he's been 

sleeping with a girl named Loretta Marshall." 

She had told Ken the names of the Palm Beach hotels that the woman 

had given her. Two days later, Ken Bailey had reported back. 

"It checks out. They spent two weeks together at hotels in Palm Beach, 

Miami and Atlantic City. Loretta Marshall gave birth to a daughter eight 

months ago." 

Jennifer sat back in her chair and looked at him thoughtfully. "It 

sounds as though we might have a case." 

"I don't think so." 

"What's the problem?" 

"The problem is our client. She's slept with everybody including the 

Yankees." 

"You're saying that the father of the baby could be any number of men." 

"I’m saying it could be half the world." 

"Are any of the others wealthy enough to give child support?" 

"Well, the Yankees are pretty rich, but the big league moneyman is 

Curtis Randall III." 

He handed her a long list of names. 

Loretta Marshall walked into the office. Jennifer had not been sure 

what to expect. A pretty, empty-headed prostitute, in all probability. But 

Loretta Marshall was a complete surprise. Not only was she not pretty, she 

was almost homely. Her figure was ordinary. From the number of Miss 

Marshall's romantic conquests, Jennifer had expected nothing less than a 

sexy raving beauty. Loretta Marshall was the stereotype of an elementary 
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grade schoolteacher. She was clad in a plaid wool skirt, a button-down-

collar shirt, a dark blue cardigan and sensible shoes. At first, Jennifer had 

been sure that Loretta Marshall was planning to use her to force Curtis 

Randall to pay for the privilege of raising a baby that was not his. After an 

hour's conversation with the girl, Jennifer found that her opinion had 

changed. Loretta Marshall was transparently honest. 

"Of course, I have no proof that Curtis is Melanie's father, " she smiled 

shyly. "Curtis isn't the only man I've slept with." 

"Then what makes you think he's the father of your child, Miss Mar-

shall?" 

"I don't think. I'm sure of it. It's hard to explain, but I even know the 

night Melanie was conceived. Sometimes a woman can feel those things." 

Jennifer studied her, trying to find any sign of guile or deceit. There 

was none. The girl was totally without pretense. Perhaps, Jennifer thought, 

men found that part of her charm. 

"Are you in love with Curtis Randall?" 

"Oh, yes. And Curtis said he loved me. Of course, I’m not sure he still 

does, after what’s happened." 

If you loved him, Jennifer wondered, how could you have slept with 

all those other men? The answer might have lain in that sad, homely face 

and plain figure. 

"Can you help me, Miss Parker?" 

Jennifer said cautiously, "Paternity cases are always difficult. I have a 

list of more than a dozen men you've slept with in the past year. There are 

probably others. If I have such a list, you can be sure that Curtis Randall's 

attorney will have one." 

Loretta Marshall frowned. "What about blood samples, that kind of 

thing . . . ?" 

"Blood tests are admissible in evidence only if they prove that the de-

fendant could not be the father. They're legally inconclusive." 

"I don't really care about me. It's Melanie I want protected. It's only 

right that Curtis should take care of his daughter." 

Jennifer hesitated, weighing her decision. She had told Loretta Mar-

shall the truth. Paternity cases were difficult. To say nothing about being 

messy and unpleasant. The attorneys for the defense would have a field day 

when they got this woman on the stand. They would bring up a parade of 

her lovers and, before they were through, they would make her look like a 

whore. It was not the type of case that Jennifer wanted to become involved 
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in. On the other hand, she believed Loretta Marshall. This was no ordinary 

gold digger out to gouge an ex-lover. The girl was convinced that Curtis 

Randall was the father of her child. Jennifer made her decision. 

"All right, " she said, "we'll take a crack at it." 

Jennifer set up a meeting with Roger Davis, the lawyer representing 

Curtis Randall. Davis was a partner in a large Wall Street firm and the 

importance of his position was indicated by the spacious corner suite he 

occupied. He was pompous and arrogant, and Jennifer disliked him on 

sight. 

"What can I do for you?" Roger Davis asked. 

"As I explained on the telephone, I’m here on behalf of Loretta Mar-

shall." 

He looked at her and said impatiently, "So?" 

"She's asked me to institute a paternity suit against Mr. Curtis Randall III.  

I would prefer not to do that." 

"You'd be a damned fool if you did." 

Jennifer held her temper in check. "We don't wish to drag your client's 

name through the courts. As I'm sure you know, this kind of case always 

gets nasty. Therefore, we're prepared to accept a reasonable out-of-court 

settlement." 

Roger Davis gave Jennifer a wintry smile. "I'm sure you are. Because 

you have no case. None at all." 

"1 think we have." 

"Miss Parker, I haven't time to mince words. Your client is a whore. 

She'll have intercourse with anything that moves. I have a list of men she's 

slept with. It's as long as my arm. You think my client is going to get hurt? 

Your client will be destroyed. She's a schoolteacher, I believe. Well, when 

I get through with her she'll never teach anywhere again as long as she 

lives. And I'll tell you something else. Randall believes he's the father of 

that baby. But you'll never prove it in a million years." 

Jennifer sat back, listening, her face expressionless. 

"Our position is that your client could have become impregnated by 

anyone in the Third Army. You want to make a deal? Fine. I’ll tell you 

what we'll do. We'll buy your client birth-control pills so that it doesn't 

happen again." 

Jennifer stood up, her cheeks burning. "Mr. Davis, " she said, "that lit-

tle speech of yours is going to cost your client half a million dollars." 
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And Jennifer was out the door. 

Ken Bailey and three assistants could turn up nothing against Curtis 

Randall III. He was a widower, a pillar of society, and he had had very few 

sexual flings. 

"The son of a bitch is a born-again puritan, " Ken Bailey complained. 

They were seated in the conference room at midnight, the night before 

the paternity trial was to begin. "I’ve talked to one of the attorneys in Da-

vis's office, Jennifer. They're going to destroy our client. They're not bluff-

ing." 

"Why are you sticking your neck out for this girl?" Dan Martin asked. 

"I'm not here to judge her sex life, Dan. She believes that Curtis Ran-

dall is the father of her baby. I mean, she really believes it. All she wants 

is money for her daughter – nothing for herself. I think she deserves her 

day in court." 

"We're not thinking about her, " Ken replied. "We're thinking about 

you. You're on a hot roll. Everybody's watching you. I think this is a no-

win case. It's going to be a black mark against you." 

"Let's all get some sleep, " Jennifer said. "I'll see you in court." 

The trial went even worse than Ken Bailey had predicted. Jennifer had 

had Loretta Marshall bring her baby into the courtroom, but now Jennifer 

wondered if she had not made a tactical error. She sat there, helpless, as 

Roger Davis brought witness after witness to the stand and forced each of 

them to admit they had slept with Loretta Marshall. Jennifer did not dare 

cross-examine them. They were victims, and they were testifying in public 

only because they had been forced to. All Jennifer could do was sit by 

while her client's name was besmirched. She watched the faces of the ju-

rors, and she could read the growing hostility there. Roger Davis was too 

clever to characterize Loretta Marshall as a whore. He did not have to. The 

people on the stand did it for him. 

Jennifer had brought in her own character witnesses to testify to the 

good work that Loretta Marshall had done as a teacher, to the fact that she 

attended church regularly and was a good mother; but all this made no im-

pression in the face of the horrifying array of Loretta Marshall's lovers. 

Jennifer had hoped to play on the sympathy of the jury by dramatizing the 

plight of a young woman who had been betrayed by a wealthy playboy and 

then abandoned when she had become pregnant. The trial was not working 

out that way. 
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Curtis Randall III was seated at the defendant's table. He could have 

been chosen by a casting director. He was an elegant-looking man in his 

late fifties, with striking gray hair and tanned, regular features. He came 

from a social background, belonged to all the right clubs and was wealthy 

and successful. Jennifer could feel the women on the jury mentally un-

dressing him. 

Sure, Jennifer thought. They're thinking that they're worthy to go to 

bed with Mr. Charming, but not that what-does-he-see-in-her slut sitting 

in the courtroom with a ten-month old baby in her arms. 

Unfortunately for Loretta Marshall, the child looked nothing like its 

father. Or its mother, for that matter. It could have belonged to anybody. 

As though reading Jennifer's thoughts, Roger Davis said to the jury, 

"There they sit, ladies and gentlemen, mother and child. Ah! But whose 

child? You've seen the defendant. I defy anyone in this courtroom to point 

out one single point of resemblance between the defendant and this infant. 

Surely, if my client were the father of this child, there would be some sign 

of it. Something in the eyes, the nose, the chin. Where is that resemblance? 

It doesn't exist, and for a very simple reason. The defendant is not the fa-

ther of this child. No, I’m very much afraid that what we have here is the 

classic example of a loose woman who was careless, got pregnant, and 

then looked around to see which lover could best afford to pay the bills." 

His voice softened. "Now, none of us is here to judge her. What Loret-

ta Marshall chooses to do with her personal life is her own business. The 

fact that she is a teacher and can influence the minds of small children, 

well, that is not in my purview, either. I am not here to moralize; I’m simp-

ly here to protect the interests of an innocent man." 
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Jennifer studied the jury and she had the sinking feeling that every one 

of them was on the side of Curtis Randall. Jennifer still believed Loretta 

Marshall. If only the baby looked like its father! Roger Davis was right. 

There was no resemblance at all. And he had made sure the jury was aware 

of that. 

Jennifer called Curtis Randall to the stand. She knew that this was her 

only chance to try to repair the damage that had been done, her final oppor-

tunity to turn the case around. She studied the man in the witness chair for 

a moment. 

"Have you ever been married, Mr. Randall?" 

"Yes. My wife died in a fire." There was an instinctive reaction of 

sympathy from the jury. 

Damn! Jennifer moved on quickly. "You never remarried?" 

"No. I loved my wife very much, and I – " 

"Did you and your wife have any children?" 

"No. Unfortunately, she was not able to." 

Jennifer gestured toward the baby. "Then Melanie is your only – " 

"Objection!" 

"Sustained. Counsel for the plaintiff knows better than that." 

"I'm sorry. Your Honor. It slipped out." Jennifer turned back to Curtis 

Randall. 

“Do you like children?" 

"Yes, very much." 

"You're the chairman of the board of your own corporation, are you 

not, Mr. Randall?" 

"Yes." 

"Haven't you ever wished for a son to carry on your name?" 

"I suppose every man wants that." 

"So if Melanie had been born a boy instead of – " 

"Objection!" 

"Sustained." The judge turned to Jennifer. "Miss Parker, I will ask you 

again to stop doing that." 

"Sorry, Your Honor." Jennifer turned back to Curtis Randall. "Mr. 

Randall, are you in the habit of picking up strange women and taking them 

to hotels?" 

Curtis Randall ran his tongue nervously over his lower lip. "No, I am not." 
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"Isn't it true that you first met Loretta Marshall in a bar and took her to 

a hotel room?" 

His tongue was working at his lips again. "Yes, ma'am, but that was 

just – that was just sex." 

Jennifer stared at him. "You say 'that was just sex' as though you feel 

sex is something dirty." 

"No, ma'am." His tongue flicked out again. 

Jennifer was watching it, fascinated, as it moved across his lips. She 

was filled with a sudden, wild sense of hope. She knew now what she had 

to do. She had to keep pushing him. And yet she could not push him so 

hard that the jury would become antagonistic toward her. 

"How many women have you picked up in bars?" 

Roger Davis was on his feet. "Irrelevant, Your Honor. And I object to 

this line of questioning. The only woman involved in this case is Loretta 

Marshall. We have already stipulated that the defendant had sexual inter-

course with her. Aside from that, his personal life has no relevance in this 

courtroom." 

"I disagree, Your Honor. If the defendant is the kind of man who – " 

“Sustained. Please discontinue that line of questioning, Miss Parker." 

Jennifer shrugged. "Yes, Your Honor." She turned back to Curtis Ran-

dall. "Let's get back to the night you picked up Loretta Marshall in a bar. 

What kind of bar was it?" 

"I – I really don't know. I’d never been there before." 

"It was a singles bar, wasn't it?" 

"I have no idea." 

"Well, for your information, the Play Pen was and is a singles bar. It 

has the reputation of being a pickup place, a rendezvous where men and 

women go to meet partners they can take to bed. Isn't that why you went 

there, Mr. Randall?" 

Curtis Randall began to lick his lips again. "It – it may have been. 

I don't remember." 

"You don't remember?" Jennifer's voice was weighted with sarcasm. 

"Do you happen to remember the date on which you first met Loretta Mar-

shall in that bar?" 

"No, I don't. Not exactly." 

"Then let me refresh your memory." 

Jennifer walked over to the plaintiff's table and began looking through 

some papers. She scribbled a note as though she were copying a date and 
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handed it to Ken Bailey. He studied it, a puzzled expression on his face. 

Jennifer moved back toward the witness box. "It was on January eight-

eenth, Mr. Randall." 

Out of the corner of her eye, Jennifer saw Ken Bailey leaving the 

courtroom. 

"It could have been, I suppose. As I said, I don't remember." 

For the next fifteen minutes, Jennifer went on questioning Curtis Ran-

dall. It was a rambling, gentle cross-examination, and Roger Davis did not 

interrupt, because he saw that Jennifer was making no points with the ju-

rors, who were beginning to look bored. 

Jennifer kept talking, keeping an eye out for Ken Bailey. 

In the middle of a question, Jennifer saw him hurry into the courtroom, 

carrying a small package. 

Jennifer turned to the judge. "Your Honor, may I ask for a fifteen-

minute recess?" 

The judge looked at the clock on the wall. "Since it's almost time for 

lunch, the court will adjourn until one-thirty." 

At one-thirty the court was in session again. Jennifer had moved Loret-

ta Marshall to a seat closer to the jury box, with the baby on her lap. 

The judge said, "Mr. Randall, you are still under oath. You will not 

have to be sworn in again. Take the stand, please." 

Jennifer watched as Curtis Randall sat down in the witness box. She 

walked up to him and said, "Mr. Randall, how many illegitimate children 

have you sired?" 

Roger Davis was on his feet. "Objection! This is outrageous, Your 

Honor. I will not have my client subjected to this kind of humiliation." 

The judge said, "Objection sustained." He turned to Jennifer. "Miss 

Parker, I have warned you – " 

Jennifer said contritely, "I'm sorry, Your Honor." 

She looked at Curtis Randall and saw that she had accomplished what 

she had wanted. He was nervously licking his lips. Jennifer turned toward 

Loretta Marshall and her baby. The baby was busily licking its lips. Jen-

nifer slowly walked over to the baby and stood in front of her a long mo-

ment, focusing the attention of the jury. 

"Look at that child, " Jennifer said softly. 

They were all staring at little Melanie, her pink tongue licking her un-

derlip. 



 186 

Jennifer turned and walked back to the witness box. "And look at 

this man." 

Twelve pairs of eyes turned to focus on Curtis Randall. He sat there 

nervously licking his underlip, and suddenly the resemblance was unmis-

takable. Forgotten was the fact that 

Loretta Marshall had slept with dozens of other men. Forgotten was 

the fact that Curtis Randall was a pillar of the community. 

"This is a man, " Jennifer said mournfully, "of position and means. 

A man everyone looks up to. I want to ask you only one question: What 

kind of man is it who would deny his own child?" 

The jury was out less than one hour, returning with a judgment for the 

plaintiff. Loretta Marshall would receive two hundred thousand dollars in 

cash and two thousand dollars a month for child support. 

When the verdict came in, Roger Davis strode up to Jennifer, his face 

flushed with anger. "Did you do something with that baby?" 

"What do you mean?" 

Roger Davis hesitated, unsure of himself. "That lip thing. That's what 

won the jury over, the baby licking her lips like that. Can you explain it?" 

"As a matter of fact, " Jennifer said loftily, "I can. It's called heredity." 

And she walked away. 

Jennifer and Ken Bailey disposed of the bottle of corn syrup on the 

way back to the office. 
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Adam Warner had known from almost the beginning that his marriage 

to Mary Beth had been a mistake. He had been impulsive and idealistic, 

trying to protect a young girl who seemed lost and vulnerable to the world. 

He would give anything not to hurt Mary Beth, but Adam was deeply 

in love with Jennifer. He needed someone to talk to, and he decided on 

Stewart Needham. Stewart had always been sympathetic. He would under-

stand Adam's position. 

The meeting turned out to be quite different from what Adam had 

planned. As Adam walked into Stewart Needham's office, Needham said, 

"Perfect timing. I've just been on the phone with the election committee. 

They're formally asking you to run for the United States Senate. You'll 

have the full backing of the party." 

"I – that's wonderful, " Adam said. 

"We have a lot to do, my boy. We have to start organizing things. I'll 

set up a fund-raising committee. Here's where I think we should begin . . ." 

For the next two hours, they discussed plans for the campaign. 

When they had finished, Adam said, "Stewart, there's something per-

sonal I'd like to talk to you about." 
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"I'm afraid I'm late for a client now, Adam." 

And Adam had the sudden feeling that Stewart Needham had known 

what was on Adam's mind all the while. 

Adam had a date to meet Jennifer for lunch at a dairy restaurant on the 

West Side. She was waiting for him in a rear booth. 

Adam walked in, charged with energy, and from his expression Jen-

nifer knew that something had happened. 

"I have some news for you, " Adam told her. "I’ve been asked to run 

for the United States Senate." 

"Oh, Adam!" Jennifer was filled with a sudden excitement. "That's 

wonderful! You'll make such a great senator!" 

"The competition's going to be fierce. New York's a tough state." 

"It doesn't matter. No one can stop you." And Jennifer knew it was 

true. Adam was intelligent and courageous, willing to fight the battles he 

believed in. As he had once fought her battle. 

Jennifer took his hand and said warmly, "I'm so proud of you, darling." 

"Easy, I haven't been elected yet. You've heard about cups, lips and 

slips." 

"That has nothing to do with my being proud of you. I love you so 

much, Adam." 

"I love you, too." 

Adam thought about telling Jennifer of the discussion he had almost 

had with Stewart Needham, but he decided not to. It could wait until he had 

straightened things out. 

"When will you start campaigning?" 

"They want me to announce that I'm running right away. I'll have 

unanimous party backing." 

"That's wonderful!" 

There was something that was not wonderful tugging at the back of 

Jennifer's mind. It was something she did not want to put into words, but 

she knew that sooner or later she was going to have to face it. She wanted 

Adam to win, but the Senate race would be a sword of Damocles hanging 

over her head. If Adam won, Jennifer would lose him. He would be run-

ning on a reform ticket and there would be no margin in his life for any 

scandal. He was a married man and if it was learned he had a mistress, it 

would be political suicide. 
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That night, for the first time since she had fallen in love with Adam, 

Jennifer had insomnia. She was awake until dawn battling the demons of 

the night. 

Cynthia said, "There's a call waiting for you. It's the Martian again." 

Jennifer looked at her blankly. 

"You know, the one with the story about the insane asylum. " 

Jennifer had put the man completely out of her mind. He obviously 

was someone in need of psychiatric help. 

"Tell him to – " She sighed. "Never mind. I'll tell him myself." 

She picked up the telephone. "Jennifer Parker." 

The familiar voice said, "Did you check the information I gave you?" 

"I haven't had a chance." She remembered she had thrown away the 

notes she had made. "I'd like to help you. Will you give me your name?" 

"I can't, " he whispered. "They'll come after me, too. You just check it 

out. Helen Cooper. Long Island." 

"I can recommend a doctor who – " The line went dead. 

Jennifer sat there a moment, thinking, and then asked Ken Bailey to 

come into the office. 

"What's up, Chief?" 

"Nothing – I think. I’ve had a couple of crank calls from someone who 

won't leave his name. Would you please see if you can find out anything 

about a woman named Helen Cooper. She's supposed to have had a large 

estate on Long Island." 

"Where is she now?" 

"Either in some insane asylum or on Mars." 

Two hours later, Ken Bailey walked in and surprised Jennifer by say-

ing, "Your Martian has landed. There's a Helen Cooper committed at The 

Heathers Asylum in Westchester." 

"Are you sure?" Ken Bailey looked hurt. "I didn't mean that, " Jennifer 

said. Ken was the best investigator she had ever known. He never said 

anything unless he was positive of it, and he never got his facts wrong. 

"What's our interest in the lady?" Ken asked. 

"Someone thinks she's been framed into the asylum. I’d like you to 

check out her background. I want to know about her family." 

The information was on Jennifer's desk the following morning. Helen 

Cooper was a dowager who had been left a fortune of four million dollars 

by her late husband. Her daughter had married the superintendent of the 



 190 

building where they lived and, six months after the marriage, the bride and 

groom had gone to court to ask that the mother be declared incompetent, 

and that the estate be put under their control. They had found three psy-

chiatrists who had testified to Helen Cooper's incompetency and the court 

had committed her to the asylum. 

Jennifer finished reading the report and looked up at Ken 

Bailey. "The whole thing sounds a little fishy, doesn't it?" 

"Fishy? You could wrap it up in a newspaper and serve it with chips. 

What are you going to do about it?" 

It was a difficult question. Jennifer had no client. If Mrs. Cooper's 

family had had her locked away, they certainly would not welcome Jen-

nifer's interference, and since the woman herself had been declared insane, 

she was not competent to hire Jennifer. It was an interesting problem. One 

thing Jennifer knew: Client or not, she was not going to stand by and see 

someone railroaded into an insane asylum. 

"I'm going to pay a visit to Mrs. Cooper, " Jennifer decided. 

The Heathers Asylum was located in Westchester in a large, wooded 

area. The grounds were fenced in and the only access was through a guard-

ed gate. Jennifer was not yet ready to let the family know what she was 

doing, so she had telephoned around until she had found an acquaintance 

with a connection to the sanatorium. He had made arrangements for her to 

pay a visit to Mrs. Cooper. 

The head of the asylum, Mrs. Franklin, was a dour, hard-faced woman 

who reminded Jennifer of Mrs. Danvers in Rebecca. 

"Strictly speaking, " Mrs. Franklin sniffed, "I should not be letting you 

talk to Mrs. Cooper. However, we'll call this an unofficial visit. It won't go 

in the records." 

"Thank you." 

"I'll have her brought in." 
 

blaze сверкать bias неточный 

butler дворецкий truculent агрессивный, 

драчливый 

fire увольнять clear-cut  ясно очерченный, 

четкий 

gracious любезный pull клонить 

greed жадность, алчность looney рехнувшийся; 

чокнутый 
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sadden печалить consternation смятение, ужас, 

оцепенение 

estate поместье butt in (inter-

rupt) 

встревать, 

вмешиваться 

indeed действительно, в 

самом деле 

make cash  получать наличными 

get one’s 

hands on 

завладеть ч.-л., за-

получить; прибрать 

к рукам 

drop оставить, перестать 

заниматься 

wryly криво улыбаясь deal сделка 

penthouse 

(US apart-

ment on the 

roof)  

мезонин; особняк, 

выстроенный на 

крыше небоскреба 

at one’s dis-

posal 

в ч.-л. распоряжении 

name plate табличка с 

фамилией 

reverse one’s 

decision 

отметить решение 

cast (squint) косоглазие release освобождать 

grunt проворчать, ворчать restore to 

one’s control 

возвратить под ч.-л. 

контроль 

escort проводить, провести crowded переполненный делами 

bluntly тупо thoughtful 

(considerate) 

внимательный, чуткий, 

предупредительный 

insanity 

(madness) 

душевная, 

психическая 

болезнь, 

невменяемость 

  

 

Helen Cooper was a slim, attractive-looking woman in her late sixties. 

She had vivid blue eyes that blazed with intelligence, and she was as gra-

cious as though she were receiving Jennifer in her own home. 

"It was good of you to come and visit me, " Mrs. Cooper said, "but I'm 

afraid I'm not quite sure why you're here " 

"I'm an attorney, Mrs. Cooper. I received two anonymous telephone 

calls telling me you were in here and that you didn't belong here." 

Mrs. Cooper smiled gently. "That must have been Albert." 

"Albert?" 

"He was my butler for twenty-five years. When my daughter, Dorothy, 

married, she fired him." She sighed. "Poor Albert. He really belongs to the 

past, to another world. I suppose, in a sense, I do too. You're very young, 

my dear, so perhaps you're not aware of how much things have changed. 

Do you know what's missing today? Graciousness. It's been replaced, I'm 

afraid, by greed." 
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Jennifer asked quietly, "Your daughter?" 

Mrs. Cooper's eyes saddened. "I don't blame Dorothy. It's her husband. 

He's not a very attractive man, not morally, at least. I'm afraid my daughter 

is not very attractive physically. Herbert married Dorothy for her money 

and found out that the estate was entirely in my hands. He didn't like that." 

"Did he say that to you?" 

"Oh, yes indeed. My son-in-law was quite open about it. He thought 

I should give my daughter the estate then, instead of making her wait until I 

died. I would have, except that I didn't trust him. I knew what would hap-

pen if he ever got his hands on all that money." 

"Have you ever had any history of mental illness. Mrs. Cooper?" 

Helen Cooper looked at Jennifer and said wryly, "According to the 

doctors, I’m suffering from schizophrenia and paranoia." 

Jennifer had the feeling that she had never spoken to a more sane per-

son in her life. 

"You are aware that three doctors testified that you were incompetent?" 

"The Cooper estate is valued at four million dollars, Miss Parker. You 

can influence a lot of doctors for that kind of money. I'm afraid you're 

wasting your time. My son-in-law controls the estate now. He'll never let 

me leave here." 

"I'd like to meet your son-in-law." 

The Plaza Towers was on East 72nd Street, in one of the most beauti-

ful residential areas of New York. Helen Cooper had her own penthouse 

there. Now the name plate on the door read Mr. and Mrs. Herbert Haw-

thorne. 

Jennifer had telephoned ahead to the daughter, Dorothy, and when 

Jennifer arrived at the apartment, both Dorothy and her husband were 

waiting for her. Helen Cooper had been right about her daughter. She was 

not attractive. She was thin and mousy-looking, with no chin, and her right 

eye had a cast in it. Her husband, Herbert, looked like a clone of Archie 

Bunker. He was at least twenty years older than Dorothy. 

"Come on in, " he grunted. 

He escorted Jennifer from the reception hall into an enormous living 

room, the walls of which were covered with paintings by French and Dutch 

masters. 

Hawthorne said to Jennifer bluntly, "Now, suppose you tell me what 

the hell this is all about." 
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Jennifer turned to the girl. "It's about your mother." 

"What about her?" 

"When did she first start showing signs of insanity?" 

"She – " 

Herbert Hawthorne interrupted. "Right after Dorothy and me got mar-

ried. The old lady couldn't stand me." 

That's certainly one proof of sanity, Jennifer thought. 

"I read the doctors' reports," Jennifer said. "They seemed biased." 

"What do you mean, biased?" His tone was truculent. 

"What I mean is that the reports indicated that they were dealing in 

gray areas where there were no clear-cut criteria for establishing what so-

ciety calls sanity. Their decision was shaped, in part, by what you and your 

wife told them about Mrs. Cooper's behavior." 

"What are you tryin' to say?" 

"I'm saying that the evidence is not clear-cut. Three other doctors 

could have come up with an entirely different conclusion." 

"Hey, look, " Herbert Hawthorne said, "I dunno what you think you're 

tryin' to pull, but the old lady's a looney. The doctors said so and the court 

said so." 

"I read the court transcript, " Jennifer replied. "The court also suggest-

ed that her case be periodically reviewed." 

There was consternation on Herbert Hawthorne's face. "You mean 

they might let her out?" 

"They're going to let her out, " Jennifer promised. "I'm going to see to it." 

"Wait a minute! What the hell is goin' on here?" 

"That's what I intend to find out." Jennifer turned to the girl. "I 

checked out your mother's previous medical history. There has never been 

anything wrong with her, mentally or emotionally. She – " 

Herbert Hawthorne interrupted. "That don't mean a damn thing! These 

things can come on fast. She – " 

"In addition, " Jennifer continued to Dorothy, "I checked on your 

mother's social activities before you had her put away. She lived a com-

pletely normal life." 

"I don't care what you or anybody else says. She's crazy!" Herbert 

Hawthorne shouted. 

Jennifer turned to him and studied him a moment. "Did you ask Mrs. 

Cooper to give the estate to you?" 

"That's none of your goddamned business!" 
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"I'm making it my business. I think that's all for now." Jennifer moved 

toward the door. 

Herbert Hawthorne stepped in front of her, blocking her way. "Wait a 

minute. You're buttin' in where you're not wanted. You're lookin' to make a 

little cash for yourself, right? Okay, I understand that, honey. Tell you 

what I'll do. Why don't I give you a check right now for a thousand dollars 

for services rendered and you just drop this whole thing. Huh?" 

"Sorry, " Jennifer replied. "No deal." 

"You think you're gonna get more from the old lady?" 

"No, " Jennifer said. She looked him in the eye. "Only one of us is in 

this for the money." 

It took six weeks of hearings and psychiatric consultations and confer-

ences with four different state agencies. Jennifer brought in her own psy-

chiatrists and when they were finished with their examinations and Jennifer 

had laid out all the facts at her disposal, the judge reversed his earlier deci-

sion and Helen Cooper was released and her estate restored to her control. 

The morning of Mrs.Cooper's release she telephoned Jennifer. 

"I want to take you to lunch at Twenty-One." 

Jennifer looked at her calendar. She had a crowded morning, a lunch-

eon date and a busy afternoon in court, but she knew how much this meant 

to the elderly woman. "I'll be there, " Jennifer said. 

Helen Cooper's voice was pleased. "We'll have a little celebration." 

The luncheon went beautifully. Mrs. Cooper was a thoughtful hostess, 

and obviously they knew her well at 21. 

Jerry Berns escorted them to a table upstairs, where they were sur-

rounded by beautiful antiques and Georgian silver. The food and service 

were superb. 

Helen Cooper waited until they were having their coffee. 

Then she said to Jennifer, "I’m very grateful to you, my dear. I don't 

know how large a fee you were planning to charge, but I want to give you 

something more." 

"My fees are high enough." 

Mrs. Cooper shook her head. "It doesn't matter." She leaned forward, 

took Jennifer's hands in hers and dropped her voice to a whisper. 

"I'm going to give you Wyoming." 
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Comprehension 

 

  2.   Give detailed answers to the following questions 
 

1. Jennifer signed a lease. What apartment did she move into? 

2. How did Adam and Jennifer spend evenings and what did they do at 

weekends? 

3. The sign on the door of Jennifer’s large suite of offices on Park Ave-

nue read: JENNIFER & ASSOCIATES. Who were her associates? 

What were their responsibilities? 

4. What cases came into Jennifer’s office? 

5. What was done at Michael Moretti’s office and home every morning 

and evening? 

6. Whom did Michael Moretti want to get rid of? Why? 

7. How did criminal attorneys, some of the male lawyers and most juries 

treat Jennifer? 

8. What information did a man on line provide Jennifer with? 

9. What had Miss Marshall asked Jennifer for? 

10. Why did Jennifer decide to take a crack at Loretta Marshal case in 

spite of the fact that paternity cases are always difficult, messy, and 

unpleasant? 

11. How did Jennifer defend Miss Marshall? 

12. What was the purpose of Adam’s visit to Stewart Needham? 

13. What news did Adam tell Jennifer at a dairy restaurant on the West 

Side? 

14. What was there that was not wonderful tugging at the back of Jen-

nifer’s mind? 

15. Who initiated Helen Cooper’s case? 

16. Who made arrangements for Jennifer to pay a visit to Mrs. Cooper? 

17. How did Helen Cooper look like? 

18. Whom did Jennifer want to meet after her visit to Helen Cooper? 

19. How did Herbert Hawthorne try to settle the matter? 

20. How did Jennifer manage to release Mrs. Cooper? 
 

  3.   Find evidence in the text to support the following state-

ments 
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1. Jennifer was extremely happy on the one hand and lived in fear on the 

other. 

2. Jennifer acquired a lot of new professional skills. 

3. Roger Davis, the lawyer representing Curtis Randall, was convincing 

when he tried to persuade Jennifer that she had no case. 

4. The meeting with Stewart Needham turned to be quite different from 

what Adam had planned. 

5. Helen Cooper was the sanest person Jennifer had ever spoken to. 

6. Helen Cooper’ daughter was not attractive. 

7. The doctors’ reports proving Helen Cooper’s madness seemed biased. 

8. Mrs. Cooper was a thoughtful hostess. 
 

  4.   Consider the following topics. Make use of the words and 

word combinations given in brackets 
 

1. A paternity suit against Curtis Randal Ш. a) The plaintiff: 

Loretta Marshall (a complete surprise, not pretty, homely, ordinary figure, 

the stereotype of an elementary grade schoolteacher, to use sb, to force sb 

to do smth, to pay for smth, to raise a baby, to be transparently honest, to 

have no proof, to be sure, money for her daughter – nothing for herself, 

without pretense) b) The defendant: Curtis Randall 111 (to turn up smth, 

a wealthy socialite, widower, a pillar of society, a born-again puritan, an 

elegant-looking man, striking gray hair, tanned, regular features, to come 

from a social background, to belong to, wealthy and successful, resem-

blance) c) Paternity cases (a no-win case, difficult, messy, unpleasant, to 

bring up a parade of sb, to make sb to look like, to get nasty, to become 

involved in, to destroy a client, to stick one’s neck out for sb, to be a black 

mark) 
 

2. The trial: Loretta Marshall v. Curtis Randall 111 (to go worse, 

to predict, to bring one’s baby into the courtroom, to bring witness after 

witness to the stand, cross-examination, a victim,  to testify in public, to be 

besmirched, to read the growing hostility, to play on the sympathy of the 

jury, to dramatize the plight of a woman, to betray, to abandon, one single 

point of resemblance, to be on one’s side, to look like, to run one’s tongue 

nervously over smth, to work at one’s lips, to flick out, to be filled with a 

sudden, wild sense of hope, to keep pushing sb, to scribble a note, to copy a 

date, to hand smth to sb, a puzzled expression, to leave the courtroom, to 
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ask for a fifteen-minute recess, to accomplish, to lick one’s lips, to stare at, 

to focus on, to be unmistakable, a judgment for the plaintiff) 
 

3. The information Ken Baily found out about Helen Cooper’s 

background (to put sb out of mind, in need of psychiatric help, a couple of 

crank calls, a dowager, to be left a fortune, a superintendent, to go to court, 

to be declared incompetent, to put under one’s control, to testify to smth, to 

commit sb to the asylum) 
 

4. Jennifer’s visit to the asylum (to receive an anonymous tele-

phone call, a butler, to fire sb., to be aware of smth, to blame sb, to marry 

sb for money, to trust sb, to get one’s hands on the money, to suffer from 

schizophrenia and paranoia, to speak to a sane person, to be valued at, to 

influence sb, a son-in law, to control) 
 

5. Jennifer’s visit to the Heberts’ (to have a penthouse, to telephone 

ahead, to escort sb from smth, to be covered with paintings, to show signs 

of insanity, proof of insanity, to seem biased, to deal in gray area, clear-cut 

criteria, to pull,  to read the court transcript, to check out one’s previous 

medical history, to check on one’s activity, to live a normal life, to make 

smth one’s own business, to give sb a check, to drop) 

Activator 

 

  5.   Give the English equivalents of the following Russian 

words and word combinations 
 

1. суеверный 2. уголовное право 3. расследование 4. адвокат об-

винения 5. адвокат защиты 6. высокомерный 7. нарушать закон 

8. перекрестный допрос 9. незаконнорожденный 10. наследствен-

ность 11. стать знатоком, специалистом 12. обвинение 

13. нарушение права 14. объявить недееспособным, 15. жестокая 

конкуренция 16. унижение 17. психиатрическая больница 18. не-

уместный, не относящийся к делу 19. отцовство 20. беспорядочно 

выстроенный перекрестный допрос 21. мера возмездия 
 

  6.   Translate into English using the words and word combina-

tions from the text  
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1. Единственным средством избавиться от навязчивых мыслей бы-

ла работа, и Дженнифер с головой ушла в нее. 

2. В зале суда ни обвинитель, ни защитник не стремились к вос-

становлению справедливости. Выиграть дело во чтобы то ни 

стало, вот что их беспокоило. 

3. Суд – это игра по определенным правилам, в которой побеждает 

сильнейший игрок, и она знала, что должна быть сильнее дру-

гих. 

4. Дженнифер тщательно готовилась к каждому делу, следуя изре-

чению: «Большинство дел выигрываются или проигрываются 

еще до начала суда». 

5. Дженнифер представляла Мисс Маршалл в суде по иску об уста-

новлении отцовства против Кэртиса Рандела. 

6. Дженнифер не осмеливалась подвергать их перекрестному до-

просу. 

7. Посовещавшись около часа, присяжные вынесли приговор в 

пользу Лоретты Маршалл.  

8. Она хотела, чтобы Адам победил, но в этом случае над ней по-

виснет Дамоклов меч. 

9. Элен Купер была вдовой. Муж оставил ей наследство в 4 милли-

она долларов. 

10. Дочь обратилась в суд с просьбой признать Элен Купер недее-

способной. 
 

  7.   Match the words on the left with their definitions on the 

right. Then choose the best word from those given to com-

plete each of the sentences which follow 
 

1. breach  a) lawyer who files appearance on behalf of de-

fendant and represents such in civil or criminal 

case  

2. charge b) a case in which a person tries to get justice for 

some wrong that has been done to him  

3. criminal law c) the watching of sb, especially sb suspected of 

being a criminal, spy 

4. defense attor-

ney 

d) an action that breaks a law, rule, or agreement 

between people, groups or countries 
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5. prosecuting 

attorney 

e) the name of the public officer who is appointed 

or elected in each judicial district, circuit, or 

country, to conduct criminal prosecution on be-

half of the State or people 

6. release f) unfairly influenced in favor of or against one 

particular person, opinion 

7. escape g) to start legal proceedings against sb 

8. suit h) a formal accusation, made by an authority such 

as the police, that sb is guilty of a crime and 

has to stand trial in a court of law 

9. sue i) to succeed in getting away from a place such as 

a prison  

10. investigate j) to examine all the details, in order to find out 

what had happened or what is happening 

11. surveillance k) deals with crimes – that is, actions considered 

harmful to society. Crimes range in seriousness 

from disorderly conduct to murder  

12. biased l) to set the person that has been in captivity free  
 

1. The police arrested her on a … of conspiracy to murder.  

2. If you hear such a rumour … it thoroughly. 

3. The judge reversed his earlier decision and Helen Cooper … … and 

her estate restored to her control. 

4. Police officers enforce … …, which covers murder, robbery, burglary, 

and other crimes that threaten society.  

5. We will expel any member found to be in … of the rules. 

6. Douglas, a Democrat, was elected … … for his district in 1835. 

7. Through his connections, Michael knew that no electronic … had been 

authorized by the authorities. 

8. Miss Marshall had asked Jennifer to represent her in a paternity … 

against Curtis Randall, a wealthy socialite. 

9. The … … convinced the jury that a shoplifter had merely forgotten to 

pay for the merchandise.  

10. Ken Bailey handled the … on Jennifer’s cases, and he was brilliant.  

11. In 1966 the master spy George Blake … from prison. 

12. . “I read the doctors’ reports, ” Jennifer said. “They seemed ….” 
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  8.   Replace the highlighted words with a suitable expression 

given in the box, using the correct tense/form  
 

take a drop too much, hold one’s temper in check, mince words, at one’s 

disposal, reverse one’s decision, get one’s hands on smth, be left a for-

tune by sb, take a crack at smth, sound fishy, swing sb into line, be a 

stumbling block, straighten things out 

 

1. Roger Davis, the lawyer representing Curtis Randal, hadn’t time to 

say with affected delicacy. 

2. He’s really a decent family man, but the poor fellow has such pres-

sures that he sometimes is drunk. 

3. The judge changed his earlier decision so that it was the opposite of 

what it was. 

4. I knew what would happen if he ever got possession of all that money. 

5. Jennifer brought in her own psychiatrists and when they were finished 

with their examinations Jennifer had laid out all the facts available 

for her to use. 

6. Telling Jennifer of the discussion he had almost had with Stewart 

Needham could wait until he had put things in order. 

7. Jennifer made her decision. "All right," she said, "we’ll make an at-

tempt at a paternity suit against Curtis Randall." 

8. Jennifer finished reading the report and looked up at Ken Bailey. "The 

whole thing causes a feeling of doubt, doesn’t it?" 

9. Jennifer learned to recognize the leader of a jury and concentrate on 

him, knowing he could make the others change their opinions. 

10. "You’d be a damned fool if you institute a paternity suit against Mr. 

Curtis Randal." Jennifer kept her temper under control. 

11. The Family’s activities were expanding, and Michael had plans. 

Thomas Colfax caused difficulties. 

12. Helen Cooper was a dowager who had inherited a very large 

amount of money from her husband. 
 

  9.   Match the words in bold with the definition below 
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1. Michael would look through the peephole of the restaurant’s back 

door and watch the FBI agents pick up his garbage for the analysis. 

2. Most juries started out by being prejudiced against Jennifer. 

3. Haven’t you ever wished for a son to carry on your name? 

4.  When the verdict came in, Roger Davis strode up to Jennifer, his 

face flushed with anger. 

5. Adam and Jennifer went to places where they were not apt to run into 

friends. 

6. Adam was formally asked to run for the United States Senate. 

7. Ken Bailey and three assistants could turn up nothing against Curtis 

Randal. 

8. Herbert Hawthorne stepped in front of her way. "You are butting in 

where you are not wanted." 

9. Cynthia buzzed on the intercom. "There is a man on line three." "Put 

him through," Jennifer said. 

10. "I can’t give you my name, " he whispered. "They’ll come after me, 

too. You just check it out. Helen Cooper. Long Island." 
 

a. meet sb by chance 

b. force oneself into the conversation 

c. take the first steps 

d. make sure that smth is actually true, correct or acceptable 

e. take hold of and lift 

f. compete for smth as a candidate 

g. become involved in a private conversation that does not concern you 

h. study, examine 

i. find smth by thoroughly searching for it 

j. connect sb to sb else on the telephone 

k. be received 

l. continue 

m. walk with long steps 

 

  10.   Put in the correct prepositions 
 

1. She thought … him when she was … him, and she thought … him 

when she was away … him.  
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2. He would leave notes … Jennifer … the apartment.  

3. Jennifer’s chief interest was … criminal law, … Ken’s urging she be-

gan to accept a variety … other cases.  

4. There was a tendency to make an association … her and her client.  

5. Jennifer hoped to play … the sympathy … the jury … dramatizing the 

plight … a young woman who had been betrayed… a wealthy play-

boy.  

6. There was an instinctive reaction … sympathy … the jury.  

7. Jennifer’s voice was weighted … sarcasm.  

8. They're formally asking you to run … the United States Senate. 

9. She remembered she had thrown … the notes she had made. 

10. They had found three psychiatrists who had testified … Helen 

Cooper's incompetence and the court had committed her … the asylum. 

11. He had made arrangements … her to pay a visit to Mrs. Cooper. 

12. Herbert married Dorothy … her money and found … that the estate 

was entirely in my hands. He didn’t like that.  

13. According to the doctors, I’m suffering … schizophrenia and paranoia. 

14. You can influence … a lot of doctors for that kind of money. 

15. Jennifer had laid … all the facts … her disposal. 

16. She leaned forward, took Jennifer's hands … hers and dropped her 

voice … a whisper. 
 

Discussion 

 

  11.   Agree or disagree to the statements. Give your arguments 

for or against them 
 

1. Lovers live in a special world where every sense is heightened, and the 

joy they feel with each other is worth any price they can have to pay 

later.  

2. The word justice was honored mostly in the breach. In the courtroom, 

neither the prosecuting attorney nor the defense attorney sought jus-

tice: The name of the game was to win. 
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  12.   Comment on the following ideas 
 

1. Most cases are won or lost before the trial begins. (Jennifer Parker) 

2. Being a woman was a disadvantage when it came to practicing crimi-

nal law. It was a man’s world. (Jennifer Parker) 
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(Chapters 17-21) 
 

 

Vocabulary preview 

 

  1.   Read the text carefully. The following words and word 

combinations will help you to avoid difficulties in under-

standing 

— 17 — 

acquittal (in 

court of law)  

оправдание rear end задняя часть 

slay умерщвлять, 

убивать 

skid sideways занести на тротуар 

give an account  дать отчет barely (scarcely) едва 

laudatory хвалебный yell вопить, закричать 

hint (suggestion) намек hunch (intuitive 

feeling) 

чутье, интуиция 

stepping-stone трамплин, камень 

для перехода 

overlook (fail to 

notice) 

проглядеть, 

просмотреть 

be a natural  быть созданным 

для ч.-л., быть 

молодцом 

freak (abnormal 

person) 

урод 

grunt ворчать be liable (be 

answerable) 

быть 

ответственным 

pay for  поплатиться hit the jackpot неожиданно пре-

успеть, добиться 

большого успеха 

antagonize раздражать, 

нервничать 

recall отменять, отзывать 

stroke удар deficiency in the 

braking system 

дефект тормозной 

системы 

tremble дрожать swing around заносить 

cane трость lose an appeal  потерять право 

апелляции 

parchment пергамент get hit with  столкнуться 

PART 6 
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suck out высасывать res judicata лат. рес юдиката 

(принцип недопу-

стимости повторно-

го рассмотрения 

однажды решенно-

го дела) 

strike terror приводить в ужас civil case гражданское дело 

chieftain вождь, атаман, 

главарь 

double jeopardy риск дважды поне-

сти уголовную от-

ветственность за 

одно и то же пре-

ступление 

cocky нахальный, 

разбитной 

criminal case уголовное дело 

small stuff незначительное 

дело 

litigation тяжба, судебный 

спор, процесс 

handle sb  справляться с к.-л. final judgement окончательное 

решение, 

заключительное 

решение 

instant spate внезапный, 

мгновенный поток 

on the merits of 

a case  

по существу дела 

take aback поразить, 

поражать 

ground, n основание 

slam down швырнуть ч.-л. discovery, n обнаружение 

(нового факта 

преступления) 

stirring волнение relevant fact  факт, относящийся 

к делу, релевант-

ный факт 

anger гнев proper litigation  правильный 

процесс 

innate врожденный, 

природный 

defendant ответчик, обвиняе-

мый 

ruthlessness жестокость, 

безжалостность 

hold back infor-

mation  

утаивать 

информацию 

despise, v презирать, 

пренебрегать 

move for a new 

trial  

ходатайствовать о 

новом судебном 

разбирательстве 

have spirit  иметь характер have a case  иметь судебный 

прецедент 

have the nerve to  иметь наглость out-of-court set-

tlement  

вне судебного 

урегулирования 

run down  сбить к.-л. settle решить, определить 
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slam on one’ s 

brake  

резко тормозить   

The front page of The New York Times carried two stories of interest, 

side by side. One was an announcement that Jennifer Parker had obtained 

an acquittal for a woman accused of slaying her husband. The other was an 

article about Adam Warner running for the United States Senate. 

Jennifer read the story about Adam again and again. It gave his back-

ground, told about his service as a pilot in the Viet Nam War, and gave an 

account of his receiving the Distinguished Flying Cross for bravery. It was 

highly laudatory, and a number of prominent people were quoted as saying 

that Adam Warner would be a credit to the United States Senate and to the 

nation. At the end of the article, there was a strong hint that if Adam were 

successful in his campaign, it could easily be a stepping-stone to his run-

ning for the presidency of the United States. 

In New Jersey, at Antonio Granclli's farmhouse, Michael Moretti and 

Antonio Granelli were finishing breakfast. 

Michael was reading the article about Jennifer Parker. 

He looked up at his father-in-law and said, "She's done it again, To-

ny." 

Antonio Granelli spooned up a piece of poached egg. "Who done what 

again?" 

"That lawyer. Jennifer Parker. She's a natural." 

Antonio Granelli grunted. "I don' like the idea of no woman lawyer 

workin' for us. Women are weak. You never know what the hell they gon-

na do." 

Michael said cautiously, "You're right, a lot of them are, Tony." 

It would not pay for him to antagonize his father-in-law. As long as 

Antonio Granelli was alive, he was dangerous; but watching him now, Mi-

chael knew he would not have to wait much longer. The old man had had a 

series of small strokes and his hands trembled. It was difficult for him to 

talk, and he walked with a cane. His skin was like dry, yellowed parch-

ment. All the juices had been sucked out of him. This man, who was at the 

head of the federal crime list, was a toothless tiger. His name had struck 

terror into the hearts of countless mafiosi and hatred in the hearts of their 

widows. Now, very few people got to see Antonio Granelli. He hid behind 

Michael, Thomas Colfax, and a few others he trusted. 

Michael had not been raised – made the head of the Family – yet, but 

it was just a question of time. "Three-Finger Brown" Lucchese had been 
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the strongest of the five eastern Mafia chieftains, then Antonio Granelli, 

and soon . . . Michael could afford to be patient. He had come a long, long 

way from the time when, as a cocky, fresh-faced kid, he had stood in front 

of the major dons in New York and held a flaming scrap of paper in his 

hand and sworn: "This is the way I will burn if I betray the secrets of Cosa 

Nostra." 

Now, sitting at breakfast with the old man, Michael said, "Maybe we 

could use the Parker woman for small stuff. Just to see how she does." 

Granelli shrugged. "Just be careful, Mike. I don' wan' no strangers in 

on Family secrets." 

"Let me handle her." 

Michael made the telephone call that afternoon. 

When Cynthia announced that Michael Moretti was calling, it brought 

an instant spate of memories, all of them unpleasant. Jennifer could not 

imagine why Michael Moretti would be calling her. 

Out of curiosity, she picked up the telephone. "What is it you want?" 

The sharpness of her tone took Michael Moretti aback. "I want to see 

you. I think you and I should have a little talk." 

"What about, Mr. Moretti?" 

"It's nothing I'd care to discuss on the telephone. I can tell you this, 

Miss Parker – it's something that would be very much in your interest." 

Jennifer said evenly, "I can tell you this, Mr. Moretti. Nothing you 

could ever do or say could be of the slightest interest to me, " and she 

slammed down the receiver. 

Michael Moretti sat at his desk staring at the dead phone in his hand. 

He felt a stirring within him, but it was not anger. He was not sure what it 

was, and he was not sure he liked it. He had used women all his life and his 

dark good looks and innate ruthlessness had gotten him more eager bed 

partners than he could remember. 

Basically, Michael Moretti despised women. They were too soft. They 

had no spirit. Rosa, for example. She's like a little pet dog who does eve-

rything she's told, Michael thought. She keeps my house, cooks for me, 

fucks me when I want to be fucked, shuts up when I tell her to shut up. 

Michael had never known a woman of spirit, a woman who had the 

courage to defy him. Jennifer Parker had had the nerve to hang up on him. 

What was it she had said? Nothing you could ever do or say could be of 
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the slightest interest to me. Michael Moretti thought about that and smiled 

to himself. She was wrong. He was going to show her how wrong she was. 

He sat back, remembering what she had looked like in court, remem-

bering her face and her body. He suddenly wondered what she would be 

like in bed. A wildcat, probably. He started thinking about her nude body 

under his, fighting him. He picked up the telephone and dialed a number. 

When a girl's voice answered he said, "Get naked. I'm on my way 

over." 

On her way back to the office after lunch, as Jennifer was crossing 

Third Avenue she was almost run down by a truck. The driver slammed on 

his brakes and the rear end of the truck skidded sideways, barely missing 

her. 

"Jesus Christ, lady!" the driver yelled. "Why don't you watch where 

the hell you're goin'!" 

Jennifer was not listening to him. She was staring at the name on the 

back of the truck. It read Nationwide Motors Corporation. She stood there 

watching, long after the truck had disappeared from sight. Then she turned 

and hurried back to the office. 

"Is Ken here?" she asked Cynthia. 

"Yes. He's in his office." 

She went in to see him. "Ken, can you check out Nationwide Motors 

Corporation? We need a list of all the accident cases their trucks have been 

involved in for the past five years." 

"That's going to take a while." 

"Use LEXIS." That was the national legal computer. 

"You want to tell me what's going on?" 

"I'm not sure yet. Ken. It's just a hunch. I’ll let you know if anything 

comes of it." 

She had overlooked something in the case of Connie Garrett, that love-

ly quadruple amputee who was destined to spend the rest of her life as a 

freak. The driver may have had a good record, but what about the trucks? 

Maybe somebody was liable, after all. 

The next morning Ken Bailey laid a report in front of Jennifer. "What-

ever the hell you're after, looks like you've hit the jackpot. Nationwide Mo-

tors Corporation has had fifteen accidents in the last five years, and some 

of their trucks have been recalled." 

Jennifer felt an excitement begin to build in her. "What was the problem?" 



 209 

"A deficiency in the braking system that causes the rear end of the 

truck to swing around when the brakes are hit hard." 

It was the rear end of the truck that had hit Connie Garrett. 

Jennifer called a staff meeting with Dan Martin, Ted Harris and Ken 

Bailey. "We're going into court on the Connie Garrett case," Jennifer an-

nounced. 

Ted Harris stared at her through his milk-bottle glasses. "Wait a mi-

nute, Jennifer, I checked that out. She lost on appeal. We're going to get hit 

with res judicata." 

"What's res judicala? " Ken Bailey asked. 

Jennifer explained, "It means for civil cases what double jeopardy 

means for criminal cases. 'There must be an end to litigation.' " 

Ted Harris added, "Once a final judgment has been made on the merits 

of a case, it can only be opened again under very special circumstances. 

We have no grounds to reopen." 

"Yes, we have. We're going after them on discovery." 

The principle of discovery read: Mutual knowledge of all relevant 

facts gathered by both parties is essential to proper litigation. 

"The deep-pocket defendant is Nationwide Motors. They held back in-

formation from Connie Garrett's attorney. There's a deficiency in the brak-

ing system of their trucks and they kept it out of the record." 

She looked at the two lawyers. "Here's what I think we should do ..." 

Two hours later, Jennifer was seated in Connie Garrett's living room. 

"I want to move for a new trial. I believe we have a case." 

"No. I couldn't go through another trial." 

"Connie – " 

"Look at me, Jennifer. I'm a freak. Every time I look in the mirror I 

want to kill myself. Do you know why I don't?" Her voice sank to a whis-

per. "Because I can't. I can't!" 

Jennifer sat there, shaken. How could she have been so insensitive? 

"Suppose I try for an out-of-court settlement? I think that when they 

hear the evidence they'll be willing to settle without going to trial." 
 

splash брызгать, 

разбрызгивать 

at your con-

venience  

когда вам будет 

угодно 

announce oneself 

(notify, tell) 

давать знать sound an 

alarm 

бить тревогу 
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tough (strong, 

sturdy, hardy) 

 

tough (severe, 

uncompromising) 

крепкий, плотный, 

прочный, выносли-

вый  

крутой; жесткий; 

упрямый; несго-

ворчивый 

be up to smth  что-то задумать 

hard-bitten стойкий, 

несгибаемый 

hold all one’s 

call  

не соединять ни с 

кем 

motion sb to smth  указать жестом к-л. 

на ч.-л. 

pace back 

and forth  

ходить взад и вперед 

sterling silver tray поднос из 

подлинного 

серебра 

be unavaila-

ble 

быть недосягаемым 

recall (bring back 

to mind) 

помнить delay отсрочка; 

промедление 

leaf through перелистать statute of 

limitations  

закон об исковой 

давности; закон о 

давности уголовного 

преследования 

unperturbed невозмутимый blow smth проиграть ч.-л. 

tap постучать, легко 

ударить 

eternity вечность 

faulty break sys-

tem 

поврежденная 

тормозная система 

boom греметь, грохотать 

overhaul восстанавливать, 

ремонтировать 

fickle finger 

of fate 

превратности судьбы 

diligence прилежность, 

старательность 

pretty rotten 

trick (dirty 

trick) 

грязный трюк 

get a settlement  получить 

компенсацию 

pound раскалываться (о 

головной боли) 

anguish мучение, мука, 

страдание,  

brief резюмировать, 

делать краткое 

изложение 

force to sue  принуждать 

(заставлять) 

предъявлять иск 

leap from 

smth 

вскакивать с ч.-л. 

brew варить  that’s it вот именно! так! 

правильно! 

wrap smth up кратко 

суммировать 

light (lit, lit) 

up 

оживляться, 

светиться 

sense of unease чувство неловкости smug tone  самодовольный тон 
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schedule (time, 

plan) 

рассчитывать, 

намечать 

intercom внутренняя теле-

фонная связь; пере-

говорное устройство; 

селектор 

be tied up in smth  связывать, 

привязывать 

buzz гудеть, звонить 

 

The offices of Maguire and Guthrie, the attorneys who represented the 

Nationwide Motors Corporation, were located on upper Fifth Avenue in a 

modem glass and chrome building with a splashing fountain in front. Jen-

nifer announced herself at the reception desk. The receptionist asked her to 

be seated, and fifteen minutes later Jennifer was escorted into the offices of 

Patrick Maguire. He was the senior partner in the firm, a tough, hard-bitten 

Irishman with sharp eyes that missed nothing. 

He motioned Jennifer to a chair. "It's nice to meet you, Miss Parker. 

You've gotten yourself quite a reputation around town." 

"Not all bad, I hope." 

"They say you're tough. You don't look it." 

"I hope not." 

"Coffee? Or some good Irish whiskey?" 

"Coffee, please." 

Patrick Maguire rang and a secretary brought in two cups of coffee on 

a sterling silver tray. 

Maguire said, "Now what is it I can do for you?" 

"It's about the Connie Garrett case." 

"Ah, yes. As I recall, she lost the case and the appeal." 

As I recall. Jennifer would have bet her life that Patrick Maguire could 

have recited every statistic in the case. 

"I'm going to file for a new trial." 

"Really? On what grounds?" Maguire asked politely. 

Jennifer opened her attache case and took out the brief she had pre-

pared. She handed it to him. 

"I'm requesting a reopening on failure to disclose." 

Maguire leafed through the papers, unperturbed. "Oh, yes, " he said. 

"That brake business." 

"You knew about it?" 

"Of course." He tapped the file with a stubby finger. "Miss Parker, this 

won't get you anywhere. You would have to prove that the same truck in-

volved in the accident had a faulty brake system. It's probably been over-
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hauled a dozen times since the accident, so there would be no way of prov-

ing what its condition was then." He pushed the file back toward her. "You 

have no case." 

Jennifer took a sip of her coffee. "All I have to do is prove what a bad 

safety record those trucks have. Ordinary diligence should have made your 

client know that they were defective." 

Maguire said casually, "What is it you're proposing?" 

"I have a client in her early twenties who's sitting in a room she'll nev-

er leave for the rest of her life because she has no arms or legs. I'd like to 

get a settlement that would make up a little bit for the anguish she's going 

through." 

Patrick Maguire took a sip of his coffee. "What kind of settlement did 

you have in mind?" 

"Two million dollars." 

He smiled. "That's a great deal of money for someone with no case." 

"If I go to court, Mr. Maguire, I promise you I’ll have a case. And I'll 

win a lot more than that. If you force us to sue, we're going to sue for five 

million dollars." 

He smiled again. "You're scaring the bejeezus out of me. More coffee?" 

"No, thanks." Jennifer arose. 

"Wait a minute! Sit down, please. I haven't said no." 

"You haven't said yes." 

"Have some more coffee. We brew it ourselves." 

Jennifer thought of Adam and the Kenya coffee. 

"Two million dollars is a lot of money, Miss Parker." 

Jennifer said nothing. 

"Now, if we were talking about a lesser amount, I might be able to – " 

He waved his hands expressively. 

Jennifer remained silent. 

Finally Patrick Maguire said, "You really want two million, don't you?" 

"I really want five million, Mr. Maguire." 

"All right. I suppose we might be able to arrange something." 

It had been easy! 

"I have to leave for London in the morning, but I'll be back next 

week." 

"I want to wrap this up. I'd appreciate it if you would talk to your cli-

ent as soon as possible. I'd like to give my client a check next week." 

Patrick Maguire nodded. "That can probably be worked out." 
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All the way back to the office, Jennifer was filled with a sense of un-

ease. It had been too simple. 

That night on her way home, Jennifer stopped at a drugstore. When 

she came out and started across the street, she saw Ken Bailey walking 

with a handsome young blond man. Jennifer hesitated, then turned into a 

side street so that she would not be seen. Ken's private life was his own 

business. 

On the day that Jennifer was scheduled to meet with Patrick Maguire, 

she received a call from his secretary. 

"Mr. Maguire asked me to give you his apologies, Miss Parker. He's 

going to be tied up in meetings all day. He'll be happy to meet with you at 

your convenience tomorrow." 

"Fine, " Jennifer said. "Thank you." 

The call sounded an alarm in Jennifer's mind. Her instincts had been 

right. Patrick Maguire was up to something. 

"Hold all my calls, " she told Cynthia. 

She locked herself in her office, pacing back and forth, trying to think 

of every possible angle. Patrick Maguire had first told Jennifer she had no 

case. With almost no persuasion, he had then agreed to pay Connie Garrett 

two million dollars. Jennifer remembered how uneasy she had been at the 

time. Since then, Patrick Maguire had been unavailable. First London – if 

he had really gone to London – and then the conferences that had kept him 

from returning Jennifer's telephone calk all week. And now another delay. 

But why? The only reason would be if – Jennifer stopped pacing and 

picked up the interoffice telephone and called Dan Martin. 

"Check on the date of Connie Garrett's accident, would you, Dan? I 

want to know when the statute of limitations is up." 

Twenty minutes later, Dan Martin walked into Jennifer's office, his 

face white. 

"We blew it, " he said. "Your hunch was right. The statute of limita-

tions ran out today." 

She felt suddenly sick. "There's no chance of a mistake?" 

"None. I'm sorry, Jennifer. One of us should have checked it out be-

fore. It – it just never occurred to me." 

"Or me." Jennifer picked up the telephone and dialed a number. "Pat-

rick Maguire, please. Jennifer Parker." 

She waited for what seemed an eternity, and then she said brightly into 

the telephone, "Hello there, Mr. Maguire. How was London?" She listened. 
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"No, I've never been there . . . Ah, well, one of these days . . . The reason 

I'm calling, " she said casually, "is that I just talked to Connie Garrett. As I 

told you before, she really doesn't want to go to court unless she has to. So 

if we could settle this today – " 

Patrick Maguire's laugh boomed through the receiver. "Nice try, Miss 

Parker. The statute of limitations is up today. No one is going to sue any-

body. If you'd like to settle for a lunch sometime we can talk about the 

fickle finger of fate." 

Jennifer tried to keep the anger out of her voice. "That's a pretty rotten 

trick, friend." 

"It's a pretty rotten world, friend, " Patrick Maguire chuckled. 

"It's not how you play the game, it's whether you win or not, right?" 

"You're pretty good, honey, but I've been at it a lot longer than you. 

Tell your client I said better luck next time." 

And he rang off. 

Jennifer sat there holding the telephone in her hand. She thought of 

Connie Garrett sitting at home, waiting for the news. Jennifer's head began 

to pound and a film of perspiration popped out on her forehead. She 

reached in her desk drawer for an aspirin and looked at the clock on the 

wall. It was four o'clock. They had until five o'clock to file with the Clerk 

of the Superior Court. 

"How long would it take you to prepare the filing?" Jennifer asked 

Dan Martin, who stood there suffering with her. 

He followed her glance. "At least three hours. Maybe four. There's 

no way." 

There has to be a way, Jennifer thought. 

Jennifer said, "Doesn't Nationwide have branches all over the United 

States?" 

"Yes." 

"It's only one o'clock in San Francisco. We'll file against them there 

and ask for a change of venue later." 

Dan Martin shook his head. "Jennifer, all the papers are here. If we got 

a firm in San Francisco and briefed them on what we need and they drew 

up new papers, there's no way they could make the five o'clock deadline." 

Something in her refused to give up. "What time is it in Hawaii?" 

"Eleven in the morning." 
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Jennifer's headache disappeared as if by magic, and she leapt from her 

chair in excitement. "That's it, then! Find out if Nationwide does business 

there. They must have a factory, sales office, garage – anything. If they do, 

we file there." 

Dan Martin stared at her for a moment and then his face lit up. 

"Gotcha!" He was already hurrying toward the door. 

Jennifer could still hear Patrick Maguire's smug tone on the telephone. 

Tell your client, better luck next time. There would never be a next time for 

Connie Garrett. It had to be now. 

Thirty minutes later Jennifer's intercom buzzed and Dan Martin said 

excitedly, "Nationwide Motors manufactures their drive shafts on the is-

land of Oahu." 

"We've got them! Get hold of a law firm there and have them file the 

papers immediately." 

"Did you have any special firm in mind?" 

"No. Pick someone out of Martindale-Hubbell. Just make sure they 

serve the papers on the local attorney for National. Have them call us back 

the minute those papers are filed. I'll be waiting here in the office." 

"Anything else I can do?" 

"Pray." 
 

exhale вздохнуть beat up sb избить к.-л. 

assault case дело о нападении click into place  стать на свое место, схо-

диться 

ingratiate войти в доверие enforcer инфорсер (член гангстер-

ской банды, функцией 

которого является при-

нуждение к выполнению 

ее требований или приве-

дение в исполнение ее 

приговоров) 

wad (of 

papers, 

banknote) 

пачка genial (jovial, 

kindly) 

радушный, сердечный, 

добродушный 

grand (1000 

dollars, 

pounds) 

штука, косая outwit перехитрить 

insistent настойчивый, 

настоятельный 

conceal (keep 

secret) 

скрывать, утаивать 
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simple as-

sault charge  

обвинение в про-

стом (без отягча-

ющих обстоятель-

ств) нападении 

snap (speak 

sharply) 

наброситься на 

desperation отчаяние underestimate недооценивать 

glare at  испепелять к.-л. 

взглядом 

make a settle-

ment  

договориться 

scoop up 

smth 

скомкать ч.-л. slip smth вложить ч.-л. 

thrust smth 

back 

засунуть ч.-л. 

назад 

turn one’s 

stomach  

быть противным к.-л., 

возмущать к.-л. 

rap sheet досье преступника 

(регистрация при-

водов, судимо-

стей) 

endure выносить, терпеть 

be out on 

bail  

быть выпущенным 

под залог 

return a verdict 

(take a verdict) 

вынести вердикт 

pick up for 

assault and 

battery  

задержать за 

нападение и изби-

ение 

impact (effect, 

influence) 

воздействие, влияние 

beat up sb избить к.-л.   
 

The call from Hawaii came at ten o'clock that evening. Jennifer 

grabbed the phone and a soft voice said, "Miss Jennifer Parker, please." 

"Speaking." 

"This is Miss Sung of the law firm of Gregg and Hoy in Oahu. We 

wanted to let you know that fifteen minutes ago we served the papers you 

requested on the attorney for Nationwide Motors Corporation." 

Jennifer exhaled slowly. "Thank you. Thank you very much." 

Cynthia sent in Joey La Guardia. Jennifer had never seen the man be-

fore. He had telephoned, asking her to represent him in an assault case. He 

was short, compactly built and wore an expensive suit that looked as 

though it had been carefully tailored for someone else. He had an enormous 

diamond ring on his little finger. 

La Guardia smiled with yellowed teeth and said, "I come to you 'cause 

I need some help. Anybody can make a mistake, right, Miss Parker? The 

cops picked me up 'cause I did a little number on a coupla guys, but I 

thought they was out to get me, you know? The alley was dark and when I 

seen them comin' at me – well, it's a rough neighborhood down there. I 

jumped them before they could jump me." 

There was something about his manner that Jennifer found distasteful 

and false. He was trying too hard to be ingratiating. 
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He pulled out a large wad of money. 

"Here. A grand down an' another grand when we go to court. Okay?" 

"My calendar is full for the next few months. I’ll be glad to recom-

mend some other attorneys to you." 

His manner became insistent. "No. I don't want nobody else. You're 

the best." 

"For a simple assault charge you don't need the best." 

"Hey, listen, " he said, "I’ll give you more money." There was a des-

peration in his voice. "Two grand down and – " 

Jennifer pressed the buzzer under her desk and Cynthia walked in. 

"Mr. La Guardia's leaving, Cynthia." 

Joey La Guardia glared at Jennifer for a long moment, scooped up his 

money and thrust it back in his pocket. He walked out of the office without 

a word. Jennifer pressed the intercom button. 

"Ken, could you please come in here a minute?" 

It took Ken Bailey less than thirty minutes to get a complete report on 

Joey La Guardia. 

"He's got a rap sheet a mile long, " he told Jennifer. "He's been in and 

out of the pen since he was sixteen." He glanced at the piece of paper in his 

hand. "He's out on bail. He was picked up last week for assault and bat-

tery. He beat up two old men who owed the Organization money." 

Everything suddenly clicked into place. "Joey La Guardia works for 

the Organization?" 

"He's one of Michael Moretti's enforcers." 

Jennifer was filled with a cold fury. "Can you get me the telephone 

number of Michael Moretti?" 

Five minutes later, Jennifer was speaking to Moretti. 

"Well, this is an unexpected pleasure, Miss Parker. I – " 

"Mr. Moretti, I don't like being set up." 

"What are you talking about?" 

"Listen to me. And listen well. I’m not for sale. Not now, not ever. I 

won't represent you or anyone who works for you. All I want is for you to 

leave me alone. Is that clear?" 

"Can I ask you a question?" 

"Go ahead." 

"Will you have lunch with me?" 

Jennifer hung up on him. 
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Cynthia's voice came over the intercom. "A Mr. Patrick Maguire is 

here to see you, Miss Parker. He has no appointment, but he said – " 

Jennifer smiled to herself. "Have Mr. Maguire wait." 

She remembered their conversation on the telephone. It's not how you 

play the game, it's whether you win or not, right? You're pretty good, 

honey, but I've been at it a lot longer than you. Tell your client I said 

better luck next time. 

Jennifer kept Patrick Maguire waiting for forty-five minutes, and then 

buzzed Cynthia. 

"Send Mr. Maguire in, please." 

Patrick Maguire's genial manner was gone. He had been outwitted, 

and he was angry and did not bother to conceal it. 

He walked over to Jennifer's desk and snapped, "You're causing me a 

lot of problems, friend." 

"Am I, friend?" 

He sat down, uninvited. "Let's stop playing games. I had a call from 

the general counsel of Nationwide Motors. I underestimated you. My client 

is willing to make a settlement." He reached into his pocket, pulled out an 

envelope and handed it to Jennifer. She opened it. Inside was a certified 

check made out to Connie Garrett. It was for one hundred thousand dollars. 

Jennifer slipped the check back in the envelope and returned it to Pat-

rick Maguire. 

"It's not enough. We're suing for five million dollars." 

Maguire grinned. "No, you're not. Because your client's not going into 

court. I just paid her a visit. There's no way you can ever get that girl into a 

courtroom. She's terrified and, without her, you haven't got a chance." 

Jennifer said angrily, "You had no right to talk to Connie Garrett 

without my being present." 

"I was only trying to do everybody a favor. Take the money and run, 

friend." 

Jennifer got to her feet. "Get out of here. You turn my stomach." 

Patrick Maguire rose. "I didn't know your stomach could be turned." 

And he walked out, taking the check with him. 

Watching him go, Jennifer wondered whether she had made a terrible 

mistake. She thought of what a hundred thousand dollars could do for Con-

nie Garrett. But it was not enough. Not for what that girl would have to 

endure every day for the rest of her life. 
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Jennifer knew that Patrick Maguire was right about one thing. Without 

Connie Garrett in the courtroom, there was no chance that a jury would 

return a verdict for five million dollars. Words could never persuade them 

of the horror of her life. Jennifer needed the impact of Connie Garrett’s 

presence in the courtroom, with the jury looking at her day after day; but 

there was no way Jennifer could persuade the young woman to go into 

court. She had to find another solution. 

Adam telephoned. 

"I'm sorry I couldn't call you before, " he apologized. "I've been having 

meetings on the Senate race and – " 

"It's all right, darling. I understand." I've got to understand, she 

thought. 

"I miss you so much." 

"I miss you, too, Adam." You'll never know how much. 

"I want to see you." 

Jennifer wanted to say, When? but she waited. 

Adam went on. "I have to go to Albany this afternoon. I'll call you 

when I get back." 

"All right." There was nothing else she could say. There was nothing 

she could do. 

At four o'clock in the morning, Jennifer awakened from a terrible 

dream and knew how she was going to win five million dollars for Connie 

Garrett. 

— 18 — 
whistle-stop агитационная 

компания 

mercilessly беспощадно, 

безжалостно 

stimulate 

(rouse, incite) 

побуждать к.-л. к 

ч.-л., стимулиро-

вать 

greedily жадно, алчно 

self-reliant полагающийся на 

себя 

wheel колесо 

be in full force в разгаре, на пол-

ном ходу 

tire (tyre) шина 

lever средство 

воздействия 

brake тормоз 

outsmart перехитрить steering system рулевое устройство, 

управляющий 

механизм 



 220 

impanel a jury составлять список 

присяжных 

drone on (speak 

monotonously) 

бубнить о ч.-л. 

dwell on распространяться о 

ч.-л. 

by all means конечно, пожалуй-

ста, будьте так лю-

безны, сделайте 

одолжение; обяза-

тельно, во что бы то 

ни стало 

at length детально, подробно innocently безобидно, невинно 

be at fault ошибаться, 

заблуждаться 

frantic неистовый, 

безумный 

incredulously недоверчиво cool off остывать 

affluent богатый foreman старшина присяж-

ных 

culpability виновность, 

преступность 

legal ruling законное 

постановление 

(суда) 

bring a suit возбудить дело, 

тяжбу 

apprise sb of smth известить к.-л. о ч.-л. 

suck out of sb высасывать, высо-

сать 

feel giddy почувствовать 

головокружение 

tempt соблазнять, 

искушать 

soar парить, высоко 

взлетать, возноситься 

swindle mon-

ey out of sb 

выманивать, выма-

нить деньги у к.-л. 

be drain out of 

color 

побелеть (о лице) 

puzzled frown недоуменный 

хмурый взгляд 

province фиг. компетенция 

eloquently красноречиво injury award вознаграждение за 

телесное поврежде-

ние в результате 

несчастного случая 

bleed истекать кровью, 

кровоточить 

  

 

"We've set up a series of fund-raising dinners across the state. We'll 

hit the larger towns only. We'll get to the whistle-stops through a few na-

tional television shows like Face The Nation, the Today show and Meet 

the Press. We figure that we can pick up – Adam, are you listening?" 

Adam turned to Stewart Needham and the other three men in the con-

ference room – top media experts, Needham had assured him – and said, 

"Yes, of course, Stewart." 
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He had been thinking of something else entirely. Jennifer. He wanted 

her here at his side, sharing the excitement of the campaign, sharing this 

moment, sharing his life. 

Adam had tried several times to discuss his situation with Stewart 

Needham, but each time his partner had managed to change the subject. 

Adam sat there thinking about Jennifer and Mary Beth. He knew that 

it was unfair to compare them, but it was impossible not to. 

Jennifer is stimulating to be with. She's interested in everything and 

makes me feel alive. Mary Beth lives in her own private little world . . . 

Jennifer and I have a thousand things in common. Mary Beth and I 

have nothing in common but our marriage . . . 

I love Jennifer's sense of humor. She knows how to laugh at herself. 

Mary Beth takes everything seriously . . . 

Jennifer makes me feel young. Mary Beth seems older than her years . . . 

Jennifer is self-reliant. Mary Beth depends on me to tell her what to 

do . . . 

Five important differences between the woman I'm in love with and 

my wife. 

Five reasons why I can never leave Mary Beth. 

 

 

— 19 — 

On a Wednesday morning in early August the trial of Connie Garrett 

v. Nationwide Motors Corporation began. Ordinarily, the trial would only 

have been worth a paragraph or two in the newspapers, but because Jen-

nifer Parker was representing the plaintiff, the media were out in full force. 

Patrick Maguire sat at the defense table, surrounded by a battery of as-

sistants dressed in conservative gray suits. 

The process of selecting a jury began. Maguire was casual, almost to 

the point of indifference, for he knew that Connie Garrett was not going to 

appear in court. The sight of a beautiful young quadruple amputee would 

have been a powerful emotional lever with which to pry a large sum of 

money out of a jury – but there would be no girl and no lever. 

This time, Maguire thought, Jennifer Parker has outsmarted herself. 

The jury was impaneled and the trial got underway. Patrick Maguire 

made his opening statement and Jennifer had to admit to herself that he 

was very good indeed. He dwelt at length on the plight of poor young Con-
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nie Garrett, saying all the things that Jennifer had planned to say, stealing 

her emotional thunder. He spoke of the accident, stressing the fact that 

Connie Garrett had slipped on ice and that the truck driver had not been at 

fault. 

"The plaintiff is asking you ladies and gentlemen to award her five 

million dollars." Maguire shook his head incredulously. "Five million dol-

lars! Have you ever seen that much money? I haven't. My firm handles 

some affluent clients, but I want to tell you that in all my years of practic-

ing law, I have never even seen one million dollars – or half a million dol-

lars." 

He could see by the looks on the faces of the jurors that neither had 

they. 

"The defense is going to bring witnesses in here who will tell you how 

the accident happened. And it was an accident. Before we're through, we'll 

show you that Nationwide Motors had no culpability in this matter. You 

will have noticed that the person bringing the suit, Connie Garrett, is not in 

court today. Her attorney has informed Judge Silverman that she will not 

make an appearance at all. Connie Garrett is not in this courtroom today 

where she belongs, but I can tell you where she is. Right now, as I'm stand-

ing here talking to you, Connie Garrett is sitting at home counting the mon-

ey she thinks you're going to give her. She's waiting for her telephone to 

ring and for her attorney to tell her how many millions of dollars she suck-

ered out of you. 

"You and I know that any time there's an accident where a big corpo-

ration is involved – no matter how indirectly – there are people who are 

immediately going to say, 'Why, that company is rich. It can afford it. Let's 

take it for all we can." 

Patrick Maguire paused. 

"Connie Garrett's not in this courtroom today because she couldn't face 

you. She knows that what she's trying to do is immoral. Well, we're going 

to send her away empty-handed as a lesson to other people who might be 

tempted to try the same thing in the future. A person has to take responsi-

bility for his or her own actions. If you slip on a piece of ice on the street, 

you can't blame big brother for it. And you shouldn't try to swindle five 

million dollars out of him. Thank you." 

He turned to bow to Jennifer, and then walked over to the defense ta-

ble and sat down. 
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Jennifer rose to her feet and approached the jury. She studied their fac-

es, trying to evaluate the impression that Patrick Maguire had made. 

"My esteemed colleague has told you that Connie Garrett will not be 

in this courtroom during the trial. That is correct." Jennifer pointed to an 

empty space at the plaintiff's table. "That is where Connie Garrett would 

be sitting if she were here. Not in that chair. In a special wheelchair. The 

chair she lives in. Connie Garrett won't be in this courtroom, but before 

this trial is over you will all have an opportunity to meet her and get to 

know her as I have gotten to know her." 

There was a puzzled frown on Patrick Maguire's face. He leaned over 

and whispered to one of his assistants. 

Jennifer was going on. "I listened as Mr. Maguire spoke so eloquently, 

and I want to tell you I was touched. I found my heart bleeding for this 

multibillion-dollar corporation that's being mercilessly attacked by this 

twenty-four-year-old woman who has no arms or legs. This woman who, at 

this very moment is sitting at home, greedily awaiting that telephone call 

that will tell her she's rich." Jennifer's voice dropped. 

"Rich to do what? Go out and buy diamonds for the hands she doesn't 

have? Buy dancing shoes for the feet she doesn't have? Buy beautiful 

dresses that she can never wear? A Rolls Royce to take her to parties she's 

not invited to? Just think of all the fun she's going to have with that mon-

ey." 

Jennifer spoke very quietly and sincerely as her eyes moved slowly 

across the faces of the jurors. "Mr. Maguire has never seen five million 

dollars at one time. Neither have I. But I'll tell you this. If I were to offer 

any one of you five million dollars in cash right now, and all I wanted in 

exchange was to cut off both your arms and both your legs, I don't think 

five million dollars would seem like very much money. . . . 

"The law in this case is very clear, " Jennifer explained. "In an earlier 

trial, which the plaintiff lost, the defendants were aware of a defect in the 

braking system in their trucks, and they withheld that knowledge from the 

defendant and from the court. In doing so, they acted illegally. That is the 

basis for this new trial. According to a recent government survey, the big-

gest contributors to truck accidents involve wheels and tires, brakes and 

steering systems. If you will just examine these figures for a moment . . ." 

Patrick Maguire was appraising the jury and he was an expert at it. As 

Jennifer droned on about the statistics, Maguire could tell that the jurors 

were getting bored with this trial. It was becoming too technical. The trial 
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was no longer about a crippled girl. It was about trucks and braking dis-

tances and faulty brake drums. The jurors were losing interest. 

Maguire glanced over at Jennifer and thought. She's not as clever as 

she's reputed to be. Maguire knew that if he had been on the other side 

defending Connie Garrett, he would have ignored the statistics and me-

chanical problems and played on the jury's emotions. Jennifer Parker had 

done exactly the opposite. 

Patrick Maguire leaned back in his chair now and relaxed. 

Jennifer was approaching the bench. "Your Honor, with the court's 

permission, I have an exhibit I would like to introduce." 

"What kind of exhibit?" Judge Silverman asked. 

"When this trial began I promised the jury that they would get to know 

Connie Garrett. Since she is unable to be here in person, I would like per-

mission to show some pictures of her." 

Judge Silverman said, "I see no objection to that." He turned to Patrick 

Maguire. "Does the attorney for the defense have any objection?" 

Patrick Maguire got to his feet, moving slowly, thinking fast. "What 

kind of pictures?" 

Jennifer said, "A few pictures taken of Connie Garrett at home." 

Patrick Maguire would have preferred not to have the pictures, but on 

the other hand, photographs of a crippled girl sitting in a wheelchair were 

certainly a lot less dramatic than the actual appearance of the girl herself 

would have been. And there was another factor to consider: If he objected, 

it would make him look unsympathetic in the eyes of the jury. 

He said generously, "By all means, show the pictures." 

"Thank you." 

Jennifer turned to Dan Martin and nodded. Two men in the back row 

moved forward with a portable screen and a motion picture projector and 

began to set them up. 

Patrick Maguire stood up, surprised. "Wait a minute! What is this?" 

Jennifer replied innocently, "The pictures you just agreed to let me 

show." 

Patrick Maguire stood there, silently fuming. Jennifer had said nothing 

about motion pictures. But it was too late to object. He nodded curtly and 

sat down again. 

Jennifer had the screen positioned so the jury and Judge Silverman 

could see it clearly. 

"May we have the room darkened, Your Honor?" 
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The judge signaled the bailiff and the shades were lowered. Jennifer 

walked over to the 16mm projector and turned it on, and the screen came to 

life. 

For the next thirty minutes there was not a sound to be heard in the 

courtroom. Jennifer had hired a professional cameraman and a young di-

rector of commercials to make the film. They had photographed a day in 

the life of Connie Garrett, and it was a stark, realistic horror story. Nothing 

had been left to the imagination. The film showed the beautiful young am-

putee being taken out of bed in the morning, being carried to the toilet, be-

ing cleaned like a small, helpless baby . . . being bathed . . . being fed and 

dressed. . . . Jennifer had seen the film over and over and now, as she 

watched it again, she felt the same lump in her throat and her eyes filled 

with tears, and she knew that it must be having the same effect on the judge 

and the jury and the spectators in the courtroom. 

When the film was ended, Jennifer turned to Judge Silverman. "The 

plaintiff rests." 

The jury had been out for more than ten hours, and with each passing 

hour Jennifer's spirits sank lower. She had been sure of an immediate ver-

dict. If they had been as affected by the film as she had been, a verdict 

should not have taken more than an hour or two. 

When the jury had filed out, Patrick Maguire had been frantic, certain 

that he had lost his case, that he had underestimated Jennifer Parker once 

again. But as the hours passed and the jury still did not return, Maguire's 

hopes began to rise. It would not have taken the jury this long to make an 

emotional decision. "We're going to be all right. The longer they're in there 

arguing, the more their emotions are going to cool off." 

A few minutes before midnight, the foreman sent a note to Judge Sil-

verman for a legal ruling. The judge studied the request, then looked up. 

"Will both attorneys approach the bench, please?" 

When Jennifer and Patrick Maguire were standing in front of him, 

Judge Silverman said, "I want to apprise you of a note I have just received 

from the foreman. The jury is asking whether they are legally permitted to 

award Connie Garrett more than the five million dollars her attorney is 

suing for." 

Jennifer felt suddenly giddy. Her heart began to soar. She turned to 

look at Patrick Maguire. His face was drained of color. 
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"I’m informing them," Judge Silverman said, "that it is within their 

province to set any amount they feel is justified." 

Thirty minutes later the jury filed back into the courtroom. The fore-

man announced they had found in favor of the plaintiff. The amount of 

damages she was entitled to was six million dollars. 

It was the largest personal injury award in the history of the State of 

New York. 
— 20 — 

array множество do justice to 

sb 

отдать должное к.-л., оце-

нить по достоинству к.-л. 

spread распространять, 

раскладывать 

dignity достоинство 

stare at sb пристально гля-

деть на к.-л. 

awkwardly неуклюже 

stricken пораженный ugly неприятный 

incredible невероятный sordid 

(filthy) 

грязный, гнусный 

genuinely подлинно, насто-

ящее 

confide 

(impart) 

сообщать, поверять 

drive (ener-

gy) 

напористость, 

сила 

delay откладывать, медлить, 

задерживать 

disturb беспокоить readjust поправить, пересмотреть 

crisp бодрящий, свежий   
 

When Jennifer walked into her office the following morning she found 

an array of newspapers spread across her desk. She was on the front page 

of every one of them. There were four dozen beautiful red roses in a vase. 

Jennifer smiled. Adam had found time to send her flowers. 

She opened the card. It read: Congratulations. Michael Moretti. 

The intercom buzzed and Cynthia said, "Mr. Adams is on the line." 

Jennifer grabbed the telephone. She tried to keep her voice calm. "Hel-

lo, darling." 

"You've done it again." 

"I got lucky." 

"Your client got lucky. Lucky to have you as an attorney. You must be 

feeling wonderful." 

Winning cases made her feel good. Being with Adam made her feel 

wonderful. "Yes." 

"I have something important to tell you, " Adam said. "Can you meet 

me for a drink this afternoon?" 
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Jennifer's heart sank. There was only one thing Adam could have to 

tell her: He was never going to see her again. 

"Yes. Yes, of course . . ." 

"Mario's? Six o'clock?" 

"Fine." 

She gave the roses to Cynthia. 

Adam was waiting in the restaurant, seated at a back table. So he 

won't be embarrassed if I get hysterical. Jennifer thought. Well, she was 

determined not to cry. Not in front of Adam. 

She could tell from his gaunt, haggard face what he had been going 

through, and she intended to make this as easy as possible for him. Jennifer 

sat down and Adam took her hand in his. 

"Mary Beth is giving me a divorce, " Adam said, and Jennifer stared at 

him, speechless. 

It was Mary Beth who had begun the conversation. They had returned 

from a fund-raising dinner where Adam had been the main speaker. The 

evening had been an enormous success. Mary Beth had been quiet during 

the ride home, a curious tension about her. 

Adam said, "I thought the evening went well, didn't you?" 

"Yes, Adam." 

Nothing more was said until they reached the house. 

"Would you like a nightcap?" Adam asked. 

"No, thank you. I think we should have a talk." 

"Oh? About what?" 

She looked at him and said, "About you and Jennifer Parker." 

It was like a physical blow. Adam hesitated for a moment, wondering 

whether to deny it or –  

"I've known it for some time. I haven't said anything because I wanted 

to make up my mind about what to do." 

"Mary Beth, I – " 

"Please let me finish. I know that our relationship hasn't been – well – 

all we hoped it would be. In some ways, perhaps I haven't been as good a 

wife as I should have been." 

"Nothing that's happened is your fault. I – " 

"Please, Adam. This is very difficult for me. I've made a decision. I'm 

not going to stand in your way." 

He looked at her unbelievingly. "I don't – " 
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"I love you too much to hurt you. You have a brilliant political future 

ahead of you. I don't want anything to spoil that. Obviously, I'm not making 

you completely happy. If Jennifer Parker can make you happy, I want you 

to have her." 

He had a feeling of unreality, as though the whole conversation were 

taking place underwater. "What will happen to you?" 

Mary Beth smiled. "I'll be fine, Adam. Don't worry about me. I have 

my own plans." 

"I – I don't know what to say." 

"There's no need to say anything. I've said it all for both of us. If I held 

on to you and made you miserable, it wouldn't do either of us any good, 

would it? I'm sure Jennifer's lovely or you wouldn't feel about her the way 

you do." Mary Beth walked over to him and took him in her arms. "Don't 

look so stricken, Adam. What I'm doing is the best thing for everyone." 

"You're remarkable." 

"Thank you." She gently traced his face with her fingertips and smiled. 

"My dearest Adam. I'll always be your best friend. Always." Then she 

came closer and put her head on his shoulder. He could hardly hear her soft 

voice. "It's been such a long time since you held me in your arms, Adam. 

You wouldn't have to tell me you love me, but would you – would you like 

to – hold me in your arms once more and make love to me? Our last time 

together?" 
 

*** 

Adam was thinking of this now as he said to Jennifer, "The divorce 

was Mary Beth's idea." 

Adam went on talking, but Jennifer was no longer listening to the 

words; she was only hearing the music. She felt as though she were float-

ing, soaring. She had steeled herself for Adam to tell her he could never see 

her again – and now this! It was too much to absorb. She knew how painful 

the scene with Mary Beth must have been for Adam, and Jennifer had nev-

er loved Adam more than she did at this moment. She felt as though a 

crushing load had been lifted from her chest, as though she could breathe 

again. 

Adam was saying, "Mary Beth was wonderful about it. She's an in-

credible woman. She's genuinely happy for both of us." 

"That's hard to believe." 
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"You don't understand. For some time now we've lived more like . . . 

brother and sister. I've never discussed it with you, but – " he hesitated and 

said carefully, "Mary Beth doesn't have strong . . . drives." 

"I see." 

"She'd like to meet you." 

The thought of it disturbed Jennifer. "I don't think I could, Adam. I'd 

feel – uncomfortable." 

"Trust me." 

"If – if you want me to, Adam, of course." 

"Good, darling. We'll go for tea. I'll drive you out." 

Jennifer thought for a moment. "Wouldn't it be better if I went alone?" 

The following morning, Jennifer drove out the Saw Mill River Park-

way, headed upstate. It was a crisp, clear morning, a lovely day for a drive. 

Jennifer turned on the car radio and tried to forget her nervousness about 

the meeting facing her. 

The Warner house was a magnificently preserved house of Dutch 

origin, overlooking the river at Croton-on-Hudson, set on a large estate of 

rolling green acres. Jennifer drove up the driveway to the imposing front 

entrance. She rang the bell and a moment later the door was opened by an 

attractive woman in her middle thirties. The last thing Jennifer had ex-

pected was this shy southern woman who took her hand, gave her a warm 

smile and said, "I'm Mary Beth. Adam didn't do you justice. Please come in." 

Adam's wife was wearing a beige wool skirt that was softly full, and a 

silk blouse opened just enough to reveal a mature but still lovely breast. 

Her beige-blond hair was worn long and slightly curling about her face, 

and was flattering to her blue eyes. The pearls around her neck could never 

be mistaken as cultured. There was an air of old-world dignity about Mary 

Beth Warner. 

The interior of the house was lovely, with wide, spacious rooms filled 

with antiques and beautiful paintings. 

A butler served tea in the drawing room from a Georgian silver tea 

service. 

When he had left the room, Mary Beth said, "I'm sure you must love 

Adam very much." 

Jennifer said awkwardly, "I want you to know, Mrs. Warner, that nei-

ther of us planned – " 

Mary Beth Warner put a hand on Jennifer's arm. "You don't have to 

tell me that. I don't know whether Adam told you, but our marriage has 
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turned into a marriage of politeness. Adam and I have known each other 

since we were children. I think I fell in love with Adam the first time I saw 

him. We went to the same parties and had the same friends, and I suppose 

it was inevitable that one day we would get married. Don't misunderstand. 

I still adore Adam and I’m sure he adores me. But people do change, don't 

they?" 

"Yes." 

Jennifer looked at Mary Beth and she was filled with a deep feeling of 

gratitude. What could have been an ugly and sordid scene had turned into 

something friendly and wonderful. 

Adam had been right. Mary Beth was a lovely lady. 

"I'm very grateful to you, " Jennifer said. 

"And I'm grateful to you, " Mary Beth confided. She smiled shyly and 

said, "You see, I'm very much in love, too. I was going to get the divorce 

immediately but I thought, for Adam's sake, we'd best wait until after the 

election." 

Jennifer had been so busy with her own emotions that she had forgot-

ten about the election. 

Mary Beth went on: "Everyone seems sure that Adam is going to be 

our next senator, and a divorce now would gravely hurt his chances. It's 

only six months away, so I decided it would be better for him if I delayed 

it." She looked at Jennifer. "But forgive me – is that agreeable with you?" 

"Of course it is, " Jennifer said. 

She would have to completely readjust her thinking. Her future would 

now be tied to Adam. If he became senator, she would live with him in 

Washington, D.C. It would mean giving up her law practice here, but that 

did not matter. Nothing mattered except that they could be together. 

Jennifer said, "Adam will make a wonderful senator." 

Mary Beth raised her head and smiled. "My dear, one day Adam 

Warner is going to make a wonderful President." 

The telephone was ringing when Jennifer arrived back at the apart-

ment. It was Adam. "How did you get along with Mary Beth?" 

"Adam, she was wonderful!" 

"She said the same thing about you." 

"You read about old southern charm, but you don't come across it very 

often. Mary Beth has it. She's quite a lady." 

"So are you, darling. Where would you like to be married?" 
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Jennifer said, "Times Square, for all I care. But I think we should wait, 

Adam." 

"Wait for what?" 

"Until after the election. Your career is important. A divorce could 

hurt you right now." 

"My private life is – "going to become your public life. We mustn't do 

anything that might spoil your chances. We can wait six months." 

"I don't want to wait." 

"I don't either, darling." Jennifer smiled. "We won't really be waiting, 

will we?" 

— 21 — 
discreet осмотрительный, 

сдержанный 

folk народ, простые люди 

prominent 

(important, 

distinguished) 

выдающийся remote отдаленный 

rally assembly митинг spell колдовство, pl.чары 

quote цитировать ploy (manoeuvre) уловка 

unperturbed невозмутимый stuff зд.прием 

poll list of 

candidates 

список 

кандидатов 

coolly (unexcited) хладнокровно, 

невозмутимо 

ammunition фиг. 

необходимое 

оружие 

outrageous возмутительный, 

вопиющий 

hike экскурсия 

пешком 

righteous indigna-

tion 

справедливое негодо-

вание 

blazing пылающий precious ценный 

sprawl растянуться possession (own-

ership) 

владение, 

собственность 

besiege осаждать sworn duty скрепленный 

присягой долг 

bonus бонус, премия, 

вознаграждение, 

надбавка 

contemptible презренный 

lavish (gener-

ous) 

щедрый vindicate (defend 

successfully) 

отстаивать, 

защищать 

token woman  женщина-

талисман 

approvingly одобрительно 

mastermind руководить, раз-

рабатывать план 

gazed look потускневший взгляд 

pit (oppose) противостоять, 

вести против 

obscene неприличный, 

непристойный 
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Jennifer and Adam had lunch together almost every day, and once or 

twice a week Adam spent the night at their apartment. They had to be more 

discreet than ever, for Adam's campaign had actively begun, and he was 

becoming a nationally prominent figure. He gave speeches at political ral-

lies and fund-raising dinners, and his opinions on national issues were 

quoted more and more frequently in the press. 

Adam and Stewart Needham were having their ritual morning tea. 

"Saw you on the Today show this morning, " Needham said. "Fine job, 

Adam. You got every single point across. I understand they've invited you 

back again." 

"Stewart, I hate doing those shows. I feel like some goddamned actor 

up there, performing." 

Stewart nodded, unperturbed. "That's what politicians are, Adam – ac-

tors. Playing a part, being what the public wants them to be. Hell, if politi-

cians acted like themselves in public – what expression do the kids use? – 

letting it all hang out? – this country'd be a damned monarchy." 

"I don't like the fact that running for public office has become a per-

sonality contest." 

Stewart Needham smiled. "Be grateful you've got the personality, my 

boy. Your ratings in the polls keep going up every week." He stopped to 

pour more tea. "Believe me, this is only the beginning. First the Senate, 

then the number one target. Nothing can stop you." He paused to take a sip 

of his tea. "Unless you do something foolish, that is." 

Adam looked up at him. "What do you mean?" 

Stewart Needham delicately wiped his lips with a damask napkin. 

"Your opponent is a gutter fighter. I'll bet you that right now he's ex-

amining your life under a microscope. He won't find any ammunition, will 

he?" 

"No." The word came to Adam's lips automatically. 

"Good, " Stewart Needham said. "How's Mary Beth?" 

Jennifer and Adam were spending a lazy weekend at a country house 

in Vermont that a friend of Adam's had loaned him. The air was crisp and 

fresh, hinting at the winter to come. It was a perfect weekend, comfortable 

and relaxed, with long hikes during the day and games and easy conversa-

tion before a blazing fire at night. 

They had carefully gone through all the Sunday papers. Adam was 

moving up in every poll. With a few exceptions, the media were for Adam. 
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They liked his style, his honesty, his intelligence and his frankness. They 

kept comparing him to John Kennedy. 

Adam sprawled in front of the fireplace, watching flame shadows 

dancing across Jennifer's face. "How would you like to be the wife of the 

President?" 

"Sorry. I'm already in love with a senator." 

"Will you be disappointed if I don't win, Jennifer?" 

"No. The only reason I want it is because you want it, darling." 

"If I do win, it will mean living in Washington." 

"If we're together, nothing else matters." 

"What about your law practice?" 

Jennifer smiled. "The last time I heard, they had lawyers in Washington." 

"What if I asked you to give it up?" 

"I'd give it up." 

"I don't want you to. You're too damned good at it." 

"All I care about is being with you. I love you so much, Adam." 

He stroked her soft dark brown hair and said, "I love you, too. So 

much." 

They went to bed, and later, they slept. 

On Sunday night they drove back to New York. They picked up Jen-

nifer's car at the garage where she had parked it, and Adam returned to his 

home. Jennifer went back to their apartment in New York. 

Jennifer's days were unbelievably full. If she had thought she was busy 

before, now she was besieged. She was representing international corpora-

tions that had bent a few laws and been caught, senators with their fingers 

in the till, movie stars who had gotten into trouble. She represented bank 

presidents and bank robbers, politicians and heads of unions. 

Money was pouring in, but that was not important to Jennifer. She 

gave large bonuses to the office staff, and lavish gifts. 

Corporations that came up against Jennifer no longer sent in their sec-

ond string of lawyers, so Jennifer found herself pitted against some of the 

top legal talent of the world. 

She was admitted into the American College of Trial Lawyers, and 

even Ken Bailey was impressed. 

"Jesus, " he said, "you know, only one percent of the lawyers in this 

country can get in?" 

"I'm their token woman, " Jennifer laughed. 
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When Jennifer represented a defendant in Manhattan, she could be 

certain that Robert Di Silva would either prosecute the case personally or 

mastermind it. His hatred of Jennifer had grown with every victory she had. 

During one trial in which Jennifer was pitted against the District At-

torney, Di Silva put a dozen top experts on the stand as witnesses for the 

prosecution. 

Jennifer called no experts. She said to the jury: "If we want a space-

ship built or the distance of a star measured, we call in the experts. But 

when we want something really important done, we collect twelve ordinary 

folks to do it. As I recall, the founder of Christianity did the same thing." 

Jennifer won the case. 

One of the techniques Jennifer found effective with a jury was to say, 

"I know that the words 'law' and 'courtroom' sound a little frightening and 

remote from your lives, but when you stop to think about it, all we're doing 

here is dealing with the rights and wrongs done to human beings like our-

selves. Let's forget we're in a courtroom, my friends. Let's just imagine 

we're sitting around in my living room, talking about what's happened to 

this poor defendant, this fellow human being." 

And, in their minds, the jurors were sitting in Jennifer's living room, 

carried away by her spell. 

This ploy worked beautifully for Jennifer until one day when she was 

defending a client against Robert Di Silva. The District Attorney rose to 

his feet and made the opening address to the jury. 

"Ladies and gentlemen, " Di Silva said, "I'd like for you to forget 

you're in a court of law. I want you to imagine that you're sitting at home in 

my living room and we're just sitting around informally chatting about the 

terrible things the defendant has done." 

Ken Bailey leaned over and whispered to Jennifer, "Do you hear what 

that bastard's doing? He's stealing your stuff!" 

"Don't worry about it, " Jennifer replied coolly. 

When Jennifer got up to address the jury, she said: 

"Ladies and gentlemen, I've never heard anything as outrageous as the 

remarks of the District Attorney." Her voice rang with righteous indigna-

tion. "For a minute, I couldn't believe I had heard him correctly. How dare 

he tell you to forget you're sitting in a court of law! This courtroom is one 

of the most precious possessions our nation has! It is the foundation of our 

freedom. Yours and mine and the defendant's. And for the District Attor-

ney to suggest that you forget where you are, that you forget your sworn 
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duty, I find both shocking and contemptible. I'm asking you, ladies and 

gentlemen, to remember where you are, to remember that all of us are here 

to see that justice is done and that the defendant is vindicated." 

The jurors were nodding approvingly. 

Jennifer glanced toward the table where Robert Di Silva was sitting. 

He was staring straight ahead, a glazed look in his eyes. 

Jennifer's client was acquitted. 

After each court victory, there would be four dozen red roses on Jen-

nifer's desk, with a card from Michael Moretti. Each time, Jennifer would 

tear up the cards and have Cynthia take away the flowers. Somehow they 

seemed obscene coming from him. Finally Jennifer sent Michael Moretti a 

note, asking him to stop sending her flowers. 

When Jennifer returned from the courtroom after winning her next 

case, there were five dozen red roses waiting for her. 
 

Comprehension 

 

  2.   Give detailed answers to the following questions 
 

1. What stories did the front pages of The New York Times carry? 

2. Did both Antonio Granelli and Michael Moretti want Jennifer to work 

for them? 

3. What was just a question of time? Why? 

4. How did Jennifer react to Michael’s proposal to have a little talk? 

5. What was Michael Moretti’s attitude towards women? 

6. What suggested the idea to Jennifer to move for a new trial on the 

Connie Garrett case? 

7. What grounds did Jennifer have to reopen the Connie Garrett case? 

8. What information was held back from Connie Garrett’s attorney? 

9. Why did Patrick Maguire try to be unavailable? 

10. How did Jennifer outwit Patrick Maguire? 

11. How did Patrick Maguire try to make a settlement when he visited 

Jennifer’s office? 

12. Who asked Jennifer to represent him in an assault case? What report 

did Ken Bailey get on him? 
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13. What were five important differences between Jennifer Parker and 

Mary Beth? 

14. Why did Judge Silverman want both attorneys, Jennifer Parker and 

Patrick Maguire to approach the bench? 

15. What news did Adam tell Jennifer in the restaurant? 

16. What conversation did Mary Beth begin after she and Adam had re-

turned from a fund-raising dinner? 

17. What idea did Mary Beth impose on Jennifer during their meeting? 

18. Why did Jennifer and Adam have to be more discreet than ever? 
 

  3.   Find evidence in the text to support the following state-

ments 
 

1. Patrick Maguire was a dishonest person. 

2. Jennifer and Mary Beth’s meeting was friendly and wonderful. 

3. Jennifer was successful in her carrier as a lawyer. 

4. Michael Moretti was too importunate.  
 

  4.   Consider the following topics. Make use of the words and 

word combinations given in brackets 
 

1. Patrick Maguire’s opening statement (to be good, to dwell on, at 

length, the plight of sb, to steal one’s emotional thunder, to speak of smth, 

to slip on ice, to be at fault, a plaintiff, to award sb, to handle sb, to see by 

the looks, to bring witness in, an accident, to have culpability, to bring the 

suit, to be in court, to make an appearance, to count the money, to wait for 

one’s attorney, to suck out of sb, to involve, to face sb, to be immoral, to 

send sb away empty-handed, to be temped to do smth, to take responsibility 

for one’s actions, to swindle smth out of sb, to bow) 
 

2. Jennifer’s speech (to study smth, to evaluate smth, to point to 

smth, at the plaintiff’s table, a special wheelchair, a puzzled frown, to 

whisper to sb, to speak eloquently, to find one’s heart bleeding, to be mer-

cilessly attacked by, to want in exchange, to be aware of smth, a defect in 

the braking system, the basis for smth, to introduce an exhibit, to see no 

objections, an attorney for the defense, to object smth, to look unsympa-

thetic in the eyes of the jury, to hire a professional cameraman, to make the 

film, a stark, a realistic horror story, to feel the lump in one’s throat) 
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3. Jennifer’s techniques she found effective with a jury (to put sb 

on the stand, as witnesses for the prosecution, to call no experts, to collect 

ordinary folks, the founder of Christianity, to sound a little frightening, to 

remote from one’s lives, to deal with smth, to be in a courtroom, to happen 

to sb, a poor defendant, to carry away by smth, a ploy, to defend a client 

against sb, to steal one’s stuff, to reply coolly, outrageous, to ring with in-

dignation, a precious possession, to be the foundation of one’s freedom, a 

sworn duty, to find both shocking and contemptible, to vindicate, to nod 

approvingly, to be acquitted)  
 

Activator 

 

  5.   Give the English equivalents to the following Russian 

words and word combinations 
 

1. оправдание 2. просмотреть, пропустить 3. быть ответственным 

4. риск дважды понести уголовную ответственность за одно и то же 

преступление 5. окончательное решение 6. ответчик 7. уголовно дело 

8 закон об исковой давности 9. дело о нападении 10. отменить ч.-л. 

решение 11. по существу дела 12. ходатайствовать о пересмотре дела 

13. иметь судебный прецедент 14. законное постановление (суда) 15. 

вознаграждение за телесное повреждение в результате несчастного 

случая 16. задержать за нападение и избиение 17.составлять список 

присяжных 18. быть выпущенным под залог 19. вне судебного уре-

гулирования 20. гражданское дело 
 

  6.   Translate into English using the words and word combina-

tions from the text  
 

1. Дженнифер добилась оправдания женщины, обвиненной в убий-

стве своего мужа. 

2. Она хотела ходатайствовать о пересмотре дела. 

3. Срок давности иска истекает сегодня. 

4. Судья пересмотрел ранее принятое решение. 

5. Он позвонил Дженнифер и попросил быть его защитником в де-

ле об оскорблении личности. 
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6. Сейчас его отпустили под залог. 

7. Дженнифер надо было сделать так, чтобы присяжные предста-

вили каждый день Кони Гэррет, но уговорить молодую женщину 

присутствовать на суде было невозможно. 

8. В один из августовских дней началось слушание дела  Кони Гэр-

рет против «Национальной транспортной корпорации». 

9. Дженнифер подошла к судье: «Ваша честь, с разрешения суда я 

хотела бы представить некоторые вещественные доказательства». 

10. По оценкам всех опросов, Адам уверенно лидировал в предвы-

борной борьбе. 

11. Дженнифер представляла президентов банков и грабителей бан-

ков, политиков и руководителей профсоюзов. 

12. Дженнифер была принята в Американскую коллегию адвокатов, 

что удивило даже Кена Бейли.  

 

  7.   Match the words on the left with their definitions on the 

right. Then choose the best word from those given to com-

plete each of the sentences which follow 
 

1. acquittal a) undoubted decision of a judge or court  

2. bonus b) the process of fighting or defending a case in 

a civil court of law 

3. culpability c) the rule that a final judgement constitutes an 

absolute bar to a subsequent action involving 

the same claim, demand or cause of action. 

The sum and substance of the whole rule is 

that a matter once judicially decided is finally 

decided. 

4. be liable to d) a risk to face the second prosecution for same 

offense after acquittal or conviction, and to 

be imposed multiple punishments for same 

offense  

5. defendant e) a chief member and spokesman of a jury 

6. double  

jeopardy 

f) responsible according to law 
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7. res judicata g) responsibility for smth wrong or unpleasant 

that has happened and deserve punishment 

8. final  

judgement 

h) judgement that a person is not guilty 

9. be out on bail i) to show or prove the truth, justice, validity 

(of smth that has been attacked or disputed) 

10. foreman j) person against whom a legal action is 

brought  

11. litigation k) payment in addition to what is usual, neces-

sary or expected  

12. vindicate l) to obtain one’s freedom until his trial by 

payment of bail 

 

1. She lost an appeal. We’re going to get hit with … . 

2. Patrick Maguire said, “Before we’re through, we’ll show you that Na-

tional Motors had no … in this matter”. 

3. She was faced with difficult task of pleading for a … who was obvi-

ously guilty. 

4. Jennifer explained, “Res judicata means for civil cases what … … 

means for criminal cases.” 

5. It was not unusual for the bank to be involved in … over failed com-

panies. 

6. Technically you would be in breach of contract and so would be … … 

the loss of the whole contract fee. 

7. According to the report on Joey La Guardia he was … … … . 

8. Jennifer gave large … to the office staff, and lavish gifts. 

9. The deep-pocket … was Nationwide Motors. 

10. Once a … … has been made on the merits of a case, it can only be 

opened again under very special circumstances. 

11. The verdict was three convictions and two … . 

12. I’m asking you, ladies and gentlemen, to remember where you are, to 

remember that all of us are here to see that justice is done and the de-

fendant is … . 

13. A few minutes before midnight, the … sent a note to Judge Silverman 

for a legal ruling. 
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  8.   Replace the highlighted words with a suitable idiomatic 

expression given in the box, using the correct tense/form 

 

at length, wrap smth up, be at fault, by all means, be a natural, be tied up 

in smth, turn one’s stomach, be tied up in smth, swindle money out of sb, 

get a settlement, do justice to sb 
 

1. A shy woman took her hand, gave her a warm smile and said, “I’m 

Mary Beth. Adam did treat you in a way that is fair.” 

2. Patrick Maguire spoke of the accident, stressing the fact that Connie 

Garrett had slipped on ice and that the truck driver had not been mis-

taken and was not responsible for misfortune. 

3. I'd like to end a dispute and get money that would make up a little 

bit for the anguish Connie Garrett is going through. 

4. I want to complete it in a satisfactory way. I’d appreciate it if you 

would talk to your client as soon as possible. 

5. Patrick Maguire dwelt in great detail on the plight of poor young 

Connie Garrett, saying all the things that Jennifer had planned to say, 

stealing her emotional thunder. 

6. Patrick Maguire said generously, "Of course, I allow you to show the 

pictures. " 

7. Jennifer rose to her feet. "Get out of here. You make me feel sick." 

8. Mr. Maguire is so busy with meetings all day that he has no time for 

other things. 

9. A person has to take responsibility for his or her own actions and 

shouldn’t try to get five million dollars from someone by deceiving 

them. 

10. That lawyer, Jennifer Parker, she is good at winning the cases with-

out having to try hard. 
 

  9.   Put a tick to show the most typical collocations 
 

 an acquittal a case a jury 

bring    

conduct    

impanel    

win    

file    
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have    

sequester    

handle    

bring in     

lose    

close    

summon    

 

  10.   Fill in each gap with a suitable preposition from the list 
 

for, in, up, to, with, from, about, against, of, back, through, by,  

under, on, into 
 

1. Ordinarily, the trial would only have been worth a paragraph or two 

… papers, but because Jennifer Parker was representing the plaintiff, 

the media were out … force. 

2. Everything suddenly clicked … place. 

3. Joey La Guardia was picked … last week … assault and battery. 

4. The driver slammed … his brakes and the rear end … the truck skid-

ded sideways. 

5. Once a final judgment has been made … the merits … a case, it can 

only be opened again … very special circumstances. 

6. Jennifer’s headache disappeared as if … magic, and she leapt … her 

chair … excitement. 

7. Mr. Maguire leafed … the papers, unperturbed. 

8. The deep-pocket defendant, Nationwide Motors, held … information 

… Connie Garrett’s attorney. 

9. We’ll file … them there and ask … a change … venue later. 

10. I know that the words ‘law’ and ‘courtroom’ sound a little frightening 

and remote … your lives, but when you stop to think … it, all we’re 

dealing … the rights and wrongs done … human beings like ourselves. 

11. Each time, Jennifer would tear … the cards and have Cynthia take … 

the flowers. 

12. Without Connie Garrett … the courtroom, there was no chance that a 

jury would return a verdict … five million dollars. 
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Discussion 

 

  11.   Agree or disagree to the statements. Give your arguments 

for or against them 
 

1. Where there’s a will, there’s a way. 

2. If you slip on a piece of ice on the street, you can’t blame big brother 

for it. 

 

  12.   Comment on the following ideas 
 

1. Women are weak. You never know what the hell they are going to do. 

(Antonio Granelli) 

2. It’s no how you play the game, it’s whether you win or not. (Patrick 

Maguire) 
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(Chapters 22–27) 
 

 

Vocabulary preview 

 

  1.   Read the text carefully. The following words and word 

combinations will help you to avoid difficulties in under-
standing 

— 22 — 
transient приезжий ancient древний; 

shotgun дробовик, обрез dig up откапать, рыть 

brandish размахивать as straight as 

an arrow 

прямой как стрела 

flee исчезать federal pros-

ecutor 

федеральный 

обвинитель 

federal of-

fense 

федеральное преступ-

ление, преступление 

по федеральному уго-

ловному праву 

plead подавать возражение 

по иску 

enter a case предъявить иск, 

обвинение 

get a kick 

out of smth 

получать огромное 

удовольствие 

modus op-

erandi 

почерк преступника move for a 

jury trial 

обратиться в суд 

присяжных 

cherubic ангельский suspiciously подозрительно, с 

подозрением 

bank rob-

bery 

ограбление банка go round the 

bend 

рехнуться, спятить 

I don’t care мне все равно   

guilty виновный approach подходить, 

приближаться 

cease прекращать, 

переставать 

brusquely резко 

sweetheart возлюбленный brook no 

delay 

не терпеть 

отлагательства 

decline (fall) падение get on with 

smth 

справиться с ч.-л. 

PART 7 
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The Rainy Day Robber case brought Jennifer new headlines. The ac-

cused man had been called to her attention by Father Ryan. 

"A friend of mine has a bit of a problem – " he began, and they both 

burst out laughing. 

The friend turned out to be Paul Richards, a transient, accused of rob-

bing a bank of a hundred and fifty thousand dollars. A robber had walked 

into the bank wearing a long black raincoat, under which was hidden a 

sawed-off shotgun. The collar of the raincoat was raised so that his face 

was partially hidden. Once inside the bank, the man had brandished the 

shotgun and forced a teller to hand over all his available cash. The robber 

had then fled in a waiting automobile. Several witnesses had seen the get-

away car, a green sedan, but the license number had been covered with 

mud. 

Since bank robberies were a federal offense, the FBI had entered the 

case. They had put the modus operandi into a central computer and it had 

come up with the name of Paul Richards. 

Jennifer went to visit him at Riker's Island. 

"I swear to God I didn't do it, " Paul Richards said. He was in his fif-

ties, a red-faced man with cherubic blue eyes, too old to be running around 

pulling bank robberies. 

"I don't care whether you're innocent or guilty," Jennifer explained, 

"but I have one rule. I won't represent a client who lies to me." 

"I swear on my mother's life I didn't do it." 
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Oaths had ceased to impress Jennifer long ago. Clients had sworn their 

innocence to her on the lives of their mothers, wives, sweethearts and chil-

dren. If God had taken those oaths seriously, there would have been a seri-

ous decline in the population. 

Jennifer asked, "Why do you think the FBI arrested you?" 

Paul Richards answered without hesitation. "Because about ten years 

ago I pulled a bank job and was dumb enough to get caught." 

“You used a sawed-off shotgun under a raincoat?" 

"That's right. I waited until it was raining, and then hit a bank." 

"But you didn't do this last job?" 

"No. Some smart bastard copied my act." 

The preliminary hearing was before Judge Fred Stevens, a strict disci-

plinarian. It was rumored that he was in favor of shipping all criminals off 

to some inaccessible island where they would stay for the rest of their 

lives. Judge Stevens believed that anyone caught stealing for the first time 

should have his right hand chopped off, and if caught again, should have 

his left hand chopped off, in ancient Islamic tradition. He was the worst 

judge Jennifer could have asked for. She sent for Ken Bailey. 

"Ken, I want you to dig up everything you can on Judge Stevens." 

"Judge Stevens? He's as straight as an arrow. He – " 

"I know he is. Do it, please." 

The federal prosecutor who was handling the case was an old pro 

named Carter Gifford. 

"How are you going to plead him?" Gifford asked. 

Jennifer gave him a look of innocent surprise. "Not guilty, of course." 

He laughed sardonically. "Judge Stevens will get a kick out of that. I 

suppose you're going to move for a jury trial." 

"No." 

Gifford studied Jennifer suspiciously. "You mean you're going to put 

your client in the hands of the hanging judge?" 

"That's right." 

Gifford grinned. "I knew you'd go around the bend one day, Jennifer. I 

can't wait to see this." 

"The United States of America versus Paul Richards. Is the defendant 

present?" 

The court clerk said, "Yes, Your Honor." 
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"Would the attorneys please approach the bench and identify them-

selves?" 

Jennifer and Carter Gifford moved toward Judge Stevens. 

"Jennifer Parker representing the defendant." 

"Carter Gifford representing the United States Government." 

Judge Stevens turned to Jennifer and said brusquely, "I'm aware of 

your reputation, Miss Parker. So I'm going to tell you right now that I do 

not intend to waste this court's time. I will brook no delays in this case. I 

want to get on with this preliminary hearing and get the arraignment over 

with. I intend to set a trial date as speedily as possible. I presume you will 

want a jury trial and – " 

"No, Your Honor." 

Judge Stevens looked at her in surprise. "You're not asking for a jury 

trial?" 

"I am not. Because I don't think there's going to be an arraignment." 

Carter Gifford was staring at her. "What?" 

"In my opinion, you don't have enough evidence to bring my client to 

trial." 

Carter Gifford snapped, "You need another opinion!" He turned to 

Judge Stevens. "Your Honor, the government has a very strong case. The 

defendant has already been convicted of committing exactly the same 

crime in exactly the same manner. Our computer picked him out of over 

two thousand possible suspects. We have the guilty man right here in this 

courtroom, and the prosecution has no intention of dropping the case 

against him." 

Judge Stevens turned to Jennifer. "It seems to the court that there is 

enough prima facie evidence here to have an arraignment and a trial. Do 

you have anything more to say?" 

"I do. Your Honor. There is not one single witness who can positively 

identify Paul Richards. The FBI has been unable to find any of the stolen 

money. In fact, the only thing that links the defendant to this crime is the 

imagination of the prosecutor." 

The judge stared down at Jennifer and said with ominous softness, 

"What about the computer that picked him out?" 

Jennifer sighed. "That brings us to a problem. Your Honor." 

Judge Stevens said grimly, "I imagine it does. It is easy to confuse a 

live witness, but it is difficult to confuse a computer." 

Carter Gifford nodded smugly, "Exactly, Your Honor." 
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Jennifer turned to face Gifford. "The FBI used the IBM 370/168, did-

n't it?" 

"That's right. It's the most sophisticated equipment in the world." 

Judge Stevens asked Jennifer, "Does the defense intend to challenge 

the efficiency of that computer?" 

"On the contrary, Your Honor. I have a computer expert here in court 

today who works for the company that manufactures the 370/168. He pro-

grammed the information that turned up the name of my client." 

"Where is he?" 

Jennifer turned and motioned to a tall, thin man seated on a bench. He 

nervously came forward. 

Jennifer said, "This is Mr. Edward Monroe." 

"If you've been tampering with my witness, " the prosecuting attorney 

exploded, "I'll – " 

"All I did was to request Mr. Monroe to ask the computer if there were 

other possible suspects. I selected ten people who had certain general char-

acteristics similar to my client. For purposes of identification, Mr. Monroe 

programmed in statistics on age, height, weight, color of eyes, birthplace – 

the same kind of data that produced the name of my client." 

Judge Stevens asked impatiently, "What is the point of all this, Miss 

Parker?" 

"The point is that the computer identified one of the ten people as a 

prime suspect in the bank robbery." 

Judge Stevens turned to Edward Monroe. "Is this true?" 

"Yes, Your Honor." Edward Monroe opened his briefcase and pulled 

out a computer readout. 

The bailiff took it from Monroe and handed it to the judge. Judge Ste-

vens glanced at it and his face became red. 

He looked at Edward Monroe. "Is this some kind of joke?" 

"No, sir." 

"The computer picked me as a possible suspect?" Judge Stevens asked. 

"Yes, sir, it did." 

Jennifer explained, "The computer has no reasoning power, Your 

Honor. It can only respond to the information it is given. You and my client 

happen to be the same weight, height and age. You both drive green se-

dans, and you both come from the same state. That's really as much evi-

dence as the prosecuting attorney has. The only other factor is the way in 

which the crime was done. When Paul Richards committed that bank rob-
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bery ten years ago, millions of people read about it. Any one of them could 

have imitated his modus operandi. Someone did." Jennifer indicated the 

piece of paper in Judge Stevens' hand. "That shows you how flimsy the 

State's case really is." 

Carter Gifford sputtered, "Your Honor – " and stopped. He did not 

know what to say. 

Judge Stevens looked again at the computer readout in his hand and 

then at Jennifer. 

"What would you have done, " he asked, "if the court had been a 

younger man, thinner than I, who drove a blue car?" 

"The computer gave me ten other possible suspects, " Jennifer said. 

"My next choice would have been New York District Attorney Robert Di 

Silva." 

Jennifer was sitting in her office, reading the headlines, when Cynthia 

announced, "Mr. Paul Richards is here." 

"Send him in, Cynthia." 

He came into the office wearing a black raincoat and carrying a candy 

box tied with a red ribbon. 

"I just wanted to tell you thanks." 

"You see? Sometimes justice does triumph." 

"I'm leaving town. I decided I need a little vacation." He handed Jen-

nifer the candy box. "A little token of my appreciation." 

"Thank you, Paul." 

He looked at her admiringly. "I think you're terrific." 

And he was gone. 

Jennifer looked at the box of candy on her desk and smiled. She had 

received less for handling most of Father Ryan's friends. If she got fat, it 

would be Father Ryan's fault. 

Jennifer untied the ribbon and opened the box. Inside was ten thousand 

dollars in used currency. 

One afternoon as Jennifer was leaving the courthouse, she noticed a 

large, black, chauffeured Cadillac limousine at the curb. As she started to 

walk past it, Michael Moretti stepped out. "I've been waiting for you." 

Close up, there was an electric vitality to the man that was almost 

overpowering. 

"Get out of my way, " Jennifer said. Her face was flushed and angry, 

and she was even more beautiful than Michael Moretti had remembered. 
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"Hey, " he laughed, "cool down. All I want to do is talk to you. All you 

have to do is listen. I'll pay you for your time." 

"You'll never have enough money." 

She started to move past him. Michael Moretti put a conciliatory hand 

on her arm. Just touching her increased his excitement. 

He turned on all of his charm. "Be reasonable. You won't know what 

you're turning down until you hear what I have to say. Ten minutes. That's 

all I want. I'll drop you off at your office. We can talk on the way." 

Jennifer studied him a moment and said, "I'll go with you on one con-

dition. I want the answer to a question." 

Michael nodded. "Sure. Go ahead." 

"Whose idea was it to frame me with the dead canary?" 

He answered without hesitation. "Mine." 

So now she knew. And she could have killed him. Grimly she stepped 

into the limousine and Michael Moretti moved in beside her. Jennifer noted 

that he gave the driver the address of her office building without asking. 

As the limousine drove off, Michael Moretti said, "I'm glad about all 

the great things that are happening to you." 

Jennifer did not bother to reply. 

"I really mean that." 

"You haven't told me what it is you want." 

"I want to make you rich." 

"Thanks. I'm rich enough." Her voice was filled with the contempt she 

felt toward him. 

Michael Moretti's face flushed. "I’m trying to do you a favor and you 

keep fighting me." 

Jennifer turned to look at him. "I don't want any favors from you." 

He made his voice conciliatory. "Okay. Maybe I’m trying to make up 

a little for what I did to you. Look, I can send you a lot of clients. Im-

portant clients. Big money. You have no idea – " 

Jennifer interrupted. "Mr. Moretti, do us both a favor. Don't say an-

other word." 

"But I can – " 

"I don't want to represent you or any of your friends." 

"Why not?" 

"Because if I represented one of you, from then on you'd own me." 
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"You've got it all wrong, " Michael protested. "My friends are in legit-

imate businesses. I mean banks, insurance companies – " 

"Save your breath. My services aren't available to the Mafia." 

"Who said anything about the Mafia?" 

"Call it whatever you like. No one owns me but me. I intend to keep it 

that way." 

The limousine stopped for a red light 

Jennifer said, "This is close enough. Thank you for the lift." She 

opened the door and stepped out. 

Michael said, "When can I see you again?" 

"Not ever, Mr. Moretti." 

Michael watched her walk away. 

My God, he thought, that’s a woman'. He suddenly became aware that 

he had an erection and smiled, because he knew that one way or another, 

he was going to have her. 
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It was the end of October, two weeks before the election, and the sena-

torial race was in full swing. Adam was running against the incumbent 

Senator John Trowbridge, a veteran politician, and the experts agreed it 

was going to be a close battle. 

Jennifer sat at home one night, watching Adam and his opponent in a 

television debate. Mary Beth had been right. A divorce now could easily 

have wrecked Adam's growing chances for victory. 

When Jennifer walked into the office after a long business lunch, there 

was an urgent message for her to call Rick Arlen. "He's called three times 

in the last half-hour," Cynthia said. 

Rick Arlen was a rock star who had, almost overnight, become the hot-

test singer in the world. Jennifer had heard about the enormous incomes of 
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rock stars, but until she got involved with Rick Arlen's affairs, she had had 

no idea what that really meant. From records, personal appearances, mer-

chandising and now motion pictures, Rick Arlen's income was more than 

fifteen million dollars a year. Rick was twenty-five years old, an Alabama 

farm boy who had been born with a gold mine in his throat. 

"Get him for me," Jennifer said. 

Five minutes later he was on the line. "Hey, man, I've been tryin' to 

reach you for hours." 

"Sorry, Rick. I was in a meeting." 

"Problem. Gotta see you." 

"Can you come in to the office this afternoon?" 

"I don't think so. I'm in Monte Carlo, doin' a benefit for Grace and the 

Prince. How soon can you get here?" 

"I couldn't possibly get away now," Jennifer protested. "I have a desk 

piled up –" 

"Baby, I need you. You've got to get on a bird this afternoon." 

And he hung up. 

Jennifer thought about the phone call. Rick Arlen had not wanted to 

discuss his problem over the telephone. It could be anything from drugs to 

girls to boys. She thought about sending Ted Harris or Dan Martin to solve 

whatever the problem was, but she liked Rick Arlen. In the end, Jennifer 

decided to go herself. 

She tried to reach Adam before she left, but he was out of the office. 

She said to Cynthia, "Get me reservations on an Air France flight to 

Nice. I'll want a car to meet me and drive me to Monte Carlo." 

Twenty minutes later she had a reservation on a seven o'clock flight 

that evening. 

"There's a helicopter service from Nice directly to Monte Carlo, " 

Cynthia said. "I’ve booked you on that." 

"Wonderful. Thank you." 
 

* * * 

When Ken Bailey heard why Jennifer was leaving, he said, "Who does 

that punk think he is?" 

"He knows who he is, Ken. He's one of our biggest clients." 

"When will you be back?" 

"I shouldn't be gone more than three or four days." 

"Things aren't the same when you're not here. I’ll miss you." 

Jennifer wondered whether he was still seeing the young blond man. 
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"Hold down the fort until I get back." 

As a rule, Jennifer enjoyed flying. She regarded her time in the air as 

freedom from pressures, a temporary escape from all the problems that 

beset her on the ground, a quiet oasis in space away from her endlessly 

demanding clients. This flight across the Atlantic, however, was unpleas-

ant. It seemed unusually bumpy, and Jennifer's stomach became queasy 

and upset. 

She was feeling a bit better by the time the plane landed in Nice the 

next morning. There was a helicopter waiting to fly her to Monte Carlo. 

Jennifer had never ridden in a helicopter before and she had looked for-

ward to it. But the sudden lift and the swooping motions made her ill again, 

and she was unable to enjoy the majestic sights of the Alps below and the 

Grande Corniche, with miniature automobiles winding up the steep moun-

tainside. 

The buildings of Monte Carlo appeared, and a few minutes later the 

helicopter was landing in front of the modem white summer casino on the 

beach. 

Cynthia had telephoned ahead and Rick Arlen was there to meet Jen-

nifer. 

He gave her a big hug. "How was the trip?" 

"A little rough." 

He took a closer look at her and said, "You don't look so hot. I'll take 

you up to my pad and you can rest up for the big do tonight." 

"What big do?" 

"The gala. That's why you're here." 

"What?" 

"Yeah. Grace asked me to invite anyone I liked. I like you." 

"Oh, Rick!" 

Jennifer could cheerfully have strangled him. He had no idea how 

much he had disrupted her life. She was three thousand miles away from 

Adam, she had clients who needed her, court cases to try – and she had 

been lured to Monte Carlo to attend a party! 

Jennifer said, "Rick, how could – ?" 

She looked at his beaming face and started to laugh. 

Oh, well, she was here. Besides, the gala might turn out to be fun. 

The gala was spectacular. It was a milk fund concert for orphans, 

sponsored by Their Serene Highnesses, Grace and Rainier Grimaldi, and it 

was held outdoors at the summer casino. It was a lovely evening. The night 
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was balmy and the slight breeze coming off the Mediterranean stirred the 

tall palm trees. Jennifer wished Adam could have been here to share it with 

her. There were fifteen hundred seats occupied by a cheering audience. 

Half a dozen international stars performed, but Rick Arlen was the 

headliner. He was backed up by a raucous three-piece band and flashing 

psychedelic lights that stained the velvet sky. When he finished, he re-

ceived a standing ovation. 

There was a private party afterward at the piscine, below the Hotel de 

Paris. Cocktails and a buffet supper were served around the enormous 

pool, in which dozens of lighted candles floated on lily pads. 

Jennifer estimated that there were more than three hundred people 

there. Jennifer had not brought an evening gown, and just looking at the 

splendidly dressed women made her feel like the poor little match girl. 

Rick introduced her to dukes and duchesses and princesses. It seemed to 

Jennifer that half the royalty of Europe was there. She met heads of cartels 

and famous opera singers. There were fashion designers and heiresses and 

the great soccer player, Pele. Jennifer was in the midst of a conversation 

with two Swiss bankers when a wave of dizziness engulfed her. 

"Excuse me, " Jennifer said. 

She went to find Rick Arlen. "Rick, I – " 

He took one look at her and said, "You're white as a sheet, baby. 

Let's split." 

Thirty minutes later, Jennifer was in bed in the villa that Rick Arlen 

had rented. 

"A doctor's on his way, " Rick told her. 

"I don't need a doctor. It's just a virus or something." 

"Right. It's the 'or something' he's gonna check out." 

Dr. Andre Monteux was an elderly wisp of a man somewhere in his 

eighties. He wore a neatly trimmed full beard and carried a black medical 

case. 

The doctor turned to Rick Arlen. "If you would leave us alone, please." 

"Sure. I'll wait outside." 

The doctor moved closer to the bed. "Alors. What have we here?" 

"If I knew that, " Jennifer said weakly, "I'd be making this house call 

and you'd be lying here." 

He sat down on the edge of the bed. "How are you feeling?" 

"Like I've come down with the bubonic plague." 

"Put out your tongue, please." 
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Jennifer put out her tongue and began to gag. Dr. Monteux checked 

her pulse and took her temperature. 

When he had finished, Jennifer asked, "What do you think it is, 

Doctor?" 

"It could be any one of a number of things, beautiful lady. If you are 

feeling well enough tomorrow, I would like you to come to my office where 

I can do a thorough examination." 

Jennifer felt too ill to argue. "All right, " she said. "I'll be there." 
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In the morning Rick Arlen drove Jennifer into Monte Carlo where Dr. 

Monteux gave her a complete examination. 

"It's a bug of some kind, isn't it?" Jennifer asked. 

"If you wish a prediction, " the elderly doctor replied, "I will send out 

for fortune cookies. If you wish to know what is wrong with you, we will 

have to be patient until the laboratory reports come back." 

"When will that be?" 

"It usually takes two or three days." 

Jennifer knew there was no way she was going to stay there for two or 

three days. Adam might need her. She knew she needed him. 

“In the meantime, I would like you to stay in bed and rest." He handed 

her a bottle of pills. "These will relax you." 

"Thank you." Jennifer scribbled something on a piece of paper. "You 

can call me here." 

It was not until Jennifer had gone that Dr. Monteux looked at the piece 

of paper. On it was written a New York telephone number. 

At the Charles de Gaulle Airport in Paris, where she changed planes, 

Jennifer took two of the pills Dr. Monteaux had given her and a sleeping 

pill. She slept fitfully during most of the trip back to New York, but when 

she disembarked from the plane she was feeling no better. She had not ar-

ranged for anyone to meet her and she took a taxi to her apartment. 

In the late afternoon, the telephone rang. It was Adam. 

"Jennifer! Where have you – " 

She tried to put energy into her voice. "I'm sorry, darling. I had to go to 

Monte Carlo to see a client and I couldn't reach you." 
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"I've been worried sick. Are you all right?" 

"I'm fine. I – I've just been running around a lot." 

"My God! I was imagining all kinds of terrible things." 

"There's nothing to worry about, " Jennifer assured him. "How's every-

thing going with the campaign?" 

"Fine. When am I going to see you? I was supposed to leave for Wash-

ington, but I can postpone – " 

"No, you go ahead, " Jennifer said. She did not want Adam to see her 

like this. "I'll be busy. We'll spend the weekend together." 

"All right." His tone was reluctant. "If you're not doing anything at 

eleven, I'm on the CBS news." 

"I'll watch, darling." 

Jennifer was asleep five minutes after she had replaced the receiver. 

In the morning Jennifer telephoned Cynthia to tell her she was not 

coming into the office. Jennifer had slept restlessly, and when she awak-

ened she felt no better. She tried to eat breakfast but could not keep any-

thing down. She felt weak and realized she had had nothing to eat for al-

most three days. 

Her mind unwillingly went over the frightening litany of things that 

could be wrong with her. Cancer first, naturally. She felt for lumps in her 

breast, but she could not feel anything amiss. Of course, cancer could 

strike anywhere. It could be a virus of some kind, but the doctor surely 

would have known that immediately. The trouble was that it could be al-

most anything. Jennifer felt lost and helpless. She was not a hypochondri-

ac, she had always been in wonderful health, and now she felt as though 

her body had somehow betrayed her. She could not bear it if anything hap-

pened to her. Not when everything was so wonderful. 

She was going to be fine. Of course she was. 

Another wave of nausea swept through her. 

At eleven o'clock that morning, Dr. Andre Monteux called from Monte 

Carlo. A voice said, "Just a moment. I'll put the doctor on." 

The moment stretched into a hundred years, and Jennifer clutched the 

telephone tightly, unable to bear the waiting. 

Finally, Dr. Monteux's voice came on and he said, "How are you 

feeling?'' 

"About the same, " Jennifer replied nervously. "Arc the results of the 

tests in?" 

"Good news, " Dr. Monteux said. "It is not the bubonic plague." 
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Jennifer could stand no more. "What is it? What's the matter with me?" 

"You are going to have a baby, Mrs. Parker." 

Jennifer sat there numbly staring at the telephone When she found her 

voice again she asked, "Are – are you sure?" 

"Rabbits never lie. I take it this is your first baby." 

"Yes." 

"I would suggest you see an obstetrician as soon as possible. From the 

severity of the early symptoms, there may be some difficulties ahead for 

you." 

"I will, " Jennifer replied. "Thank you for calling. Dr. Monteux." 

She replaced the receiver and sat there, her mind in a turmoil. She was 

not sure when it could have happened, or what her feelings were. She could 

not think straight. 

She was going to have Adam's baby. And suddenly Jennifer knew how 

she felt. She felt wonderful; she felt as though she had been given some 

indescribably precious gift. 

The timing was perfect, as though the gods were on their side. The 

election would soon be over and she and Adam would be married as quick-

ly as possible. It would be a boy. Jennifer knew it. She could not wait to 

tell Adam. 

She telephoned him at his office. 

"Mr. Warner is not in, " his secretary informed her. "You might try his 

home." 

Jennifer was reluctant to call Adam at home, but she was bursting with 

her news. She dialed his number. Mary Beth answered. 

"I'm sorry to bother you, " Jennifer apologized. "There's something I 

have to talk to Adam about. This is Jennifer Parker." 

"I'm pleased that you called, " Mary Beth said. The warmth in her 

voice was reassuring. "Adam had some speaking engagements, but he's 

returning tonight. Why don't you come up to the house? We can all have 

dinner together. Say, seven o'clock?" 

Jennifer hesitated for a moment. "That will be lovely." 

It was a miracle that Jennifer did not have an accident driving to Cro-

ton-on-Hudson. Her mind was far away, dreaming of the future. She and 

Adam had often discussed having children. She could remember his words. 

I want a couple that look exactly like you. 

As Jennifer drove along the highway, she thought she could feel a 

slight stirring in her womb, but she told herself that that was nonsense. It 
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was much too early. But it would not be long now. Adam's baby was in 

her. It was alive and would soon be kicking. It was awesome, overwhelm-

ing. She — 

Jennifer heard someone honking at her, and she looked up and saw that 

she had almost forced a truck driver off the road. She gave him an apolo-

getic smile and drove on. Nothing could spoil this day. 

It was dusk when Jennifer pulled up in front of the Warner house. A 

fine snow was beginning to fall, lightly powdering the trees. Mary Beth, 

wearing a long blue brocade gown, opened the front door to greet Jennifer, 

taking her arm and warmly welcoming her into the house, reminding Jen-

nifer of the first time they had met. 

Mary Beth looked radiantly happy. She was full of small talk, putting 

her visitor at ease. They went into the library where there was a cheerful 

fire crackling in the hearth. 

"I haven't heard from Adam yet, " Mary Beth said. "He's probably 

been detained. In the meantime, you and I can have a nice long chat. You 

sounded excited on the telephone." Mary Beth leaned forward conspirato-

rially. "What's your big news?" 

Jennifer looked at the friendly woman across from her and blurted out, 

"I'm going to have Adam's baby." 

Mary Beth leaned back in her chair and smiled. "Well! Now isn't that 

something! So am I!" 

Jennifer stared at her. "I – I don't understand." 

Mary Beth laughed. "It's really quite simple, my dear. Adam and I are 

married, you know." 

Jennifer said slowly, "But – but you and Adam are getting a divorce." 

"My dear girl, why on earth would I divorce Adam? I adore him." 

Jennifer felt her head beginning to spin. The conversation was making 

no sense. "You're – you're in love with someone else. You said you – " 

"I said that I'm in love. And I am. I'm in love with Adam. I told you, 

I've been in love with Adam since the first time I saw him." 

She could not mean what she was saying. She was teasing Jennifer, 

playing some kind of silly game. 

"Stop it!" Jennifer said. "You're like a brother and sister to each other. 

Adam doesn't make love to – " Mary Beth's voice tinkled with laughter. 

"My poor dear! I'm surprised that someone as clever as you are could – " 

She leaned forward with concern. "You believed him! I'm so sorry. I am. I 

really am." 
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Jennifer was fighting to keep control of herself. "Adam is in love with 

me. We're getting married." 

Mary Beth shook her head. Her blue eyes met Jennifer's and the naked 

hatred in them made Jennifer's heart stop for an instant. 

"That would make Adam a bigamist. I’ll never give him a divorce. If I 

had let Adam divorce me and marry you, he would lose the election. As it 

is, he's going to win it. Then we'll go on to the White House, Adam and I. 

There's no room in his life for anyone like you. There never was. He only 

thinks he's in love with you. But he'll get over that when he finds out I'm 

carrying his baby. Adam's always wanted a child." 

Jennifer squeezed her eyes shut, trying to stop the terrible pain in her 

head. 

"Can I get you something?" Mary Beth was asking solicitously. 

Jennifer opened her eyes. "Have you told him you're having a baby?" 

"Not yet." Mary Beth smiled. "I thought I'd tell him tonight when he 

gets home and we're in bed." 

Jennifer was filled with loathing. "You're a monster . . ." 

"It's all in the point of view, isn't it, honey? I’m Adam's wife. You're 

his whore." 

Jennifer rose to her feet, feeling dizzy. Her headache had become an 

unbearable pounding. There was a roaring in her ears and she was afraid 

she was going to faint. She was moving toward the entrance, her legs un-

steady. 

Jennifer stopped at the door, pressing herself against it, trying to think. 

Adam had said he loved her, but he had slept with this woman, had made 

her pregnant. 

Jennifer turned and walked out into the cold night air. 

— 24 — 
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Adam was on a final campaign swing around the state. He telephoned 

Jennifer several times, but he was always surrounded by his entourage and 

it was impossible to talk, impossible for Jennifer to tell him her news. 

Jennifer knew the explanation for Mary Beth's pregnancy: She had 

tricked Adam into sleeping with her. But Jennifer wanted to hear it from 

Adam. 

"I'll be back in a few days and we'll talk then, " Adam said. 

The election was only five days away now. Adam deserved to win it; 

he was the better man. Jennifer felt that Mary Beth was right when she 

said it could be the stepping-stone to the presidency of the United States. 

She would force herself to wait and see what happened. 

If Adam was elected senator, Jennifer would lose him. Adam would go 

to Washington with Mary Beth. There would be no way he could get a di-

vorce. The scandal of a freshman senator divorcing a pregnant wife to mar-
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ry his pregnant mistress would be too juicy a story for him ever to live 

down. But if Adam should lose the race, he would be free. Free to go back 

to his law practice, free to marry Jennifer and not worry or care about what 

anyone else thought. They would be able to live the rest of their lives to-

gether. Have their child. 

Election Day dawned cold and rainy. Because of the interest in the 

senate race, a large voter turnout was expected at the polls despite the 

weather. 

In the morning, Ken Bailey asked, "Are you going to vote today?" 

"Yes." 

"Looks like a close race, doesn't it?" 

"Very close." 

She went to the polls late that morning, and as she stepped into the vot-

ing booth she thought dully, A vote for Adam Warner is a vote against 

Jennifer Parker. She voted for Adam and left the booth. She could not bear 

to go back to her office. She walked the streets all afternoon, trying not to 

think, trying not to feel; thinking and feeling, knowing that the next few 

hours were going to determine the rest of her life. 

— 25 — 

"This is one of the closest elections we have had in years, " the televi-

sion announcer was saying. 

Jennifer was at home alone watching the returns on NBC. She had 

made herself a light dinner of scrambled eggs and toast, and then was too 

nervous to eat anything. She sat in a robe huddled up on the couch, listen-

ing to her fate being broadcast to millions of people. Each viewer had his 

own reason for watching, for wanting one of the candidates to win or to 

lose, but Jennifer was sure that none of them was as deeply involved in the 

outcome of this election as she was. If Adam won, it would mean the end 

of their relationship . . . and the end of the baby in her womb. 

There was a quick shot of Adam on the screen, and by his side, Mary 

Beth. Jennifer prided herself on being able to read people, to understand 

their motives, but she had been completely taken in by the moonlight-and-

magnolias routine of the honey-voiced bitch. She kept pushing back the 

picture of Adam going to bed with that woman, making her pregnant. 

Edwin Newman was saying, "Here are the latest returns in the senate 

race between the incumbent, John Trowbridge, and challenger Adam 
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Warner. In Manhattan, John Trowbridge has a total of 221, 375 votes. Ad-

am Warner has a total of 214, 895. 

"In the Forty-fifth Election District of the Twenty-ninth Assembly Dis-

trict in Queens, John Trowbridge is two percentage points ahead." 

Jennifer's life was being measured in percentage points. 

"The totals from The Bronx, Brooklyn, Queens, Richmond and the 

counties of Nassau, Rockland, Suffolk and Westchester add up to 2, 300, 

000 for John Trowbridge, and 2, 120, 000 for Adam Warner, with the 

votes from upstate New York just beginning to come in. Adam Warner has 

made a surprisingly strong showing against Senator Trowbridge, who is 

serving his third term. From the beginning, the polls have been almost 

evenly divided in this race. According to the latest returns, with sixty-two 

percent of the votes counted, Senator Trowbridge is beginning to pull 

ahead. When we read the last returns one hour ago, Senator Trowbridge 

was two percentage points ahead. The returns now indicate that he has in-

creased his lead to two and a half percentage points. If this trend continues, 

the NBC computer will predict Senator Trowbridge to be the victor in the 

senatorial race for the United States Senate. Moving on to the contest be-

tween . . . " 

Jennifer sat there, looking at the set, her heart pounding. It was as 

though millions of people were casting a vote to decide whether it would be 

Adam and Jennifer, or Adam and Mary Beth. Jennifer felt light-headed and 

giddy. She must remember to eat sometime. But not now. Nothing mattered 

now except what was happening on the screen in front of her. The suspense 

kept building, minute by minute, hour by hour. 

At midnight, Senator John Trowbridge's lead was three percentage 

points. At two in the morning, with seventy-one percent of the votes count-

ed, Senator Trowbridge was leading by a margin of three and a half per-

centage points. The computer declared that Senator John Trowbridge had 

won the election. 

Jennifer sat there staring at the television set, drained of all emotion, of 

all feeling. Adam had lost. Jennifer had won. She had won Adam and their 

son. She was free to tell Adam now, to tell him about their baby, to plan 

for their future together. 

Jennifer's heart ached for Adam, for she knew how much the election 

had meant to him. And yet in time, Adam would get over his defeat. One 

day he would try again, and she would help him. He was still young. The 

world lay before both of them. Before the three of them. 
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Jennifer fell asleep on the couch, dreaming about Adam and the elec-

tion and the White House. She and Adam and their son were in the Oval 

Office. Adam was making his acceptance speech. Mary Beth walked in 

and began to interrupt. Adam started to yell at her and his voice got louder 

and louder. Jennifer woke up. The voice was the voice of Edwin Newman. 

The television set was still on. It was dawn. 

Edwin Newman, looking exhausted, was reading the final election re-

turns. Jennifer listened to him, her mind still half asleep. 

As she started to rise from the couch she heard him say, "And here are 

the final results on the New York State senatorial election. In one of the 

most stunning upsets in years, Adam Warner has defeated the incumbent, 

Senator John Trowbridge, by a margin of less than one percent." 

It was over. Jennifer had lost. 

— 26 — 

When Jennifer walked into the office late that morning, Cynthia said, 

"Mr. Adams is on the line, Miss Parker. He's been calling all morning." 

Jennifer hesitated, then said, "All right, Cynthia, I’ll take it." She went 

into her office and picked up the telephone "Hello, Adam. Congratula-

tions." 

"Thanks. We have to talk. Are you free for lunch?" 

Jennifer hesitated. "Yes." 

It had to be faced sometime. 

It was the first time Jennifer had seen Adam in three weeks. She stud-

ied his face. Adam looked haggard and drawn. He should have been 

flushed with victory, but instead he seemed oddly nervous and uncomforta-

ble. They ordered a lunch which neither of them ate, and they talked about 

the election, their words a camouflage to hide their thoughts. 

The charade had become almost unbearable when, finally, Adam said, 

"Jennifer ..." He took a deep breath and plunged ahead. "Mary Beth is go-

ing to have a baby." 

Hearing the words from him somehow made it an unbearable reality. 

"I'm sorry, darling. It – it just happened. It's difficult to explain." 

"You don't have to explain." Jennifer could see the scene clearly. Mary 

Beth in a provocative negligee – or naked – and Adam –  

"I feel like such a fool, " Adam was saying. There was an uncomforta-

ble silence and he went on. "I got a call this morning from the chairman of 

the National Committee. There's talk about grooming me as their next pres-
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idential candidate." He hesitated. "The problem is that with Mary Beth 

pregnant, this would be an awkward time for me to get a divorce. I don't 

know what the hell to do. I haven't slept in three nights." He looked at Jen-

nifer and said, "I hate to ask this of you, but – do you think we could wait a 

little while until things sort themselves out?" 

Jennifer looked across the table at Adam and felt such a deep ache, 

such an intolerable loss, that she did not think she could stand it. 

"We'll see each other as often as possible in the meantime, " Adam 

told her. "We –  

Jennifer forced herself to speak. "No, Adam. It's over." 

He stared at her. "You don't mean that. I love you, darling. We'll find a 

way to – " 

"There is no way. Your wife and baby aren't going to disappear. You 

and I are finished. I've loved it. Every moment of it." 

She rose to her feet, knowing that if she did not get out of the restau-

rant she would start screaming. "We must never see each other again." 

She could not bear to look at his pain-filled eyes. 

"Oh, God, Jennifer! Don't do this. Please don't do this! We – " 

She did not hear the rest. She was hurrying toward the door, running 

out of Adam's life. 

— 27 — 
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Adam's telephone calls were neither accepted nor returned. His letters 

were sent back unopened. On the last letter Jennifer received, she wrote the 
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word "deceased" on the envelope and dropped it in the mail slot. It's true, 

Jennifer thought. I am dead. 

She had never known that such pain could exist. She had to be alone, 

and yet she was not alone. There was another human being inside her, a 

part of her and a part of Adam. And she was going to destroy it. 

She forced herself to think about where she was going to have the 

abortion. A few years earlier an abortion would have meant some quack 

doctor in a dirty, sleazy back-alley room, but now that was no longer nec-

essary. She could go to a hospital and have the operation performed by a 

reputable surgeon. Somewhere outside of New York City. Jennifer's pho-

tograph had been in the newspapers too many times, she had been on tele-

vision too often. She needed anonymity, some place where no one would 

ask questions. There must never, never be a link between her and Adam 

Warner. United Slates Senator Adam Warner. Their baby must die anon-

ymously. 

Jennifer allowed herself to think of what the baby would have been 

like, and she began to weep so hard that it was difficult to breathe. 

It had started to rain. Jennifer looked up at the sky and wondered 

whether God was crying for her. 

Ken Bailey was the only person Jennifer could trust to help her. 

"I need an abortion, " Jennifer said without preamble. "Do you know 

of a good doctor?" 

He tried to mask his surprise, but Jennifer could see the variety of 

emotions that flickered across his face. 

"Somewhere out of town, Ken. Someplace where they won't know me." 

"What about the Fiji Islands?" There was an anger in his voice. 

"I'm serious." 

"Sorry. I–you caught me off guard." The news had taken him com-

pletely by surprise. He worshipped Jennifer. He knew that he loved her, 

and there were times when he thought he was in love with her; but he could 

not be sure, and it was torture. He could never do to Jennifer what he had 

done to his wife. God, Ken thought, why the hell couldn't You make up 

Your mind about me? 

He ran his hands through his red hair and said, "If you don't want to 

have it in New York, I'd suggest North Carolina. It's not too far away." 

"Can you check it out for me?" 

“Yeah. Fine. I–" 
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"Yes?" 

He looked away from her. "Nothing." 

Ken Bailey disappeared for the next three days. When he walked into 

Jennifer's office on the third day, he was unshaven and his eyes were hol-

low and red-rimmed. 

Jennifer took one look at him and asked, "Are you all right?' 

"I guess so." 

"Is there anything I can do to help?" 

"No." If God can't help me, love, there's nothing you can do. 

He handed Jennifer a slip of paper. On it was written, Dr. Eric Lin-

den, Memorial Hospital, Charlotte, North Carolina. 

"Thank you, Ken." 

"De nada. When are you going to do it?" 

“I'll go down there this weekend." 

He said awkwardly, "Would you like me to go with you? " 

"No, thanks. I'll be fine." 

"What about the return trip?" 

"I'll be all right." 

He stood there a moment, hesitating. "It's none of my business, but are 

you sure this is what you want to do? " 

"I’m sure." 

She had no choice. She wanted nothing more in the world than to keep 

Adam's baby, but she knew it would he insane to try to bring the baby up 

by herself. 

She looked at Ken and said again, "I'm sure." 

The hospital was a pleasant old two-story brick building on the out-

skirts of Charlotte. 

The woman behind the registration desk was gray-haired, in her late 

sixties. "May I help you?" 

"Yes, " Jennifer said. "I’m Mrs. Parker. I have an appointment with 

Dr. Linden to–to–" She could not bring herself to say the words. 

The receptionist nodded understandingly. "The doctor's expecting you, 

Mrs. Parker. I’ll have someone show you the way." 

An efficient young nurse led Jennifer to an examining room down the 

hall and said, "I’ll tell Dr. Linden you're here. Would you like to get un-

dressed? There's a hospital gown on the hanger." 

Slowly, possessed by a feeling of unreality, Jennifer undressed and put 

on the white hospital gown. She felt as though she were putting on a butch-
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er's apron. She was about to kill the life inside her. In her mind, the apron 

became spattered with blood, the blood of her baby. Jennifer found herself 

trembling. 

A voice said, "Here, now. Relax." 

Jennifer looked up to see a burly bald-headed man wearing horn-

rimmed glasses that gave his face an owlish appearance. 

"I'm Dr. Linden." He looked at the chart in his hand. "You're Mrs. 

Parker." 

Jennifer nodded. 

The doctor touched her arm and said soothingly, "Sit down." He went 

to the sink and filled a paper cup with water. "Drink this." 

Jennifer obeyed. Dr. Linden sat in a chair, watching her until the trem-

bling had subsided. 

"So. You want to have an abortion." 

"Yes." 

"Have you discussed this with your husband, Mrs. Parker?" 

"Yes. We–we both want it." 

He studied her. "You appear to be in good health." 

"I feel–I feel fine." 

"Is it an economic problem?" 

"No, " Jennifer said sharply. Why was he bothering her with ques-

tions? "We–we just can't have the baby." 

Dr. Linden took out a pipe. "This bother you?" 

"No." 

Dr. Linden lit the pipe and said, "Nasty habit." He leaned back and 

blew out a puff of smoke. 

"Could we get this over with?" Jennifer asked. 

Her nerves were stretched to the breaking point. She felt that at any 

moment she was going to scream. 

Dr. Linden took another long, slow puff from his pipe. "I think we 

should talk for a few minutes." 

By an enormous effort of will, Jennifer controlled her agitation. "All 

right." 

"The thing about abortions, " Dr. Linden said, "is that they're so final. 

You can change your mind now, but you can't change it after the baby's 

gone." 

"I'm not going to change my mind." 

He nodded and took another slow puff of the pipe. "That's good." 
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The sweet smell of the tobacco was making Jennifer nauseous. She 

wished he would put away his pipe. "Doctor Linden–" 

He rose to his feet reluctantly and said, "All right, young lady, let's 

have a look at you." 

Jennifer lay back on the examining table, her feet in the cold metal 

stirrups. She felt his fingers probing inside her body. They were gentle, and 

skilled, and she felt no embarrassment, only an ineffable sense of loss, a 

deep sorrow. Unbidden visions came into her mind of her young son, be-

cause she knew with certainty it would have been a boy, running and play-

ing and laughing. Growing up in the image of his father. 

Dr. Linden had finished his examination. "You can get dressed now, 

Mrs. Parker. You may stay here overnight, if you like, and we'll perform 

the operation in the morning ." 

"No!" Jennifer's voice was sharper than she had intended. "I'd like it 

done now, please." 

Dr. Linden was studying her again, a quizzical expression on his face. 

"I have two patients ahead of you. I’ll have the nurse come in and get a 

lab work-up and then put you in your room. We'll go ahead with surgery in 

about four hours. All right?" 

Jennifer whispered, "All right." 

She lay on the narrow hospital bed, her eyes closed, waiting for Dr. 

Linden to return. There was an old-fashioned clock on the wall and its tick-

ing seemed to fill the room. The tick-tock became words: Young Adam, 

Young Adam, Young Adam, our son, our son, our son. 

Jennifer could not shut the vision of the baby out of her mind. At this 

moment it was inside her body, comfortable and warm and alive, protected 

against the world in its amniotic womb. She wondered whether it had any 

primeval fear of what was about to happen to it. She wondered whether it 

would feel pain when the knife killed it. She put her hands over her ears to 

shut out the ticking of the clock. She found she was beginning to breathe 

hard, and her body was covered with perspiration. She heard a sound and 

opened her eyes. 

Dr. Linden was standing over her, a look of concern on his face. "Are 

you all right, Mrs. Parker?" 

"Yes, " Jennifer whispered. "I just want it finished." 

Dr. Linden nodded. "That's what we're going to do." He took a syringe 

from the table next to her bed and moved toward her. 

"What's in that?" 
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"Demerol and Phenergan to relax you. We'll be going into the operat-

ing room in a few minutes." He gave Jennifer the injection. "I take it that 

this is your first abortion?" 

"Yes." 

"Then let me explain the procedure to you. It's painless and relatively 

simple. In the operating room you'll be given nitrous oxide, a general anes-

thesia, and oxygen by mask. When you're unconscious, a speculum will be 

inserted into the vagina, so that we can see what we're doing. We will then 

begin dilating the cervix with a series of metal dilators, in increasing sizes, 

and scraping out the uterus with a curette. Any questions so far?" "No." 

A warm, sleepy feeling was stealing over her. She could feel her ten-

sion vanishing as though by magic, and the walls of the room began to 

blur. She wanted to ask the doctor something, but she could not remember 

what it was . . . something about the baby ... it no longer seemed important. 

The important thing was that she was doing what she had to do. It would 

all be over in a few minutes, and she could start her life again. 

She found herself drifting off into a wonderful, dreamy state . . . she 

was aware of people coming into the room, lifting her onto a metal table 

with wheels . . . she could feel the coldness of the metal on her back 

through her thin hospital gown. She was being rolled down the hallway and 

she started to count the lights overhead. It seemed important to get the 

number right, but she was not sure why. She was being wheeled into a 

white, antiseptic operating room and Jennifer thought, This is where my 

baby is going to die. Don't worry, little Adam. I won't let them hurt you. 

And without meaning to, she began to cry. 

Dr. Linden patted her arm. "It's all right. This won't hurt." 

Death without pain, Jennifer thought. That was nice. She loved her 

baby. She did not want him to be hurt. 

Someone put a mask over her face and a voice said. "Breathe deeply." 

Jennifer felt hands raise the hospital gown and spread her legs apart. 

It was going to happen. It was going to happen now Young Adam, 

Young Adam, Young Adam. 

"I want you to relax, " Dr. Linden said. 

Jennifer nodded. Good-bye, my baby She felt a cold, steel object begin 

to move between her thighs and slowly slide up inside her. It was the alien 

instrument of death that was going to murder Adam's baby. 

She heard a strange voice scream out, "Stop it! Stop it! Stop it!" 
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And Jennifer looked up at the surprised faces staring down at her and 

realized that the screams were coming from her. The mask pressed down 

harder against her face. She tried to sit up, but there were straps holding 

her down. She was being sucked into a vortex that was moving faster and 

faster, drowning her. 

The last thing she remembered was the huge white light in the ceiling 

whirling above her, spinning down and going deep inside her skull. 

When Jennifer awakened, she was lying in the hospital bed in her 

room. Through the window she could see that it was dark outside. Her 

body felt sore and battered, and she wondered how long she had been un-

conscious. She was alive, but her baby–? 

She reached for the bell pinned to her bed and pressed it. She kept 

pressing it, frantic, unable to stop herself. 

A nurse appeared in the doorway, then quickly left. A few moments 

later Dr. Linden hurried in. He moved to the side of the bed and gently 

pried Jennifer's fingers away from the bell. 

Jennifer grabbed his arm fiercely and said in a hoarse voice, "My ba-

by–he's dead!"–!" 

Dr. Linden said, "No, Mrs. Parker. He's alive. I hope it's a boy. You 

kept calling him Adam." 
 

Comprehension 

 

  2.   Give detailed answers to the following questions 
 

1. What was Paul Richard accused of? 

2. Why did the FBI (Federal Bureau of Investigation) enter the case?  

3. Where was the preliminary hearing? 

4. Why was Fred Stevens the worst judge Jennifer could have asked for? 

5. What did Jennifer ask Ken Bailey to do? 

6. How did Jennifer Parker plead Paul Richard? 

7. Who was the judge? 

8. Who represented the defendant? 

9. Who was the federal prosecutor?  

10. What was Rick Arlen? Why did Jennifer decide to go herself to Monte 

Carlo? 
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11. As a rule, Jennifer enjoyed flying, didn't she? Why? 

12. Why did Rick Arlen invite Jennifer to Monte Carlo? 

13. Who did Jennifer meet at a private party in Monte Carlo? 

14. What happened to Jennifer in Monte Carlo? 

15. What kind of news did Dr. Monteux tell Jennifer over the telephone? 

16. Why did Jennifer go to the Warners? 

17. What did Adam Warner ask Jennifer for? 

18. Why did Jennifer decide to break her relations with Adam?  
 

  3.   Find evidence in the text to support the following state-

ments  
 

1. The gala was spectacular. 

2. Jennifer didn't feel well either during the flight or at the party. 

3. Mary Beth was treacherous and mean. 

4. None of millions of people was as deeply involved in the outcome of 

the election as Jennifer was. 

5. The senatorial race for the United States Senate between the incum-

bent, John Trowbridge, and challenger Adam Warner was the closest 

one. 
 

  4  Consider the following topics. Make use of the words and 

word combinations given in brackets 
 

1. Case. The United States of America versus Paul Richard (a de-

fendant, to be accused of robbing a bank, to wear a long black raincoat, to 

hide a shotgun, a federal offense, the FBI, to enter the case, a court clerk, 

to represent the defendant, to represent the United States Government, to 

waste this court’s time, to brook no delays, to get on with this preliminary 

hearing, to get the arraignment over with, to set a trial date, to want a jury 

trial, to have enough evidence, to bring one’s client to trial, to have a very 

strong case, to be convicted of committing exactly the same crime, to pick 

sb out of possible suspects, to have the guilty man, the prosecution, to drop 

the case against sb, prima facie evidence, to have an arraignment and a 

trial, a single witness, to identify sb, to be unable to find, stolen money, to 

be one’s imagination, to bring sb to a problem, the most sophisticated 

equipment, a computer expert, to program the information, to turn up, to 

tamper with one’s witness, a possible suspect, to select sb, to have charac-
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teristics similar to sb, for purposes of identification, a prime suspect, in the 

bank robbery, to pull out smth, a computer readout, a bailiff,  to take smth 

from sb, to hand smth to sb, to glance at smth, to pick sb as a possible sus-

pect, to have no reasoning power, to respond to the information, to be the 

same weight, height and age, to drive green sedans, to come from the same 

state, to commit the bank robbery, to imitate one’s modus operandi)  
 

2. Jennifer's flight to Monte Carlo (to be a rock star, enormous in-

comes, to get involved with sb's affairs, records, personal appearances, 

merchandising, motion pictures, to be born with a gold mine in one’s 

throat, to be on the line, to reach sb, to be in a meeting, to come in to the 

office, to do a benefit for sb, to discuss one’s problem over the telephone, 

drugs, to go herself, to get sb reservations, to have a reservation on a seven 

o’clock flight, a helicopter service, to be one of sb’s biggest clients,  to 

enjoy flying, a temporary escape from sb, a quiet oasis, to look forward to, 

to enjoy the majestic sights, to land, the modern white summer casino, to 

telephone ahead, to meet sb) 
 

3. Jennifer's feelings after Dr. Monteux's news (to put sb on, to 

stretch into smth, to clutch the telephone tightly, to be unable to bear smth, 

to be the bubonic plague, to stand smth, to be the matter with sb, to have a 

baby, to numbly stare at smth, to find one’s voice, to be sure, to be one’s 

first baby, to see an obstetrician, the severity of the early symptoms, one's 

mind in a turmoil, to think straight, to feel wonderful, to be given some 

indescribably precious gift, to be over, to be married, to be a boy, to tele-

phone sb to one’s office, to inform sb, to be reluctant, to call sb at home, to 

burst with one’s news, to dial one's number, to be pleased that, to be reas-

suring, to have speaking engagements, to come up to one’s house, to have 

dinner together, to hesitate for a moment, to be a miracle, to have an acci-

dent, to far away, to dream of smth, to want a couple, to look exactly like 

someone, to be in someone, to be alive, to kick, to be awesome, over-

whelming, to honk at sb, to force smb off the road, to give an apologetic 

smile, to drive on, to spoil) 
 

4. Jennifer's life was being measured in percentage points (re-

turns on NBC, to huddle up on the couch, to listen to one’s fate, to broad-

cast to millions of people, to be deeply involved in, in the outcome of this 
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election, to win, to mean the end of one’s relationship, to pride oneself on 

smth, to read people, to understand one’s emotion, to be taken in by some-

one, in the senate race, incumbent, a challenger, to have a total of votes, to 

be two percentage points ahead, to make a surprisingly strong showing, to 

count votes, to pull ahead, to increase one's lead, to pound (about one’s 

heart), to cast a vote, to feel light-headed and giddy, to matter, suspense, to 

keep building, to be three percentage points, to lead by a margin, to win the 

election, to be drained of all emotion, to lose, to be free to do smth, to plan 

for one’s future together, to ache for sb, to get over one's defeat, the final 

election returns, stunning upsets, to defeat sb, to be over) 
 

Activator 

 

  5   Give the English equivalents of the following Russian 

words and word combinations 
 

 1. федеральное преступление, преступление по федеральному 

уголовному праву 2. предъявить иск, обвинение 3. почерк преступ-

ника 4. ограбление банка 5. виновный 6. прекращать, переставать 

7. падение 8. предварительное судебное слушание дела 

9. поддерживать 10. недоступный, недосягаемый 11. воровать, 

красть; похищать 12. отрезать, отрубать 13. федеральный обвинитель 

14. подавать возражение по иску 15. находить удовольствие в ч.-л. 

16. обратиться в суд присяжных 17. подозрительно, с подозрением 

18. против 19. подходить, приближаться 20. не терпеть отлагатель-

ства 21. получить обвинение 22. назначить дату судебного разбира-

тельства 23. предполагать, полагать 24. подозреваемый 

25. отказаться от иска, от обвинения 26. презумпция доказательства; 

доказательство, достаточное при отсутствии опровержения 
 

  6   Translate into English using the words and word combina-

tions from the text 
 

1. Ограбление банка считается федеральным преступлением, и де-

лом занялось ФБР. 
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2. Судья Стивенс считал, что тому, кто впервые попался на воров-

стве, следует отрубить правую руку, попавшемуся вторично – и 

левую тоже, согласно древней исламской традиции. 

3. Обвиняемый был уже однажды осужден за совершение подобно-

го преступления. 

4. Суд считает, что имеется достаточно веских доказательств для 

вынесения дела на суд присяжных. 

5. Интерес к выборам был настолько велик, что ожидался большой 

наплыв избирателей. 

6. Днем она пошла голосовать и, стоя в кабинке, подумала: «Голос 

за Адама Уорнера – это голос против Дженнифер Паркер». 

7. Адам Уорнер оказался довольно сильным противником для се-

натора Троубриджа, который занимает этот пост уже третий 

срок. 

8. В два часа ночи, когда проголосовало семьдесят один процент 

избирателей, сенатор Троубридж имел преимущество в три с по-

ловиной процента. 

9. Дженнифер гордилась тем, что может легко разбираться в людях, 

понимать причины, толкающие их на те или иные поступки. 

10. Сенатор Троубридж лидировал уже с перевесом в два с полови-

ной процента.  

 

  7.   Match the words on the left with their definitions on the 

right. Then choose the best word from those given to com-

plete each of the sentences which follow. 
 

1. cast a vote  a) to bring sb before a court of law to answer a partic-

ular charge 

2. arraign b) no longer deal with or discuss legal question to be 

decided in a law court 

3. suspect c) give a vote 

4. challenger d) legal ending of a marriage so that husband and wife 

are free to marry again 

5. drop a case e) person suspected of doing wrong 

6. presume f) a person who competes with you for smth you al-

ready have, for example for the leadership of a po-

litical party or for a sports championship 
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7. divorce g) having done smth wrong 

8. guilty h) you feel or show that you don’t trust sb 

9. offence i) coming first legal trial of a case at law, esp, before a 

judge without a jury 

10. robbery j) a crime, especially, one that breaks a particular law 

and require a particular punishment 

11. suspicious k) a crime of stealing money or property from a bank, 

shop, train, etc, often by using force or threats 

12. preliminary 

hearing 

l) suppose (to be true) 

 

1. Since bank robberies were a federal … , the FBI had entered the case. 

2. "I don't care whether you're innocent or … ," Jennifer explained, "but I 

have one rule. I won't represent a client who lies to me." 

3. Paul Richards was in his fifties, a red-faced man with cherubic blue 

eyes, too old to be running around pulling bank … . 

4. The … … was before Judge Fred Stevens, a strict disciplinarian. 

5. The policeman on duty became … of the youth and asked him why he 

was standing there. 

6. Judge Stevens turned to Jennifer and said brusquely, "I intend to set a 

trial date as speedily as possible. I … you will want a jury trial." 

7. Carter Gifford turned to Judge Stevens. "Your Honor, the government 

has a very strong case. Our computer picked him out of over two thou-

sand possible … ."  

8. We have the guilty man right here in this courtroom, and the prosecu-

tion doesn’t intend to … the … against him." 

9. He has just been … on a charge of murdering his wife. 

10. Jennifer said slowly, "But – but you and Adam are getting a divorce." 

"My dear girl, why on earth would I … Adam? I adore him." 

11. It was as though millions of people were … … to decide whether it 

would be Adam and Jennifer, or Adam and Mary Beth. 

12. Edwin Newman was saying, "Here are the latest returns in the senate 

race between the incumbent, John Trowbridge, and … Adam Warner. 

 

  8.   Put a tick to show the most typical collocations 
 

 vote case trial 

cast    
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be on    

be entitle to    

enter    

give    

have    

put smb on    

drop    

go to    

count    
 

  9.   Replace the highlighted words with a suitable idiomatic 

expression given in the box, using the correct tense/form 
 

be in full swing, be taken in, catch red-handed, catch sb with their pants 

down, drop dead, drop names, keep guard, keep good company, keep 

one’s head, make an appearance, put sb at their ease, do the trick 
 

1. At least Ben managed to go to the party for a short time. 

2. It was the end of October, two weeks before the election, and the sena-

torial race was in full operation. 

3. She always spends time with brilliant people. 

4. Her question made him feel embarrassed. 

5. He thought that four colours would provide what is needed to get a 

good result. 

6. She often uses the names of famous people in conversations to 

make herself seem important. 

7. The interviewer did all she could to make me feel more relaxed. 

8. One day he just died suddenly and unexpectedly without previous-

ly been ill in the street. 

9. Adam was watched around all the time. 

10. Jennifer prided herself on being able to read people, to understand 

their motives, but she had been completely deceived by Mary Beth. 

11. Just stay calm and try to steer in the direction of the skid. 

12. They say a shoplifter was caught in the act. 
 

  10.   Study the table, then choose the correct prepositions in 

the sentences below 
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set about start or deal with (smth or doing smth) e.g. She set 

about clearing after the party. 

set in if smth sets in, especially smth unpleasant, it begins 

and seems likely to continue for a long time e.g. A 

period of further economic decline set in during the 

1930s. 

set up arrange/organize to make the necessary arrange-

ment so that smth can happen, such an event, a 

meeting, or a system for doing smth e.g. We need to 

set up emergency procedure to deal with this sort of 

problem. 

set upon be suddenly attacked by people or animals e.g. As 

he left the theatre, the singer was set upon by fans 

drop in to visit sb informally without arranging a particular 

time e.g. I thought I’d just drop in and see how you 

were.  

drop off to become lower in level or amount e.g. Interest in 

the game has dropped off recently. 

drop out  to leave an activity, course etc before it has finished 

e.g. Dan had to drop out of the race because of 

injury 

drop back/behind come to a position behind e.g. She dropped behind 

in her schoolwork because she was ill for several 

weeks. 
 

1. We must set about/in re-organising the office. 

2. Drop out/in any time you’re passing. 

3. I think this rain has set upon/in for the day. 

4. The lawyer’s practice has dropped off/in. He now has fewer clients. 

5. An inquiry into an accident has been set up/in. 

6. We were set upon/up by a gang of hooligans. 

7. He dropped back/out of college. 

8. They dropped behind/off the rest of the group. 

 

  11.   Put in the correct prepositions 
 

1. She tried to reach ... Adam before she left, but he was ... ... the office. 

2. Twenty minutes later she had a reservation ... a seven o'clock flight. 

3. It seemed ... Jennifer that half the royalty ... Europe was there. 
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4. She could not bear it if anything happened ... her. 

5. Adam was running ... the incumbent Senator John Trowbridge. 

6. Rick Arlen had not wanted to discuss his problem ... the telephone. 

7. My dear girl, why ... earth would I divorce ... Adam? I adore him. 

8. Jennifer was filled … loathing. 

9. Jennifer rose … her feet, feeling dizzy. 

10. If God had taken those oaths seriously, there would have been a seri-

ous decline … the population. 

11. I'm aware … your reputation, Miss Parker. 

12. The news had taken him completely … surprise. 
 

Discussion 

 

  12.   Agree or disagree to the statements. Give your arguments 

for or against them 
 

1. Marriage is limiting personal freedom. 

2. It's better to have loved and lost than never to have loved at all. 

 

  13.   Comment on the following ideas 
 

1. As she stepped into the voting booth she thought dully, "A vote for 

Adam Warner is a vote against Jennifer Parker". (Jennifer Parker) 

2. Anyone caught stealing for the first time should have his right hand 

chopped off, and if caught again, should have his left hand chopped 

off. (Judge Stevens) 

3. The computer picked Paul Richard out of over two thousand possible 

suspects. It is easy to confuse a live witness, but it is difficult to con-

fuse a computer. (Judge Stevens) 
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(Chapters 28-34) 
 

Vocabulary preview 

  1.   Read the text carefully. The following words and word 

combinations will help you to avoid difficulties in under-
standing 

— 28 — 
give way to  уступать domain владение, имение 

brisk свежий wrought-iron сварочная сталь 

murmurs of 

surprise 

выражения 

удивления 

sweeping широкий 

be out of touch потерять связь, 

контакт с к.-л. 

yew тис 

peer at всматриваться, 

вглядываться 

shelter укрывать 

finality законченность enchanting очаровательный 

be taken up 

with smth 

быть посвященным 

ч.-л. 

realtor агент по продаже 

недвижимости 

pending case незаконченное, 

ожидающее 

решения дело 

high-pressure агрессивный 

think through хорошо продумать tip-top превосходный, 

первоклассный 

get rough  становиться 

трудным 

exaggeration преувеличение 

soften смягчиться fix up (по)чинить 

be around быть поблизости 

(наготове) 

convert into превращать 

move apart идти порознь sturdy крепкий, стойкий 

sheer явный, абсолютный acre акр (= 0,4 га) 

take a turn поворачивать slope down спускаться 

shade затенять dock док, пристань 

set back from 

smth 

быть расположен-

ным вдали от ч.-л. 

shaving kit набор для бритья 

 

Christmas came and went, and it was a new year, 1973. The snows of 

February gave way to the brisk winds of March, and Jennifer knew that it 

was time to stop working. 

PART 8 
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She called a meeting of the office staff. 

"I'm taking a leave of absence, " Jennifer announced. "I'll be gone for 

the next five months." 

There were murmurs of surprise. 

Dan Martin asked, "We'll be able to reach you, won't we?" 

"No, Dan. I'll be out of touch." 

Ted Harris peered at her through his thick spectacles. "Jennifer, you 

can't just – " 

"I'll be leaving at the end of this week." 

There was a finality in her tone that brooked no further questions. The 

rest of the meeting was taken up with a discussion of pending cases. 

When everyone else had left, Ken Bailey asked, "Have you really 

thought this thing through?" 

"I have no choice, Ken." 

He looked at her. "I don't know who the son of a bitch is, but I hate him." 

Jennifer put her hand on his arm. "Thank you. I'll be all right." 

"It's going to get rough, you know. Kids grow up. They ask questions. 

He'll want to know who his father is." 

"I'll handle it." 

"Okay." His tone softened. "If there's anything I can do – anything – 

I'll always be around." 

She put her arms around him. "Thank you, Ken. I – thank you." 

Jennifer stayed in her office long after everyone else had left, sitting 

alone in the dark, thinking. She would always love Adam. Nothing could 

ever change that, and she was sure that he still loved her. Somehow, Jen-

nifer thought, it would be easier if he did not. It was an unbearable irony 

that they loved each other and could not be together, that their lives were 

going to move farther and farther apart. Adam's life would be in Washing-

ton now with Mary Beth and their child. Perhaps one day Adam would be 

in the White House. Jennifer thought of her own son growing up, wanting 

to know who his father was. She could never tell him, nor must Adam ever 

know that she had borne him a child, for it would destroy him. 

And if anyone else ever learned about it, it would destroy Adam in a 

different way. 

Jennifer had decided to buy a house in the country, somewhere outside 

of Manhattan, where she and her son could live together in their own little 

world. 
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She found the house by sheer accident. She had been on her way to see 

a client on Long Island and had turned off the Long Island Expressway at 

Exit 36, then had taken a wrong turn and found herself in Sands Point. The 

streets were quiet and shaded with tall, graceful trees, and the houses were 

set back from the road, each in its private little domain. There was a For 

Sale sign in front of a white colonial house on Sands Point Road. The 

grounds were fenced in and there was a lovely wrought-iron gate in front 

of a sweeping driveway, with lamp posts lighting the way, and a large front 

lawn with a row of yews sheltering the house. From the outside it looked 

enchanting. Jennifer wrote down the name of the realtor and made an ap-

pointment to see the house the following afternoon. 

The real estate agent was a hearty, high-pressure type, the kind of 

salesman Jennifer hated. But she was not buying his personality, she was 

buying a house. 

He was saying, "It's a real beauty. Yessir, a real beaury. About a hun-

dred years old. It's in tip-top condition. Absolutely tip-top." 

Tip-top was certainly an exaggeration. The rooms were airy and spa-

cious, but in need of repair. Is would be fun, Jennifer thought, to fix up this 

house and decorate it. 

Upstairs, across from the master suite, was a room that could be con-

verted into a nursery. She would do it in blue and –  

"Like to walk around the grounds?" 

It was the tree house that decided Jennifer. It was built on a platform 

high up in a sturdy oak tree. Her son's tree house. There were three acres, 

with the back lawn gently sloping down to the sound, where there was a 

dock. It would be a wonderful place for her son to grow up in, with plenty 

of room for him to run around. Later, he would have a small boat. There 

would be all the privacy here that they would need, for Jennifer was deter-

mined that this was going to be a world that belonged only to her and her 

child. 

She bought the house the following day. 

Jennifer had had no idea how painful it would be to leave the Manhat-

tan apartment she and Adam had shared. His bathrobe and pajamas were 

still there, and his slippers and shaving kit. Every room held hundreds of 

memories of Adam, memories of a lovely, dead past. Jennifer packed her 

things as quickly as possible and got out of there. 
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keep oneself 

busy 

занять себя 

работой 

serene тихий, безмятежный 

drape портьера obstetrician акушерка 

faulty испорченны obediently послушно 

plumbing водопроводная 

система 

proper подходящий, нужный 

leaky имеющий течь clumsy неуклюжий 

worn-out изношенный loathe чувствовать 

отвращение 

dusk сумерки diurnal ежедневный 

суточный 

wear oneself 

out 

изнурять себя slow one’s tem-

po 

замедлять(ся) 

haunt посещать pour литься 

glow светиться, 

сверкать 

malformed уродливый, плохо 

сформированный 

subdued приглушенный (о 

цвете) 

omen предзнаменование, 

примета 

abdomen (bel-

ly) 

живот stroll прогуливаться 

maternity материнство edge край 

install устанавливать pull over to the 

side of the road 

прижаться к обочине 

дороги 

drive out приезжать на ма-

шине за город 

reassure заверять, уверять  

delight наслаждение, 

удовольствие 

delivery роды 

do a hell of job  проделать адскую 

работу 

unbearable невыносимый 

swell (swelled, 

swollen) 

увеличивать wrack разрушать 

pry совать нос в чужие 

дела 

contort искажать 

shut oneself off  отгородить себя от 

ч.-л. 

blessed блаженный, 

благословенный 

bat бита (в крикете) squeal визг 

mitt боксерская 

перчатка 

light (lighted/lit, 

lighted/lit) 

осветить 

tempt искушать, 

соблазнять 

  

 

At the new house, Jennifer kept herself busy from early morning until 

late at night, so that there would be no time to think about Adam. She went 

into the shops in Sands Point and Port Washington to order furniture and 
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drapes. She bought Porthault linens, and silver and china. She hired local 

workmen to come in and repair the faulty plumbing and leaky roof and 

worn-out electrical equipment. From early morning until dusk, the house 

was filled with painters, carpenters, electricians and wallpaper hangers. 

Jennifer was everywhere, supervising everything. She wore herself out 

during the day, hoping she would be able to sleep at night, but the demons 

had returned, torturing her with unspeakable nightmares. 

She haunted antique shops, buying lamps and tables and objets d'art. 

She bought a fountain and statues for the garden, a Lipschitz, a Noguchi 

and a Miro. 

Inside the house, everything was beginning to look beautiful. 

Bob Clement was a California client of Jennifer's and the area rugs he 

had designed for the living room and the nursery made the rooms glow with 

subdued color. 

Jennifer's abdomen was getting bigger, and she went into the village to 

buy maternity clothes. She had an unlisted telephone installed. It was there 

only for emergencies, and she gave no one the telephone number and ex-

pected no calls. The only person in the office who knew where she lived 

was Ken Bailey, and he was sworn to secrecy. 

He drove out to see Jennifer one afternoon, and she showed him 

around the house and grounds and took enormous pleasure in his delight. 

"It's beautiful, Jennifer. Really beautiful. You've done a hell of a job." 

He looked at her swollen abdomen. "How long is it going to be?" 

"Another two months." She put his hand against her belly and said, 

"Feel this." 

He felt a kick. 

"He's getting stronger every day, " Jennifer said proudly. 

She cooked dinner for Ken. He waited until they were having dessert 

before he brought up the subject. 

"I don't want to pry, " he said, "but shouldn't whoever the proud papa 

is be doing something – ?" 

"Subject closed." 

"Okay. Sorry. The office misses you like hell. We have a new client 

who – " 

Jennifer held up a hand. "I don't want to hear about it." 

They talked until it was time for Ken to leave, and Jennifer hated to 

see him go. He was a dear man and a good friend. 
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Jennifer shut herself off from the world in every possible way. She 

stopped reading the newspapers and would not watch television or listen to 

the radio. Her universe was here within these four walls. This was her nest, 

her womb, the place where she was going to bring her son into the world. 

She read every book she could get her hands on about raising children, 

from Dr. Spock to Ames and Gesell and back again. 

When Jennifer finished decorating the nursery, she filled it with toys. 

She visited a sporting goods shop and looked at footballs and baseball bats 

and a catcher's mitt. And she laughed at herself. This is ridiculous. He 

hasn't even been born yet. And she bought the baseball bat and the catch-

er's mitt. The football tempted her, but she thought. That can wait. 

It was May, and then June. 

The workmen finished and the house became quiet and serene. Twice a 

week Jennifer would drive into the village and shop at the supermarket, 

and every two weeks she would visit Dr. Harvey, her obstetrician. Jennifer 

obediently drank more milk than she wanted, took vitamins and ate all the 

proper, healthy foods. She was getting large now and clumsy, and it was 

becoming difficult for her to move about. 

She had always been active, and she had thought she would loathe get-

ting heavy and awkward, having to move slowly; but somehow, she did not 

mind it. There was no reason to hurry anymore. The days became long and 

dreamy and peaceful. Some diurnal clock within her had slowed its tempo. 

It was as though she were reserving her energy, pouring it into the other 

body living inside her. 

One morning, Dr. Harvey examined her and said, "Another two weeks, 

Mrs. Parker." 

It was so close now. Jennifer had thought she might be afraid. She had 

heard all the old wives' tales of the pain, the accidents, the malformed ba-

bies, but she felt no fear, only a longing to see her child, an impatience to 

get his birth over with so she could hold him in her arms. 

Ken Bailey drove out to the house almost every day now, bringing 

with him The Little Engine That Could, Little Red Hen, Pat the Bunny, 

and a dozen Dr. Seuss books. 

"He'll love these, " Ken said. 

And Jennifer smiled, because he had said "he." An omen. 

They strolled through the grounds and had a picnic lunch at the water's 

edge and sat in the sun. Jennifer was self-conscious about her looks. She 
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thought. Why would he want to waste his time with the ugly fat lady from 

the circus? 

And Ken was looking at Jennifer and thinking: She’s the most beauti-

ful woman I've ever seen. 

The first pains came at three o'clock in the morning. They were so 

sharp that Jennifer was left breathless. A few moments later they were re-

peated and Jennifer thought exultantly, It’s happening! 

She began to count the time between the pains, and when they were ten 

minutes apart she telephoned her obstetrician. Jennifer drove to the hospi-

tal, pulling over to the side of the road every time a contraction came. An 

attendant was standing outside waiting for her when she arrived, and a few 

minutes later Dr. Harvey was examining her. 

When he finished, he said reassuringly, "Well, this is going to be an 

easy delivery, Mrs. Parker. Just relax and we'll let nature take its course." 

It was not easy, but neither was it unbearable, Jennifer could stand the 

pain because out of it something wonderful was happening. She was in 

labor for almost eight hours, and at the end of that time, when her body 

was wracked and contorted with spasms and she thought that it was never 

going to stop, she felt a quick easing and then a rushing emptiness, and a 

sudden blessed peace. 

She heard a thin squeal and Dr. Harvey was holding up her baby, say-

ing, "Would you like to take a look at your son, Mrs. Parker?" 

Jennifer's smile lit the room. 

— 29 — 
ounce  унция (= 28, 3 г) drop off оставить к.-л. 

wrinkled морщинистый stumble back ковылять 

ape обезьяна fragile хрупкий 

resemblance сходство crib (perambula-

tor) 

детская кроватка 

poignant горький, мучитель-

ный, острый 

chest ящик; коробка 

mess пачкать airing прогулка 

diaper пеленка take after sb походить на к.-л. 

protective защитный awkwardness неуклюжесть, 

неловкость 

formula смесь strenuously сильно, энергично, 

усердно 

nipple соска legitimate законный, 

легальный 
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His name was Joshua Adam Parker and he weighed in at eight pounds, 

six ounces, a perfectly formed baby. Jennifer knew that babies were sup-

posed to be ugly at birth, wrinkled and red and resembling little apes. Not 

Joshua Adam. He was beautiful. The nurses at the hospital kept telling 

Jennifer what a handsome boy Joshua was, and Jennifer could not hear it 

often enough. The resemblance to Adam was striking. Joshua Adam had 

his father's gray-blue eyes and beautifully shaped head. When Jennifer 

looked at him, she was looking at Adam. It was a strange feeling, a poign-

ant mixture of joy and sadness. How Adam would have loved to see his 

handsome son! 

When Joshua was two days old he smiled up at Jennifer and she excit-

edly rang for the nurse. 

"Look" He's smiling!" 

"It's gas, Mrs. Parker." 

"With other babies it might be gas, " Jennifer said stubbornly. "My 

son is smiling." 

Jennifer had wondered how she would feel about her baby, had wor-

ried whether she would be a good mother. Babies were surely boring to be 

around. They messed their diapers, demanded to be fed constantly, cried 

and slept. There was no communication with them. 

I won't really feel anything about him until he's four or five years 

old, Jennifer had thought. How wrong, how wrong. From the moment of 

Joshua's birth, Jennifer loved her son with a love she had never known ex-

isted in her. It was a fiercely protective love. Joshua was so small, and the 

world so large. 

When Jennifer brought Joshua home from the hospital, she was given 

a long list of instructions, but they only served to panic her. For the first 

two weeks a practical nurse stayed at the house. After that, Jennifer was on 

her own, and she was terrified she might do something wrong that would 

kill the baby. She was afraid he might stop breathing at any moment. 

The first time Jennifer made Joshua's formula, she realized she had 

forgotten to sterilize the nipple. She threw the formula in the sink and 

started all over again. When she had finished she remembered she had for-

gotten to sterilize the bottle. She began again. By the time Joshua's meal 

was ready, he was screaming with rage. 

There were times when Jennifer did not think she would be able to 

cope. At unexpected moments she was overwhelmed with feelings of unex-
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plained depression. She told herself that it was the normal postpartum 

blues, but the explanation did not make her feel any better. She was con-

stantly exhausted. It seemed to her that she was up all night giving Joshua 

his feedings and when she did finally manage to drop off to sleep, Joshua's 

cries would awaken her and Jennifer would stumble back into the nursery. 
 

* * * 

She called the doctor constantly, at all hours of the day and night. 

"Joshua's breathing too fast" . . . "He's breathing too slowly" . . "Josh-

ua's coughing" . . . "He didn't eat his dinner" . . . "Joshua vomited." 

In self-defense, the doctor finally drove to the house and gave Jennifer 

a lecture. 

"Mrs. Parker, I've never seen a healthier baby than your son. He may 

look fragile, but he's as strong as an ox. Stop worrying about him and en-

joy him. Just remember one thing – he's going to outlive both of us!" 

And so Jennifer began to relax. She had decorated Joshua's bedroom 

with print curtains and a bedspread with a blue background sprigged with 

white flowers and yellow butterflies. There was a crib, a play pen, a minia-

ture matching chest and desk and chair, a rocking horse, and the chest full 

of toys. 

Jennifer loved holding Joshua, bathing and diapering him, taking him 

for airings in his shiny new perambulator. She talked to him constantly, 

and when Joshua was four weeks old he rewarded her with a smile. Not 

gas, Jennifer thought happily. A smile! 

The first time Ken Bailey saw the baby, he stared at it for a long time. 

With a feeling of sudden panic, Jennifer thought, He's going to recognize 

it. He's going to know it's Adam's baby. 

But all Ken said was, "He's a real beauty. He takes after his mother." 

She let Ken hold Joshua in his arms and she laughed at Ken's awk-

wardness. But she could not help thinking, Joshua will never have a father 

to hold him. 

Six weeks had passed and it was time to go back to work. 

Jennifer hated the idea of being away from her son, even for a few 

hours a day, but the thought of returning to the office filled her with ex-

citement. She had completely cut herself off from everything for so long. It 

was time to re-enter her other world. 
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She looked in the mirror and decided the first thing she had to do was 

get her body back in shape. She had been dieting and exercising since 

shortly after Joshua's birth, but now she went at it even more strenuously, 

and soon she began to look like her old self. 

Jennifer started to interview housekeepers. She examined them as 

though each one was a juror: she probed, looking for weaknesses, lies, in-

competence. She interviewed more than twenty potential candidates before 

she found one she liked and trusted, a middle-aged Scotswoman named 

Mrs. Mackey, who had worked for one family for fifteen years and had left 

when the children had grown up and gone away to school. 

Jennifer had Ken check her out, and when Ken assured her that Mrs. 

Mackey was legitimate, Jennifer hired her. 

A week later Jennifer returned to the office. 

— 30 — 

spate of 

rumors  

поток слухов (толков) tinkling звенящий 

swell разрастаться, расши-

рять(ся) 

accuse of обвинять, 

предъявлять 

обвинение 

drop by кончать; бросать, пре-

кращать, оставлять (рабо-

ту) 

bribe взятка 

madhouse сумасшедший дом fee гонорар 

drop in забегать, заскочить take sb by 

surprise 

захватить кого-л. 

врасплох 

drive sb nuts сводить с ума; довести 

до белого каления 

bunch группа, компания,  

leap перен. сильно биться, 

колотиться, прыгать в 

груди (о сердце) 

fogy отсталый, 

старомодный человек 

clip делать вырезки (из газет 

и т. п.) 

shake sb up взбудоражить, 

расшевелить 

caption надпись  tease дразнить, 

поддразнивать 

insurance страхование assume допускать, 

предполагать 

catch up догнать disgrace дискредитировать; 

компрометировать  

backlog of 

cases 

незавершенные 

судебные дела 

be a credit to 

the profes-

sion 

делать честь своей 

профессии 
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turn down  отвергать, отказываться  encounter встретить(ся), столк-

нуться (с к.-л.) 

intrude вторгаться, 

навязываться 

venal продажный, 

корыстный 

coo ворковать integrity прямота, честность, 

чистота, цельность 
 

Jennifer Parker's sudden disappearance had created a spate of rumors 

around Manhattan law offices. 

When word got out on the grapevine that Jennifer was back, the inter-

est was enormous. The reception that Jennifer received on the morning she 

returned kept swelling, as attorneys from other offices dropped by to visit 

her. 

Cynthia, Dan and Ted had hung streamers across the room and a huge 

Welcome Back sign. There was champagne and cake. 

"At nine o'clock in the morning?" Jennifer protested. 

But they insisted. 

"It's been a madhouse here without you, " Dan Martin told her. 

"You're not planning to do this again, are you?" 

Jennifer looked at him and said, "No. I'm not planning to do this 

again." 

Unexpected visitors kept dropping in to make sure Jennifer was all 

right and to wish her well. 

She parried questions about where she had been with a smile and 

"We're not allowed to tell." 

She held conferences all day with the members of her staff. Hundreds 

of telephone messages had accumulated. 

When Ken Bailey was in Jennifer's office alone with her, he said, 

"You know who's been driving us nuts trying to reach you?" 

Jennifer's heart leaped. "Who?" 

"Michael Moretti." 

"Oh." 

"He's weird. When we wouldn't tell him where you were, he made us 

swear you were all right." 

"Forget about Michael Moretti." 

Jennifer went over all the cases that were being handled by the office. 

Business was excellent. They had acquired a lot of important new clients. 

Some of the older clients refused to deal with anyone but Jennifer, and 

were waiting for her return. 
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"I'll call them as soon as I can." Jennifer promised. 

She went through the rest of the telephone messages. There were a 

dozen calls from Mr. Adams. Perhaps she should have let Adam know that 

she was all right, that nothing had happened to her. But she knew she could 

not bear hearing his voice, knowing he was close and that she would not be 

able to see him, touch him, hold him. Tell him about Joshua. 

Cynthia had clipped news stories she thought would be of interest to 

Jennifer. There was a syndicated series on Michael Moretti, calling him the 

most important Mafia leader in the country. There was a photograph of him 

and under it the caption, I'm just an insurance salesman. 

It took Jennifer three months to catch up on her backlog of cases. She 

could have handled it more rapidly, but she insisted on leaving the office at 

four o'clock every day, no matter what she was involved in. Joshua was 

waiting. 

Mornings, before Jennifer went to the office, she made Joshua's break-

fast herself and spent as much time as possible playing with him before she 

left. 

When Jennifer came home in the afternoon, she devoted all of her time 

to Joshua. She forced herself to leave her business problems at the office, 

and turned down any cases that would take her away from her son. She 

stopped working weekends. She would let nothing intrude on her private 

world. 

She loved reading aloud to Joshua. 

Mrs. Mackey protested, "He's an infant, Mrs. Parker. He doesn't un-

derstand a word you're saying." 

Jennifer would reply confidently, "Joshua understands." 

And she would go on reading. 

Joshua was a series of unending miracles. When he was three months 

old he began cooing and trying to talk to Jennifer. He amused himself in 

his crib with a large, tinkling ball and a toy bunny that Ken had brought 

him. When he was six months old, he was already trying to climb out of his 

crib, restless to explore the world. Jennifer held him in her arms and he 

grabbed her fingers with his tiny hands and they carried on long and seri-

ous conversations. 

Jennifer's days at the office were full. One morning she received a call 

from Philip Redding, president of a large oil corporation. 

"I wonder if we could meet, " he said. "I have a problem." 
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Jennifer did not have to ask him what it was. His company had been 

accused of paying bribes in order to do business in the Middle East. There 

would be a large fee for handling the case, but Jennifer simply did not have 

the time. 

"I'm sorry, " she said. "I'm not available, but I can recommend some-

one who's very good." 

"I was told not to take no for an answer, " Philip Redding replied. 

"By whom?" 

"A friend of mine. Judge Lawrence Waldman." 

Jennifer heard the name with disbelief. "Judge Waldman asked you to 

call me?" 

"He said you're the best there is, but I already knew that. " 

Jennifer held the receiver in her hand, thinking of her previous experi-

ences with Judge Waldman, how sure she had been that he hated her and 

was out to destroy her. 

"All right. Let's have breakfast tomorrow morning, " Jennifer said. 

When she had hung up, she placed a call to Judge Waldman. 

The familiar voice came on the telephone. "Well. I haven’t talked to 

you in some time, young lady." 

"I wanted to thank you for having Philip Redding call me." 

"I wanted to make certain he was in good hands.'' 

"I appreciate that, Your Honor." 

"How would you like to have dinner with an old man one evening?" 

Jennifer was taken by surprise. "I'd love having dinner with you." 

"Fine. I'll take you to my club. They're a bunch of old fogies and 

they're not used to beautiful young women. It’ll shake them up a bit." 

Judge Lawrence Waldman belonged to the Century Association on 

West 43rd Street, and when he and Jennifer met there for dinner she saw 

that he had been teasing about old fogies. The dining room was filled with 

authors, artists, lawyers and actors. 

"It is the custom not to make introductions here, " Judge Waldman ex-

plained to Jennifer. "It's assumed that every person is immediately recog-

nizable. " 

Seated at various tables, Jennifer recognized Louis Auchincloss, 

George Plimpton and John Lindsay, among others. 

Socially, Lawrence Waldman was totally different from what Jennifer 

had expected. Over cocktails he said to Jennifer, "I once wanted to see you 



 293 

disbarred because I thought you had disgraced our profession. I'm con-

vinced that I was wrong. I've been watching you closely. I think you're a 

credit to the profession." 

Jennifer was pleased. She had encountered judges who were venal, 

stupid or incompetent. She respected Lawrence Waldman. He was both a 

brilliant jurist and a man of integrity. 

"Thank you, Your Honor." 

"Off the bench, why don't we make it Lawrence and Jennie?" 

Her father was the only one who had ever called her Jennie. 

"I'd like that, Lawrence." 

The food was excellent and that dinner was the beginning of a monthly 

ritual they both enjoyed tremendously. 

— 31 — 
tottering нетвердый (о 

походке) 

minor незначительный 

flatly категорично, ре-

шительно 

dignity достоинство 

streamer длинная узкая 

лента 

marvel удивляться, изумляться, 

восхищаться 

put up развесить, пове-

сить 

diminish убывать, уменьшаться 

balloon надувной шар scold ворчать 

handful пригоршня; горсть relive оживить в памяти; снова, 

вновь пережить 

cram (insert 

forcefully) 

запихивать   

 

It was the summer of 1974. Incredibly, a year had flown by since 

Joshua Adam Parker had been born. He had taken his first tottering steps 

and he understood the words for nose and mouth and head. 

"He's a genius, " Jennifer flatly informed Mrs. Mackey. 

Jennifer planned Joshua's first birthday party as though it were being 

given at the White House. On Saturday she shopped for gifts. She bought 

Joshua clothes and books and toys, and a tricycle he would not be able to 

use for another year or two. She bought favors for the neighbors' children 

she had invited to the party, and she spent the afternoon putting up stream-

ers and balloons. She baked the birthday cake herself and left it on the 

kitchen table. Somehow, Joshua got hold of the cake and grabbed handfuls 

of it and crammed it into his mouth, ruining it before the other guests ar-

rived. 
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Jennifer had invited a dozen children from the neighborhood, and their 

mothers. The only adult male guest was Ken Bailey. He brought Joshua a 

tricycle, a duplicate of the one Jennifer had bought. 

Jennifer laughed and said, "That's ridiculous, Ken. Joshua's not old 

enough for that." 

The party only lasted two hours, but it was splendid. The children ate 

too much and were sick on the rug, and fought over the toys and cried when 

their balloons burst, but all in all, Jennifer decided, it was a triumph. Josh-

ua had been a perfect host, handling himself, with the exception of a few 

minor incidents, with dignity and aplomb. 

That night, after all the guests had left and Joshua had been put to bed, 

Jennifer sat at his bedside watching her sleeping son, marveling at this 

wonderful creature that had come from her body and the loins of Adam 

Warner. Adam would have been so proud to have seen how Joshua had 

behaved. Somehow, the joy was diminished because it was hers alone. 

Jennifer thought of all the birthdays to come. Joshua would be two 

years old, then five, then ten and twenty. And he would be a man and he 

would leave her. He would make his own life for himself. 

Stop it! Jennifer scolded herself. You're feeling sorry for yourself. She 

lay in bed that night, wide awake, reliving every detail of the party, re-

membering it all. 

One day, perhaps, she could tell Adam about it. 

— 32 — 
household 

word 

имя, ставшее широко 

известным 

hoard запасать; копить, 

накоплять 

charisma божий дар; искра божья, 

обаяние; гениальность 

pick up заезжать, брать 

пассажира, подвозить 

consensus консенсус, выработанное 

общими усилиями мнение 

intend намереваться (делать 

ч.-л.) 

contender соперник; претендент, 

кандидат 

oppressive гнетущий, 

тягостный, тяжелый, 

угнетающий 

bittersweet горький regret сожалеть, испыты-

вать сожаление (о ч.-

л.) 

immensely безмерно, весьма, очень, 

сильно, чрезвычайно 

booth кабина 

self-

deprecating 

умаляющий собственное 

достоинство, самоосуди-

тельный 

beam светиться, сиять 
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tormented раздираемый муками loathe чувствовать отвра-

щение; ненавидеть; 

не любить 

avidly жадно fervently горячо, страстно 

replica точная копия distrust не доверять, сомне-

ваться в ком-л.; 

spank шлепать, ударять 

(ладонью) 

trap ловушка  

mischievous озорной, непослушный rivet приковывать взор, 

внимание 

wrap smth up завершить ч.-л. off one’s 

guard 

врасплох 

look upon смотреть как на; считать 

за 

reveal открывать; 

обнаруживать, 

показывать 

alien чуждый, иноземный, 

инопланетный 

violence жестокость, насилие 

blaze сверкать, сиять, блистать ebony черный как смоль 

deplete уменьшать (количество, 

размер) 

tribute дань, должное 

flock стекаться; приходить тол-

пой, собираться толпами, 

стаями 

wield обладать (влиянием) 

lemming лемминг, пеструшка endive цикорий-эндивий 
 

In the months that followed, Senator Adam Warner was becoming a 

household word. His background, ability and charisma had made him a 

presence in the Senate from the beginning. He won a place on several im-

portant committees and he sponsored a piece of major labor legislation that 

passed quickly and easily. Adam Warner had powerful friends in Con-

gress. Many had known and respected his father. The consensus was that 

Adam was going to be a presidential contender one day. Jennifer felt a bit-

tersweet pride. 

Jennifer received constant invitations from clients, associates and 

friends to dinner and the theater and various charity affairs, but she refused 

almost all of them. From time to time she would spend an evening with 

Ken. She enjoyed his company immensely. He was funny and self-

deprecating, but beneath the facade of lightness, Jennifer knew, there was a 

sensitive, tormented man. He would sometimes come to the house for lunch 

or dinner on weekends, and he would play with Joshua for hours. They 

loved each other. 
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Once, when Joshua had been put to bed and Jennifer and Ken were 

having dinner in the kitchen, Ken kept staring at Jennifer until she asked, 

"Is anything wrong?" 

"Christ, yes," Ken groaned. "I’m sorry. What a bitch of a world this is." 

And he would say nothing further. 

Adam had not tried to get in touch with Jennifer in almost nine months 

now, but she avidly read every newspaper and magazine article about him, 

and watched him whenever he appeared on television. She thought about 

him constantly. How could she not? Her son was a living reminder of Ad-

am's presence. Joshua was two years old now and incredibly like his fa-

ther. He had the same serious blue eyes and the identical mannerisms. 

Joshua was a tiny, dear replica, warm and loving and full of eager ques-

tions. 

To Jennifer's surprise, Joshua's first words had been car-car, when she 

took him for a drive one day. 

He was speaking in sentences now and he said please and thank you. 

Once, when Jennifer was trying to feed him in his high chair, he said impa-

tiently, "Mama, go play with your toys." 

Ken had bought Joshua a paint set, and Joshua industriously set about 

painting the walls of the living room. 

When Mrs. Mackey wanted to spank him, Jennifer said, "Don't. It will 

wash off. Joshua's just expressing himself." 

"That's all I wanted to do, " Mrs. Mackey sniffed. "Express myself. 

You'll spoil that boy rotten." 

But Joshua was not spoiled. He was mischievous and demanding, but 

that was normal for a two-year-old. He was afraid of the vacuum cleaner, 

wild animals, trains and the dark. 

Joshua was a natural athlete. Once, watching him at play with some of 

his friends, Jennifer turned to Mrs. Mackey and said, "Even though I'm 

Joshua's mother, I'm able to look at him objectively, Mrs. Mackey. I think 

he may be the Second Coming." 

Jennifer had made it a policy to avoid any cases that would take her 

out of town and away from Joshua, but one morning she received an urgent 

call from Peter Fenton, a client who owned a large manufacturing firm. 

"I'm buying a factory in Las Vegas and I'd like you to fly down there 

and meet with their lawyers." 
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"Let me send Dan Martin, " Jennifer suggested. "You know I don't like 

to go out of town, Peter." 

"Jennifer, you can wrap the whole thing up in twenty-four hours. I’ll 

fly you down in the company plane and you'll be back the next day." 

Jennifer hesitated. "All right." 

She had been to Las Vegas and was indifferent to it. It was impossible 

to hate Las Vegas or to like it. One had to look upon it as a phenomenon, 

an alien civilization with its own language, laws and morals. It was like no 

other city in the world. Huge neon lights blazed all night long, proclaiming 

the glories of the magnificent palaces that had been built to deplete the 

purses of tourists who flocked in like lemmings and lined up to have their 

carefully hoarded savings taken away from them. 

Jennifer gave Mrs. Mackey a long and detailed list of instructions 

about taking care of Joshua. 

"How long are you going to be away, Mrs. Parker'7" 

"I'll be back tomorrow." 

"Mothers!" 

Peter Fenton's Lear jet picked Jennifer up early the next morning and 

flew her to Las Vegas. Jennifer spent the afternoon and evening working 

out the details of the contract. 

When they finished, Peter Fenton asked Jennifer to have dinner 

with him. 

"Thank you, Peter, but I think I'll stay in my room and get to bed early. 

I'm returning to New York in the morning." 

Jennifer had talked to Mrs. Mackey three times during the day and had 

been reassured each time that little Joshua was fine. He had eaten his 

meals, he had no fever and he seemed happy. 

"Does he miss me?" Jennifer asked. 

"He didn't say, " Mrs. Mackey sighed. 

Jennifer knew that Mrs, Mackey thought she was a fool, but Jennifer 

did not care. 

"Tell him I'll be home tomorrow." 

"I'll give him the message, Mrs. Parker." 

Jennifer had intended to have a quiet dinner in her suite, but for some 

reason, the rooms suddenly became oppressive, the walls seemed to be 

closing in on her. She could not stop thinking about Adam. 

How could he have made love to Mary Beth and made her pregnant 

when . . . 
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The game Jennifer always played, that her Adam was just away on a 

business trip and would soon return to her, did not work this time. Jen-

nifer's mind kept returning to a picture of Mary Beth in her lace negligee 

and Adam . . . 

She had to get out, to be somewhere where there were noisy crowds of 

people. Perhaps, Jennifer thought, I might even see a show. She quickly 

showered, dressed and went downstairs. 

Marty Allen was starring in the main show room. There was a long 

line at the entrance to the room for the late show, and Jennifer regretted 

that she had not asked Peter Fenton to make a reservation for her. 

She went up to the captain at the head of the line and said, "How long 

a wait will there be for a table?" 

"How many in your party?" 

"I'm alone." 

"I'm sorry, miss, but I'm afraid – " 

A voice beside her said, "My booth, Abe." 

The captain beamed and said, "Certainly, Mr. Moretti. This way, 

please." 

Jennifer turned and found herself looking into the deep black eyes of 

Michael Moretti. 

"No, thank you, " Jennifer said. "I'm afraid I – " 

''You have to eat." Michael Moretti took Jennifer's arm and she found 

herself walking beside him, following the captain to a choice banquette in 

the center of the large room. Jennifer loathed the idea of dining with Mi-

chael Moretti, but she did not know how to get out of it now without creat-

ing a scene. She wished fervently that she had agreed to have dinner with 

Peter Fenton. 

They were seated at a banquette facing the stage and the captain said, 

"Enjoy your dinner, Mr. Moretti, miss." 

Jennifer could feel Michael Moretti's eyes on her and it made her un-

comfortable. He sat there, saying nothing. Michael Moretti was a man of 

deep silences, a man who distrusted words, as though they were a trap ra-

ther than a form of communication. There was something riveting about his 

silence. Michael Moretti used silence the way other men used speech. 

When he finally spoke, Jennifer was caught off guard. 

"I hate dogs, " Michael Moretti said. "They die." 

And it was as though he was revealing a private part of himself that 

came from some deep wellspring. Jennifer did not know what to reply. 
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Their drinks arrived and they sat there drinking quietly, and Jennifer 

listened to the conversation they were not having. 

She thought about what he had said: I hate dogs. They die. 

She wondered what Michael Moretti's early life had been like. She 

found herself studying him. He was attractive in a dangerous, exciting way. 

There was a feeling of violence about him, ready to explode. 

Jennifer could not say why, but being with this man made her feel like 

a woman. Perhaps it was the way his ebony black eyes looked at her, then 

looked away from her, as though fearful of revealing too much. Jennifer 

realized it had been a long time since she had thought of herself as a wom-

an. From the day she had lost Adam. It takes a man to make a woman feel 

female, Jennifer thought, to make her feel beautiful, to make her feel 

wanted. 

Jennifer was grateful he could not read her mind. 

Various people approached their booth to pay their respects to Michael 

Moretti: business executives, actors, a judge, a United States senator. It 

was power paying tribute to power, and Jennifer began to feel a sense of 

how much influence he wielded. 

"I'll order for us, " Michael Moretti said. "They prepare this menu for 

eight hundred people. It's like eating on an airline." 

He raised his hand and the captain was at his side instantly. "Yes, Mr. 

Moretti. What would you like tonight, sir?" 

"We'll have a Chateaubriand, pink and charred." 

"Of course, Mr. Moretti." 

"Pommes soufflees and an endive salad." 

"Certainly, Mr. Moretti." 

"We'll order dessert later." 

A bottle of champagne was sent to the table, compliments of the man-

agement. 

Jennifer found herself beginning to relax, enjoying herself almost 

against her will. It had been a long while since she had spent an evening 

with an attractive man. And even as the phrase came into Jennifer's mind, 

she thought. How can I think of Michael Moretti as attractive? He's a 

killer, an amoral animal with no feelings. 

Jennifer had known and defended dozens of men who had committed 

terrible crimes, but she had the feeling that none of them was as dangerous 

as this man. He had risen to the top of the Syndicate and it had taken more 

than a marriage to Antonio Granelli's daughter to accomplish that. 
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"I telephoned you once or twice while you were away, " Michael said. 

According to Ken Bailey, he had called almost every day. "Where were 

you?" He made the question sound casual. 

"Away." 

A long silence. "Remember that offer I made you?" 

Jennifer took a sip of her champagne. "Don't start that again, please." 

"You can have any – " 

"I told you, I'm not interested. There's no such thing as an offer you 

can't refuse. That's only in books, Mr. Moretti. I'm refusing." 
 

stand up to sb  перечить be under obli-

gation to sb 

быть обязанным к.-л.; 

быть в долгу перед к.-л. 

all the way целиком, полно-

стью, во всем 

in spite назло 

dim тускнеть, терять 

яркость 

feel flattered чувствовать 

польщенным 

ungracious невежливый, не-

любезный,  

vitality жизненность, живость, 

энергия, энергичность 

admit допускать, при-

знавать 

spill over перетекать, 

распространяться 

collide with сталкиваться  charge заряжать, насыщать, 

наполнять, пронизывать 

discreet умеренное envelop окутывать 

terrain место, территория royalty члены королевской 

семьи 

engross поглощать, с го-

ловой уйти во ч.-л. 

take offence обижаться 

dice кости (игральные) bruise повредить, помять 

chip фишка violate насиловать 

deference уважение, 

почтительное 

отношение 

disquieting беспокойный, 

тревожный 

stake ставка exhilarating возбуждающий 

unperturbed невозмутимый   
 

Michael Moretti thought of the scene that had taken place in his father-

in-law's home a few weeks earlier. There had been a meeting of the Family 

and it had not gone well. Thomas Colfax had argued against everything 

that Michael had proposed. 

When Colfax had left, Michael had said to his father-in-law, "Colfax 

is turning into an old woman. I think it's time to put him out to pasture, Pa-

pa." 
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"Tommy's a good man. He's saved us a lot of trouble over the years." 

"That's history. He doesn't have it anymore." 

"Who would we get to take his place?" 

"Jennifer Parker." 

Antonio Granelli had shaken his head. "I told you, Michael. 

It ain't good to have a woman know our business." 

"This isn't just a woman. She's the best lawyer around." 

"We'll see, " Antonio Granelli had said. "We'll see." 

Michael Moretti was a man who was used to getting what he wanted, 

and the more Jennifer stood up to him, the more he was determined to have 

her. Now, sitting next to her, Michael looked at Jennifer and thought, One 

day you're going to belong to me, baby – all the way. 

"What are you thinking about?" 

Michael Moretti gave Jennifer a slow, easy smile, and she instantly 

regretted the question. It was time to leave. 

"Thank you for a wonderful dinner, Mr. Moretti. I have to get up early, 

so – " 

The lights began to dim and the orchestra started an overture. 

"You can't leave now. The show is starting. You'll love Marty Allen." 

It was the kind of entertainment that only Las Vegas could afford to 

put on, and Jennifer thoroughly enjoyed it. She told herself she would leave 

immediately after the show, but when it was over and Michael Moretti 

asked Jennifer to dance, she decided it would be ungracious to refuse. Be-

sides, she had to admit to herself that she was having a good time. Michael 

Moretti was a skillful dancer, and Jennifer found herself relaxing in his 

arms. Once, when another couple collided with them, Michael was pushed 

against Jennifer and for an instant she felt his male hardness, and then he 

immediately pulled away, careful to hold her at a discreet distance. 

Afterward, they walked into the casino, a vast terrain of bright lights 

and noise, packed with gamblers engrossed in various games of chance, 

playing as though their lives depended on their winning. Michael took Jen-

nifer to one of the dice tables and handed her a dozen chips. 

"For luck, " he said. 

The pit boss and dealers treated Michael with deference, calling him 

Mr. M. and giving him large piles of hundred dollar chips, taking his mark-

ers instead of cash. Michael played for large stakes and lost heavily, but he 

seemed unperturbed. Using Michael's chips, Jennifer won three hundred 
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dollars, which she insisted on giving to Michael. She had no intention of 

being under any obligation to him. 

From time to time during the course of the evening, various women 

came up to greet Michael. All of them were young and attractive, Jennifer 

noticed. Michael was polite to them, but it was obvious that he was only 

interested in Jennifer. 

In spite of herself, she could not help feeling flattered. 

Jennifer had been tired and depressed at the beginning of the evening, 

but there was such a vitality about Michael Moretti that it seemed to spill 

over, charging the air, enveloping Jennifer. 

Michael took her to a small bar where a jazz group was playing, and 

afterward they went on to the lounge of another hotel to hear a new singing 

group. Everywhere they went Michael was treated like royalty. Everyone 

tried to get his attention, to say hello to him, to touch him, to let him know 

they were there. 

During the time they were together, Michael did not say one word at 

which Jennifer could take offense. And yet, Jennifer felt such a strong sex-

uality coming from him that it was like a series of waves beating at her. 

Her body felt bruised, violated. She had never experienced anything like it. 

It was a disquieting feeling and, at the same time, exhilarating. There was 

a wild, animal vitality about him that Jennifer had never encountered be-

fore. 

It was four o'clock in the morning when Michael finally walked Jen-

nifer back to her suite. When they reached Jennifer's door, Michael took 

her hand and said, "Good night. I just want you to know this has been the 

greatest night of my life." 

His words frightened Jennifer. 

— 33 — 
coverage освещение в печати, 

по радио 

tinge слегка окрашивать(ся) 

spearhead передовая часть uncanny жуткий, необъяснимый, 

сверхъестественный 

penitentiary каторжная тюрьма, 

исправительный дом 

bejewel украшать драгоценными кам-

нями; усыпать драгоценно-

стями 

inmate заключенный revel in наслаждаться; получать 

удовольствие  

sideburns короткие баки, бачки hallow почитать, уважать, чтить 
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In Washington, Adam Warner's popularity was growing. He was writ-

ten up in the newspapers and magazines with increasing frequency. Adam 

started an investigation of ghetto schools, and headed a Senate committee 

that went to Moscow to meet with dissidents. There were newspaper pho-

tographs of his arrival at Sheremetyevo Airport, being greeted by unsmil-

ing Russian officials. When Adam returned ten days later, the newspapers 

gave warm praise to the results of his trip. 

The coverage kept expanding. The public wanted to read about Adam 

Warner and the media fed their appetite. Adam became the spearhead for 

reform in the Senate. He headed a committee to investigate conditions in 

federal penitentiaries, and he visited prisons around the country. He talked 

to the inmates and guards and wardens, and when his committee’s report 

was turned in, extensive reforms were begun. 

In addition to the news magazines, women's magazines ran articles 

about him. In Cosmopolitan, Jennifer saw a picture of Adam, Mary Beth 

and their little daughter, Samantha. Jennifer sat by the fireplace in her bed-

room and looked at the picture for a long, long time. Mary Beth was smil-

ing into the camera, exuding sweet, warm southern charm. The daughter 

was a miniature of her mother. Jennifer turned to the picture of Adam. He 

looked tired. There were small lines around his eyes that had not been there 

before, and his sideburns were beginning to be tinged with gray. For a 

moment, Jennifer had the illusion that she was seeing the face of Joshua, 

grown up. The resemblance was uncanny. The photographer had had Adam 

turn directly into the camera, and it seemed to Jennifer that he was looking 

at her. She tried to read the expression in his eyes, and she wondered 

whether he ever thought about her. 

Jennifer turned to look again at the photograph of Mary Beth and her 

daughter. Then she threw the magazine into the fireplace and watched it 

burn. 

Adam Warner sat at the head of his dinner table, entertaining Stewart 

Needham and half a dozen other guests. Mary Beth sat at the other end of 

the table, making small talk with a senator from Oklahoma and his bejew-

eled wife. Washington had been like a stimulant to Mary Beth. She was in 

her element here. Because of Adam's increasing importance, Mary Beth 

had become one of Washington's top hostesses and she reveled in that posi-

tion. The social side of Washington bored Adam, and he was glad to leave it 

to Mary Beth. She handled it well and he was grateful to her. 
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"In Washington, " Stewart Needham was saying, "more deals get made 

over dinner tables than in the hallowed halls of Congress." 

Adam looked around the table and wished that this evening were over. 

On the surface, everything was wonderful. Inside, everything was wrong. 

He was married to one woman and in love with another. He was locked 

into a marriage from which there was no escape. If Mary Beth had not be-

come pregnant, Adam knew he would have gone ahead with the divorce. It 

was too late now; he was committed. Mary Beth had given him a beautiful 

little daughter and he loved her, but it was impossible to get Jennifer out of 

his mind. 

The wife of the governor was speaking to him. 

"You're so lucky, Adam. You have everything in the world a man 

could want, don't you?" 

Adam could not bring himself to answer. 

— 34 — 
revolve вращаться (вертеться) 

вокруг к.-л.; быть за-

нятым к.-л. 

inherit наследовать 

destructive вредный, разруши-

тельный 

sprawl out растянуть(ся); 

развалиться 

stubborn упрямый, неподатли-

вый 

knit the 

brows  

хмурить брови, 

нахмуриться, 

насупиться 

affectionate любящий; нежный catch/have a 

glimpse of 

увидеть мельком 

marionette 

(puppet) 

кукла   

 

The seasons came and went and they revolved around Joshua. He was 

the center of Jennifer's world. She watched him grow and develop, day by 

day, and it was a never-ending wonder as he began to walk and talk and 

reason. His moods changed constantly and he was, in turn, wild and ag-

gressive and shy and loving. He became upset when Jennifer had to leave 

him at night, and he was still afraid of the dark, so Jennifer always left a 

night light on for him. 

When Joshua was two years old he was impossible, a typical "Terrible 

Two." He was destructive and stubborn and violent. He loved to "fix" 

things. He broke Mrs. Mackey's sewing machine, ruined the two television 

sets in the house and took Jennifer's wristwatch apart. He mixed the salt 
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with the sugar and fondled himself when he thought he was alone. Ken 

Bailey brought Jennifer a German shepherd puppy, Max, and Joshua bit it. 

When Ken came to the house to visit, Joshua greeted him with, "Hi! 

Do you have a ding-dong? Can I see it?" 

That year, Jennifer would gladly have given Joshua away to the first 

passing stranger. 

At three, Joshua suddenly became an angel, gentle, affectionate and 

loving. He had the physical coordination of his father, and he loved doing 

things with his hands. He no longer broke things. He enjoyed playing out-

doors, climbing and running and riding his tricycle. 

Jennifer took him to the Bronx Zoo and to marionette plays. They 

walked along the beach and saw a festival of Marx Brothers movies in 

Manhattan, and had ice cream sodas afterward at Old Fashioned Mr. Jen-

nings on the ninth floor of Bonwit Teller. 

Joshua had become a companion. As a Mother's Day gift, Joshua 

learned a favorite song of Jennifer's father – Shine On, Harvest Moon – 

and sang it to Jennifer. It was the most touching moment of her life. 

It's true, Jennifer thought, that we do not inherit the world from our 

parents; we borrow it from our children. 

 

Joshua had started nursery school and was enjoying it. At night when 

Jennifer came home, they would sit in front of the fireplace and read to-

gether. Jennifer would read Trial Magazine and The Barrister and Joshua 

would read his picture books. Jennifer would watch Joshua as he sprawled 

out on the floor, his brow knit in concentration, and she would suddenly be 

reminded of Adam. It was still like an open wound. She wondered where 

Adam was and what he was doing. 

What he and Mary Beth and Samantha were doing. 

Jennifer managed to keep her private and professional life separate, 

and the only link between the two was Ken Bailey. 

He brought Joshua toys and books and played games with him and 

was, in a sense, a surrogate father. 

One Sunday afternoon Jennifer and Ken stood near the tree house, 

watching Joshua climb up to it. 

"Do you know what he needs?" Ken asked. 
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"No." 

"A father." He turned to Jennifer. "His real father must be one prize 

shit." 

"Please don't, Ken." 

"Sorry. It's none of my business. That's the past. It's the future I'm con-

cerned about. It isn't natural for you to be living alone like – " 

"I'm not alone. I have Joshua." 

"That's not what I'm talking about." He took Jennifer in his arms and 

kissed her gently. "Oh, God damn it, Jennifer. I'm sorry . . ." 

Michael Moretti had telephoned Jennifer a dozen times. She returned 

none of his calls. Once she thought she caught a glimpse of him sitting in 

the back of a courtroom where she was defending a case, but when she 

looked again he was gone. 
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Comprehension 

 

  2.   Give detailed answers to the following questions 
 

1. Why were there murmurs of surprise at the meeting of the office staff? 

2. What was Jennifer thinking about sitting in the dark after everyone 

else had left the office? 

3. What was Jennifer busy doing at the new house? Why did she keep 

herself busy from early morning until late at night?  

4. Why did Jennifer feel a poignant mixture of joy and sadness when she 

looked at her son? 

5. What changes took place in her business while she was taking a leave 

of absence? 

6. Jennifer received two telephone calls from affluent people. What were 

they? 

7. Why did Jennifer go to Las Vegas? Whom did she meet there? 

8. What did Adam Warner deal with as a senator? 

9. How was Adam Warner’s popularity growing? 

10. Who was the center of Jennifer’s world? 
 

  3.   Find evidence in the text to support the following state-

ments 
 

1. Jennifer found the house by sheer accident. It looked enchanting. 

2. Jennifer was loving, caring and anxious mother. 

3. Jennifer Parker was too cautious while choosing a housekeeper. 

4. The reception that Jennifer received in the morning she returned was 

cordial, warm and emotional. 

5. Joshua’s first birthday party was splendid. 

6. Ken was a dear man and a good friend. 
 

  4.   Consider the following topics. Make use of the words and 

word combinations given in brackets 
 

1. The months Jennifer spent waiting her baby to arrive (to keep 

oneself busy, to go into the shops, to order furniture and drapes, to hire 

local workmen, to repair smth, to be filled with smth, to be everywhere, to 
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supervise everything, to wear oneself out, to haunt antique shops, to give 

no one the telephone number, to expect no calls, to drive to see sb, to show 

sb around smth, to take pleasure in smth, to do a hell of a job, to shut one-

self off from smth, to stop doing smth, one’s universe, to get one’s hands 

on, to raise children, to laugh at oneself, to do smth obediently, to mind 

doing smth, diurnal clock, to slow one’s tempo, to reserve one’s energy, to 

pour smth into sb) 

 

2. Two cases Jennifer agreed to handle (Philip Redding, Peter 

Fenton) (to receive a call from sb, a large oil corporation, to be accused of 

smth, to pay bribes, to do business, a large fee, to handle the case, to be not 

available, to recommend sb, to hear the name with disbelief, to own a large 

manufacturing firm, to buy a factory in Las Vegas, to meet with one’s law-

yers, to wrap smth up, to pick sb up, to work out the details of the contract)  

 

3. Jennifer and Judge Lawrence Waldman’s relationships (to hear 

smth with disbelief, to think of one’s previous experiences, to hate sb, to 

destroy sb, to make certain, to be in good hands, to have dinner with sb, to 

be taken by surprise, a bunch of old fogies, to belong to the Century Asso-

ciation, to tease about smth, to be filled with, to make introductions, to be 

assumed, to be recognizable, to be totally different from smth, to disbar, to 

disgrace smth, to be convinced, to be a credit to the profession, to encoun-

ter sb, to be venal, stupid and incompetent, to respect sb, to be a brilliant 

jurist, to be a man of integrity, to be the beginning of a monthly ritual) 

 

4. The evening Jennifer spent with Michael Moretti in Las Vegas 

(to be the most important Mafia leader in the country, to take one’s arm, to 

loath smth, to get out of smth, a man of deep silences, to distrust smth, to 

be a trap, to be a form of communication, to use silence, to be caught off 

guard, to study sb, to be attractive in a dangerous exciting way, a feeling of 

violence about somebody, to pay one’s respect to sb, to wield influence, to 

be dangerous, to rise to the top of the Syndicate, to be used to getting what 

one wants, to belong to sb, to be ungracious to refuse, to walk into the ca-

sino, to be packed with gamblers, to be engrossed in smth, a dice table, to 

handle sb chips, to treat sb with deference, to play for large stakes, to lose 

heavily, to win, to insist on doing smth, to be under any obligation to sb, to 
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come up to greet sb, to be tired and depressed at the beginning of smth, to 

be such a vitality about sb, to spill over, to take sb to a bar, a jazz group, to 

be treated like royalty, to get one’s attention, to touch sb, to take offence, 

to be a wild animal vitality about sb, to walk sb back to) 

 

5. Senator Adam Warner (a household word, background, ability, 

charisma, to win a place, to sponsor a piece of major labor legislation, to 

have powerful friends in Congress, to be a presidential contender, to feel a 

bittersweet pride, to get in touch, to appear on television, popularity, to be 

written up, to start an investigation of ghetto schools, to head a senate 

committee, to meet with dissidents, to be greeted by sb, to give warm 

praise to sb/smth, coverage, to expand, to feed the appetite, to become the 

spearhead for reform in the Senate,to investigate, in federal penitentiaries, 

to talk to inmates and wardens, expensive reforms, to run articles about sb, 

to look tired, to be tinged with gray, to have the illusion, to be uncanny, to 

bore sb, to hand smth well, to be married to sb, to be in love with sb, 

to be locked into a marriage, to get sb out of one’s mind)  

 

6. Joshua Adam Parker (to weigh, to be ugly at birth, to be wrin-

kled, a perfectly formed body, to resemble sb, to be beautiful, to be hand-

some, to be striking, to have gray-blue eyes, to have beautifully shaped 

head, to be a poignant mixture of joy and sadness, to be a series of unend-

ing miracles, to begin cooing, to amuse oneself, to climb out of smth, to 

explore the world, to hold sb in one’s arms, to grab smth, to carry on con-

versations, to plan sb’s party, to be a perfect host, to handle oneself with 

dignity and aplomb, to be a tiny, dear replica, warm and loving and full of 

eager questions, to speak in sentences, to be mischievous and demanding, 

to be a natural athlete, to be, in turn, wild and aggressive, shy and loving, 

to become upset, to be afraid of the dark, to be destructive, stubborn and 

violent, an angel, gentle, affectionate, to enjoy doing smth, to take smb to 

marionette plays, to become a companion, to read picture books, to sprawl 

out on smth, to be riminded of sb, to be like an open wound) 
 

Activator 
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  5.   Give the English equivalents of the following Russian 

words and word combinations 
 

1. арест 2. обвинять, предъявлять обвинение 3. давать взятку 

4. делать честь своей профессии 5.достоинство 6. харизма 

7. незавершенные судебные дела 8. выработанное общими усилиями 

мнение (консенсус) 9. освещение в печати, по радио 10. не доверять, 

сомневаться в к.-л. 11. встретить (ся), столкнуться с к.-л. 

12. вторгаться, навязываться 13. законный, легальный 14. заверять, 

уверять 15. сожалеть 16. укрывать 17. перетекать, распространяться 

18. искушать, соблазнять 19. ловушка 20. дань, должное 

21. насиловать 22. жестокость, насилие 23. жизненность, живость, 

энергия, энергичность 
 

  6.   Translate into English using the words and word combina-

tions from the text 
 

1. Джошуа был поразительно похож на Адама. 

2. Были моменты, когда у Дженнифер опускались руки. 

3. Внезапное исчезновение Дженнифер породило немало слухов в 

юридических фирмах Манхэттена. 

4. Дженнифер просмотрела все дела, накопившиеся за это время. 

5. Некоторые старые клиенты отказывались вести дела с другими 

адвокатами, ожидая, когда она вернется. 

6. Три месяца понадобилось Дженнифер, чтобы войти в курс 

своих дел. 

7. Его компанию обвиняли в даче взяток для расширения своего 

влияния на Ближнем Востоке. 

8. Ей часто встречались злобные, глупые и некомпетентные судьи. 

Лоренс Уолдман был блестящим юристом и порядочным чело-

веком. 

9. Последние несколько месяцев имя Адама Уорнера было у всех 

на устах. 

10. Посещая места заключения по всей стране, он встречался с 

осужденными, охранниками, и когда его комиссия подготовила 

отчет о проделанной работе, начались широкие реформы. 

11. Она договорилась о встрече с агентом по недвижимости на сле-

дующий день. 
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12.  Дженнифер пыталась отгородиться от мира как только могла. 
 

  7.   Match the words on the left with their definitions on the 

right. Then choose the best word from those given to com-

plete each of the sentences which follow. 
 

1. be under an 

obligation 

a) to offer sb money or smth valuable, in order to 

persuade them to do smth for you 

2. realtor b) to receive money, property etc from sb after 

they have died 

3. penitentiary c) one who is kept in prison 

4. contender d) prisons for persons guilty of serious crimes 

5. inherit e) to have to do smth because it is a legal or moral 

duty 

6. disgrace f) the amount of money that a person is paid for 

professional advice or service 

7. inmate g) an agreement in which you pay a fixed amount 

of money each year to a special company as a 

means of protection for smth, for example your 

house, car, or health. If smth happens to your 

house or car, or if you become ill, the company 

pays you a sum of money. 

8. bribe h) ready to do smth dishonest for money 

9. insurance i) an estate agent (used in American English) 

10. venal j) waiting to be decided or settled 

11. fee k) to do smth so bad that people lose respect for 

your family or  for the group you belong to 

12. pending l) in a competition or election is sb who competes 

with other people to win smth 
 

1. The attempt … the clerk had failed. 

2. Adam was going to be a presidential … one day. 

3. Lawrence Waldman once wanted to see Jennifer disbarred be-

cause he thought she had … their profession. 

4. There would be a large … for handling the case, but Jennifer 

simply did not have the time. 

5. She … the land from her grandfather. 

6. One of the … has escaped. 
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7. Adam headed a committee to investigate conditions in federal …  

8. She had encountered judges who were … , stupid or incompetent. 

9. The rest of the meeting was taken up with a discussion of … cas-

es. 

10. You will need your driving licence and car … certificate. 

11. Jennifer had no intention of … … … … to Michael. 

12. Jennifer wrote down the name of the … and made an appointment 

to see the house the following afternoon. 
 

  8.   Put a tick to show the most typical collocations 
 

 consensus contender inmate omen replica resemblance violence 

bad        

close        

exact        

extreme        

former        

good        

great        

international        

physical        

remar- 

kable 

       

serious        

sexual        

striking        

strong        

wide- 

spread 

       

 

  9.   Replace the highlighted words with a suitable idiomatic 

expression given in the box, using the correct tense/form 
 

wrap smth up, take offence, take sb by surprise, give way to smth, catch a 

glimpse of, a household word, keep oneself busy, shut oneself off, be out 

of touch, wear oneself out 

 

1. The police will soon be finishing the investigation. 

2. "How would you like to have dinner with an old man one evening?" 

asked Lawrence Waldman. Jennifer was amazed by his question.  
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3. Jennifer turned herself off the world in every possible way. 

4. The snows of February were replaced by the brisk winds of March, 

and Jennifer knew that it was time to stop working. 

5. Dan Martin asked, "We'll be able to reach you, won't we?" "No, Dan. 

I won’t write to you or telephone you. 

6. In the months that followed, Senator Adam Warner was becoming 

very well known and often talked about. 

7. At the new house, Jennifer made herself continue being busy from 

early morning until late at night, so that there would be no time to 

think about Adam. 

8. During the time they were together, Michael did not say one word at 

which Jennifer could be offended. 

9. Once Jennifer thought she saw for a short time Michael sitting in the 

back of a courtroom where she was defending a case, but when she 

looked again he was gone. 

10. She made herself extremely tired during the day, hoping she would 

be able to sleep at night, but the demons had returned, torturing her 

with unspeakable nightmares. 
 

  10.   Study the table, then choose the correct preposition in 

the sentences below 
 

catch on a) to become popular and fashionable 

b) to begin to understand or realize smth 

catch at to try to take hold of smth 

catch out to make sb to make a mistake, especially in order to 

prove that they are lying 

catch up with to finally find sb who has been doing smth illegal 

and punish them 

catch up a) to spend time or effort doing smth that you have 

not had time to do properly until now 

b) to reach the same standard or level as sb or smth 

is 

catch red-handed to catch sb actually performing a wrong act 

catch in to find sb by chance at home, in the office 

catch alight to start burning; take fire 
 

1. A businessman will catch at/on any chance of making a profit. 

2. I must catch up/at/alight on my work. 



 314 

3. I'm sure the prisoner is not telling the truth; talk to him and see if you 

can catch him out/on. 

4. It took six years for the law to catch up with/on them. 

5. It was a long time before the police caught on/in to what he was really 

doing. 

6. It was a popular style in Britain but it never really caught on/up in 

America. 

7. Some dry leaves caught alight/red-handed and soon the whole forest 

was on fire. 

8.  The policeman followed the thieves until they actually picked up the 

jewellery, when he caught them red-handed/alight. 

9. They would be going straight to the office to catch up/at on corre-

spondence. 

10. We shall have to work hard to catch the other firm up/in. 

11. When you’ve been away, it takes a long time to catch up/at on the 

local news. 

12. You might catch him in/up with about 11 o’clock.  

 

  11.   Put in the correct prepositions 
 

1. There was no communication … them. 

2. … the moment … Joshua’s birth Jennifer loved her son … a love she 

had never known existed … her. 

3. Stop worrying … him and enjoy … him. 

4. Jennifer’s sudden disappearance had created a spate … rumors … 

Manhattan law offices. 

5. There were a dozen calls … Mr. Adams. 

6. When Jennifer came home … the afternoon, she devoted all … her 

time to … Joshua. 

7. His company has been accused … paying bribes. 

8. He would sometimes come … the house … lunch or dinner … week-

ends, and he would play … Joshua hours. 

9. Jennifer found herself beginning to relax, enjoying herself almost … 

her will. 

10. He’s saved us a lot … trouble … the years.  

11. The thieves caught … the money and ran.  
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12. The pit boss and dealers treated Michael … difference. 

13. She watched him grow and develop, day … day. 
 

Discussion 

 

  12.   Agree or disagree to the statements. Give your arguments 

for or against them 
 

1. It takes a man to make a woman feel female, to make her beautiful. 

2. Power always pays tribute to power. 

3. In Washington more deals get made over dinner tables than in the hol-

lowed halls of Congress. 

 

  13.   Comment on the following ideas 
 

1. Babies are surely boring around. They demand to be fed constantly, 

cried, and slept. There is no communication with them. (Jennifer Par-

ker) 

2. How can I think of Michael Moretti attractive? He’s a killer, an amor-

al animal with no feelings. (Jennifer Parker) 

3. There’s no such thing as an offer you can’t refuse. (Jennifer Parker) 

4. On the surface, everything was wonderful. Inside everything was 

wrong. (Adam Warner) 

5. You are so lucky, Adam. You have everything in the world a man 

could want, don’t you? (The governor’s wife) 
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(Chapters 35 – 36) 
 

 

Vocabulary preview 

 

  1.   Read the text carefully. The following words and word 

combinations will help you to avoid difficulties in under-
standing 

— 35 — 
kidnapping  киднэппинг, 

похищение людей 

counsel давать совет; давать 

юридическое заклю-

чение 

hold sb for 

ransom 

удерживать к.-л., для 

вымогательства вы-

купа 

bail залог, поручительство 

composite 

drawing 

словесный портрет bond money сумма денег для вне-

сения залога 

abduction похищение( особенно 

женщины, ребенка) 

put up bail for 

sb 

внести залог за к.-л. 

vicious порочный, ужасный tide over преодолевать, перен. 

перебиться 

accused per-

son 

обвиняемый pay back возвращать долг 

hearing слушание, устное 

разбирательство 

want-ad объявление (в газете) 

в отделе спроса и 

предложений 

foundation of 

law 

основа закона deceptively обманчиво 

lowly занимающий низкое 

или скромное поло-

жение 

bland вежливый, 

вкрадчивый 

saint святой, праведник; 

ангел 

take on a case браться за дело 

choke задыхаться (от 

волнения, боли) 

federal case дело федеральной 

юрисдикции 

sanity нормальная психика, 

здравомыслие 

auto theft кража автомобилей 

PART 9 
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reincarnate перевоплощать, 

воплощать снова 

grand larceny похищение имущества 

в крупных размерах 

harm вредить, наносить 

ущерб 

make a deal заключить сделку 

twist кружить, сплетать, 

скручивать (руки) 

preliminary предварительное 

слушание дела 

execute казнить plea bargain  сделка о признании 

вины (в наименее 

тяжком из вменяемых 

обвинением преступ-

лений) 

wicked злой, 

безнравственный;  

грешный 

plead sb guilty 

to a lesser 

charge 

признать себя в 

меньшей степени ви-

новным в предъяв-

ленном обвинении 

whip хлестать, сечь serve отбывать наказание 

tighten сжиматься reward вознаграждение 

buckle пряжка trim приводить в порядок 

hitch-hike путешествовать, 

пользуясь бесплатно 

попутными машина-

ми 

court formali-

ties 

судебные 

формальности 

dispensary благотворительный 

медицинский пункт; 

бесплатная амбулато-

рия 

present one’s 

evidence 

представить ч.-л. 

доказательства 

heal излечивать, исцелять; 

заживать 

  

lay off уволить, освободить, 

снять с работы 

cost of a trial стоимость судебного 

разбирательства 

(процесса) 

at a time за раз mitigating 

circumstances 

смягчающие 

обстоятельства 

shudder дрожь, содрогание set a date for 

the trial 

назначить дату 

судебного процесса 

rock back 

and forth 

раскачиваться counsel адвокат (особ. в Ир-

ландии и США) 

clasp крепко сжимать  bewilder смущать, ставить в 

тупик; сбивать с тол-

ку, приводить в заме-

шательство 
 

Late one afternoon as Jennifer was getting ready to leave the office, 

Cynthia said, "There's a Mr. Clark Holman on the phone." 

Jennifer hesitated, then said, "I’ll take it." 
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Clark Holman was an attorney with the Legal Aid Society. 

"Sorry to bother you, Jennifer, " he said, "but we have a case down-

town that no one wants to touch, and I'd really appreciate it if you could 

help us out. I know how busy you are, but – " 

"Who's the defendant?" 

"Jack Scanlon." 

The name registered instantly. It had been on the front pages of the 

newspapers for the past two days. Jack Scanlon had been arrested for kid-

napping a four-year-old girl and holding her for ransom. He had been iden-

tified from a composite drawing the police had obtained from witnesses to 

the abduction. 

"Why me, Clark?" 

"Scanlon asked for you." 

Jennifer looked at the clock on the wall. She was going to be late for 

Joshua. "Where is he now?" 

"At the Metropolitan Correctional Center." 

Jennifer made a quick decision. "I’ll go down and talk to him. Make 

the arrangements, will you?" 

"Right. Thanks a million. I owe you one." 

Jennifer telephoned Mrs. Mackey. "I'm going to be a little late. Give 

Joshua his dinner and tell him to wait up for me." 

Ten minutes later, Jennifer was on her way downtown. 

To Jennifer, kidnapping was the most vicious of all crimes, particular-

ly the kidnapping of a helpless young child; but every accused person was 

entitled to a hearing no matter how terrible the crime. That was the founda-

tion of the law: justice for the lowliest as well as the highest. 

Jennifer identified herself to the guard at the reception desk and was 

taken to the Lawyers' Visiting Room. 

The guard said, "I’ll get Scanlon for you." 

A few minutes later a thin, aesthetic-looking man in his late thirties, 

with a blond beard and light blond hair was brought into the room. He 

looked almost Christlike. 

He said, "Thank you for coming, Miss Parker." His voice was soft and 

gentle. "Thank you for caring." 

"Sit down." 

He took a chair opposite Jennifer. 

"You asked to see me?" 
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"Yes. Even though I think only God can help me. I've done a very fool-

ish thing." 

She regarded him distastefully. "You call kidnapping a helpless little 

girl for ransom a 'foolish thing'?" 

"I didn't kidnap Tammy for ransom." 

"Oh? Why did you kidnap her?" 

There was a long silence before Jack Scanlon spoke. "My wife, Eve-

lyn, died in childbirth. I loved her more than anything in the world. If ever 

there was a saint on earth, it was that woman. Evelyn wasn't a strong per-

son. Our doctor advised her not to have a baby, but she didn't listen." He 

looked down at the floor in embarrassment. "It – it may be hard for you to 

understand, but she said she wanted it anyway, because it would be like 

having another part of me." 

How well Jennifer understood that. 

Jack Scanlon had stopped speaking, his thoughts far away. 

"So she had the baby?" 

Jack Scanlon nodded. "They both died." It was difficult for him to go 

on. "For a while, I – I thought I would . . I didn't want to go on living with-

out her. I kept wondering what our child would have been like. I kept 

dreaming about how it would have been if they had lived. I kept trying to 

turn the clock back to the moment before Evelyn – " He stopped, his voice 

choked with pain. "I turned to the Bible and it saved my sanity. Behold, I 

have set before you an open door which no one is able to shut. Then, a 

few days ago, I saw a little girl playing on the street, and it was as though 

Evelyn had been reincarnated. She had her eyes, her hair. She looked up at 

me and smiled and I – I know it sounds crazy, but it was Evelyn smiling at 

me. I must have been out of my head. I thought to myself, This is the 

daughter Evelyn would have had. This is our child." 

Jennifer could see his fingernails digging into his flesh. 

"I know it was wrong, but I took her." He looked up into Jennifer's 

eyes. "I wouldn't have harmed that child for anything in the world." 

Jennifer was studying him closely, listening for a false note. There was 

none. He was a man in agony. 

"What about the ransom note?" Jennifer asked. 

"I didn't send a ransom note. The last thing in the world I cared about 

was money. I just wanted little Tammy." 

"Someone sent the family a ransom note." 

"The police keep saying I sent it, but I didn't." 
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Jennifer sat there, trying to fit the pieces together. "Did the story of the 

kidnapping appear in the newspapers before or after you were picked up by 

the police?" 

"Before. I remember wishing they'd stop writing about it. I wanted to 

go away with Tammy and I was afraid someone would stop us." 

"So anyone could have read about the kidnapping and tried to collect a 

ransom?" 

Jack Scanlon twisted his hands helplessly. "I don't know. All I know is 

I want to die." 

His pain was so obvious that Jennifer found herself moved by it. If he 

was telling the truth – and it was naked in his face – then he did not de-

serve to die for what he had done. He should be punished, yes, but not exe-

cuted. 

Jennifer made her decision. "I’m going to try to help you." 

He said quietly, "Thank you. I really don't care anymore what happens 

to me." 

"I do." 

Jack Scanlon said, "I’m afraid I – I have no money to give you." 

"Don't worry about it. I want you to tell me about yourself." 

"What do you want to know?" 

"Start from the beginning. Where were you born?" 

"In North Dakota, thirty-five years ago. I was born on a farm. I guess 

you could call it a farm. It was a poor piece of land that nothing much 

wanted to grow on. We were poor. I left home when I was fifteen. I loved 

my mother, but I hated my father. I know the Bible says it’s wrong to 

speak evil of your parents, but he was a wicked man. He enjoyed whipping 

me." 

Jennifer could see his body tighten as he went on. 

"I mean, he really enjoyed it. If I did the smallest thing he thought was 

wrong, he would whip me with a leather belt that had a big brass buckle on 

it. Then he'd make me get down on my knees and pray to God for for-

giveness. For a long time I hated God as much as I hated my father." He 

stopped, too filled with memories to speak. 

"So you ran away from home?" 

"Yes. I hitchhiked to Chicago. I didn't have much schooling, but at 

home I used to read a lot. Whenever my father caught me, that was an ex-

cuse for another whipping. In Chicago, I got a job working in a factory. 

That's where I met Evelyn. I cut my hand on a milling machine and they 
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took me to the dispensary, and there she was. She was a practical nurse." 

He smiled at Jennifer. "She was the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen. It 

took about two weeks before my hand was healed, and I went to her for a 

treatment every day. After that, we just kind of started going together. We 

talked about getting married, but the company lost a big order and I was 

laid off with the rest of the people in my department. That didn't matter to 

Evelyn. We got married and she took care of me. That was the only thing 

we ever argued about. I was brought up to believe that a man should take 

care of a woman. I got a job driving a truck and the money was good. The 

only part I hated was that we were separated, sometimes for a week at a 

time. Outside of that, I was awfully happy. We were both happy. And then 

Evelyn got pregnant." 

A shudder ran through him. His hands began to tremble. 

"Evelyn and our baby girl died." Tears were running down his cheeks. 

"I don't know why God did that. He must have had a reason, but I don't 

know why." He was rocking back and forth in his chair, unaware of what 

he was doing, his arms clasped in front of his chest, holding in his grief. "I 

will instruct you and teach you the way you should go; I will counsel 

you." 

Jennifer thought, This one the electric chair is not going to get! 

"I'll be back to see you tomorrow, " Jennifer promised him. 

Bail had been set at two hundred thousand dollars. Jack Scanlon did 

not have the bond money and Jennifer had it put up for him. Scanlon was 

released from the Correctional Center and Jennifer found a small motel on 

the West Side for him to move into. She gave him a hundred dollars to tide 

him over. 

"I don't know how, " Jack Scanlon said, "but I'll pay you back every 

cent. I'll start looking for a job. I don't care what it is. I’ll do anything." 

When Jennifer left him, he was searching through the want ads. 

The federal prosecutor, Earl Osborne, was a large, heavy-set man with 

a smooth round face and a deceptively bland manner. To Jennifer's sur-

prise, Robert Di Silva was in Osborne's office. 

"I heard you were taking on this case, " Di Silva said. "Nothing's too 

dirty for you to handle, is it?" 

Jennifer turned to Earl Osborne. "What's he doing here? This is a fed-

eral case." 

Osborne replied, "Jack Scanlon took the girl away in her family's car." 

"Auto theft, grand larceny, " Di Silva said. 
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Jennifer wondered if Di Silva would have been there if she were not 

involved. She turned back to Earl Osborne. 

"I'd like to make a deal, " Jennifer said. "My client – " 

Earl Osborne held up a hand. "Not a chance. We're going all the way 

on this one." 

"There are circumstances – " 

"You can tell us all about it at the preliminary." 

Di Silva was grinning at her. 

"All right, " Jennifer said. "I'll see you in court." 

Jack Scanlon found a job working at a service station on the West Side 

near his motel, and Jennifer stopped by to see him. 

"The preliminary hearing is the day after tomorrow, " Jennifer in-

formed him. "I'm going to try to get the government to agree to a plea bar-

gain and plead you guilty to a lesser charge. You'll have to serve some 

time, Jack, but I'll try to see that it's as short as possible." 

The gratitude in his face was reward enough. 

At Jennifer's suggestion, Jack Scanlon had bought a respectable suit to 

wear at the preliminary hearing. He had had his hair cut and his beard 

trimmed, and Jennifer was pleased with his appearance. 

They went through the court formalities. District Attorney Di Silva 

was present. When Earl Osborne had presented his evidence and asked for 

an indictment, Judge Barnard turned to Jennifer. 

"Is there anything you would like to say, Miss Parker?" 

"There is, Your Honor. I’d like to save the government the cost of a 

trial. There are mitigating circumstances here that have not been brought 

out. I would like to plead my client guilty to a lesser charge." 

"No way, " Earl Osborne said. "The government will not agree to it." 

Jennifer turned to Judge Barnard. "Could we discuss this in Your 

Honor's chambers?" 

"Very well. I'll set a date for the trial after I've heard what counsel has 

to say." 

Jennifer turned to Jack Scanlon, who was standing there, bewildered. 

"You can go back to work, " Jennifer told him. "I’ll drop by and let 

you know what happened." 

He nodded and said quietly, "Thank you, Miss Parker." 

Jennifer watched him turn and leave the courtroom. 
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judge chamber  комната судьи revoke  отменять, 

аннулировать(закон) 

capital offence преступление,караемое 

смертной казнью 

attorney of 

record 

адвокат по делу  

have nothing to 

do with smth 

не иметь ничего обще-

го с ч.-л.; не иметь 

никакого отношения к 

ч.-л. 

dregs подонки 

kid обманывать, водить за 

нос 

double-cross обмануть к.-л. 

pull out вытаскивать cop полицейский 

dossier досье, дело alias  вымышленное имя, 

кличка 

get into drugs пристраститься к 

наркотикам 

blame обвинять, считать 

виновным 

get one’s  

hands on  

найти, заполучить, 

завладеть, прибрать к 

рукам 

reason out разгадать 

reformatory реформаторий (вид 

исправительного 

учреждения) 

regain control 

of oneself 

овладеть собой, 

оставаться спокой-

ной, проявлять вы-

держку 

pick up арестовать aghast пораженный ужасом 

armed robbery вооруженный разбой 

(бандитизм) 

slip out выскользнуть из ч.-

л. 

with intent с намерением; с умыс-

лом; с целью 

attendant сопровождающее 

лицо 

con 

con artist  

жульнический, 

мошеннический 

превосходный 

rearview  

mirror 

зеркало заднего 

вида 

psychopathic 

liar 

патологический лжец alert тревога 

be arrested on 

charge 

быть арестованным по 

обвинению 

shriek пронзительно 

кричать 

pimp сводничать, работать 

сутенером 

ajar приоткрытый 

arson поджог numb онемелый, 

оцепенелый 

do a stretch отбывать срок 

заключения 

whimper хныкать 

on a kidnap-

ping charge  

по обвинению в кид-

нэппинге (похищении 

людей) 

bound связанный 



 324 

coroner коронер (следователь, 

специальной функцией 

которого является рас-

следование случаев 

насильственной смер-

ти) 

kneel становиться на 

колени 

decompose портиться, разлагаться sob рыдать; 

всхлипывать 

acquit оправдывать untwist развязать. 

technicality формальность raw ободранный, 

лишенный кожи 

hotshot отчаянный bleed кровоточить; 

истекать кровью 

cook up стряпать throw out a 

dragnet 

расставить сети  

mug shot фотография 

(подозреваемого 

преступника) 

  

 

Jennifer, Earl Osborne, Robert Di Silva and Judge Barnard were seat-

ed in the judge's chambers. 

Osborne was saying to Jennifer, "I don't know how you could even ask 

me to plea-bargain. Kidnapping for ransom is a capital offense. Your client 

is guilty and he's going to pay for what he did." 

"Don't believe everything you read in the newspapers, Earl. Jack 

Scanlon had nothing to do with that ransom note." 

"Who you trying to kid? If it wasn't for ransom, what the hell was it for?" 

"I’ll tell you " Jennifer said. 

And she told them. She told them about the farm and the beatings and 

about Jack Scanlon falling in love with Evelyn and marrying her, and los-

ing his wife and daughter in childbirth. 

They listened in silence, and when Jennifer was finished, Robert Di 

Silva said, "So Jack Scanlon kidnapped the girl because it reminded him of 

the kid he would have had? And Jack Scanlon's wife died in childbirth?" 

"That's right." Jennifer turned to Judge Barnard. "Your Honor, I don't 

think that's the kind of man you execute." 

Di Silva said unexpectedly, "I agree with you." 

Jennifer looked at him in surprise. 

Di Silva was pulling some papers out of a briefcase. "Let me ask you 

something, " he said. "How would you feel about executing this kind of 

man?" He began to read from a dossier. "Frank Jackson, age thirty-eight. 
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Born in Nob Hill, San Francisco. Father was a doctor, mother a prominent 

socialite. At fourteen, Jackson got into drugs, ran away from home, picked 

up in Haight-Ashbury and returned to his parents. Three months later Jack-

son broke into his father's dispensary, stole all the drugs he could get his 

hands on and ran away. Picked up in Seattle for possession and selling, 

sent to a reformatory, released when he was eighteen, picked up one month 

later on a charge of armed robbery with intent to kill . . ." 

Jennifer could feel her stomach tightening. "What does this have to do 

with Jack Scanlon?" 

Earl Osborne gave her a frosty smile. "Jack Scanlon is Frank Jackson." 

"I don't believe it!" 

Di Silva said, "This yellow sheet came in from the FBI an hour ago. 

Jackson's a con artist and a psychopathic liar. Over the last ten years he's 

been arrested on charges ranging from pimping to arson to armed robbery. 

He did a stretch in Joliet. He's never held a steady job and he's never been 

married. Five years ago he was picked up by the FBI on a kidnapping 

charge. He kidnapped a three-year-old girl and sent a ransom note. The 

body of the little girl was found in a wooded area two months later. Ac-

cording to the coroner's report, the body was partially decomposed, but 

there were visible signs of small knife cuts all over her body. She had been 

raped and sodomized." 

Jennifer felt suddenly ill. 

"Jackson was acquitted on a technicality that some hotshot lawyer 

cooked up." When Di Silva spoke again his voice was filled with contempt. 

"That the man you want walking around the streets?" 

"May I see that dossier, please?" 

Silently, Di Silva handed it to Jennifer and she began reading it. It was 

Jack Scanlon. There was no question about it. There was a police mug shot 

of him stapled to the yellow sheet. He had looked younger then and he had 

no beard, but there was no mistaking him. Jack Scanlon – Frank Jackson – 

had lied to her about everything. He had made up his life story and Jennifer 

had believed every word. He had been so convincing that she had not even 

taken the trouble to have Ken Bailey check him out. 

Judge Barnard said, "May I see that?" 

Jennifer handed the dossier to him. The judge glanced through it and 

then looked at Jennifer. "Well?" 

"I won't represent him." 
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Di Silva raised his eyebrows in mock surprise. "You shock me, Miss 

Parker. You're always saying that everyone is entitled to a lawyer." 

"Everyone is, " Jennifer replied evenly, "but I have a hard and fast 

rule: I won't represent anyone who lies to me. Mr. Jackson will have to get 

himself another lawyer." 

Judge Barnard nodded. "The court will arrange that." 

Osborne said, "I’d like his bail revoked immediately, Your Honor. I 

think he's too dangerous to be walking the streets." 

Judge Barnard turned to Jennifer. "As of this moment you're still the 

attorney of record, Miss Parker. Do you have any objection to that?" 

"No, " Jennifer said tightly. "None." 

Judge Barnard said, "I’ll order his bail revoked." 

Judge Lawrence Waldman had invited Jennifer to a charity dinner that 

evening. She had felt drained after the events of the afternoon and would 

have preferred to go home and have a quiet evening with Joshua, but she 

did not want to disappoint the judge. She changed clothes at the office and 

met Judge Waldman at the Waldorf-Astoria, where the party was taking 

place. 

It was a gala event, with half a dozen Hollywood stars entertaining, 

but Jennifer was unable to enjoy it. Her mind was elsewhere. Judge 

Waldman had been watching her. 

"Is anything wrong, Jennie?" 

She managed a smile. "No, just a business problem, Lawrence." 

And what kind of business am I really in, Jennifer wondered, dealing 

with the dregs of humanity, the rapists and killers and kidnappers? She 

decided it would be a wonderful night to get drunk. 

The captain came over to the table and whispered in Jennifer's ear. 

"Excuse me, Miss Parker, there's a telephone call for you." 

Jennifer felt an instant sense of alarm. The only one who knew where 

to reach her was Mrs. Mackey. She could only be calling because some-

thing was wrong. 

"Excuse me, " Jennifer said. 

She followed the captain to a small office off the lobby. 

Jennifer picked up the receiver and a man's voice whispered, "You 

double-crossed me!" 

Jennifer felt her body begin to tremble. "Who is this?" she asked. 

But she knew. 

"You told the cops to come and get me." 
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"That's not true! I – " 

"You promised to help me." 

"I will help you. Where are – ?" His voice dropped so low she could 

hardly make out his words. "You're going to pay for this. Oh, you're going 

to pay for this!" 

"Wait a min – " 

The telephone was dead. Jennifer stood there, chilled. Something had 

gone terribly wrong. Frank Jackson, alias Jack Scanlon, had somehow es-

caped and he was blaming Jennifer for what had happened. How had he 

known where she was? He must have followed her here. He could be wait-

ing outside for her now. 

Jennifer was trying to control the trembling of her body, trying to 

think, to reason out what had happened. He had seen the police coming to 

arrest him, or perhaps they had picked him up and he had gotten away from 

them. How did not matter. The important thing was that he was blaming 

her for what had happened. 

Frank Jackson had killed before and he could kill again. Jennifer went 

into the ladies' room and stayed there until she was calm again. When she 

had regained control of herself, she returned to the table. 

Judge Waldman took one look at her face. "What on earth's hap-

pened?" 

Jennifer told him briefly. He was aghast. 

"Good God! Would you like me to drive you home?" 

"I’ll be all right, Lawrence. If you could just make sure I get to my car 

safely, I'll be fine." 

They quietly slipped out of the large ballroom and Judge Waldman 

stayed with Jennifer until the attendant brought her car. 

"You're certain you don't want me to come with you?" 

"Thanks. I'm sure the police will pick him up before morning. There 

aren't many people walking around who look like him. Good night." 

Jennifer drove off, making sure no one was following her. When she 

was certain she was alone, she turned onto the Long Island Expressway 

and headed for home. 

She kept looking in her rearview mirror, checking the cars behind her. 

Once she pulled off the road to let all the traffic pass her, and when the 

road behind her was clear, she drove on. She felt safer now. It could not be 

many hours before the police picked up Frank Jackson. There would be a 

general alert out for him by this time. 
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Jennifer turned into her driveway. The grounds and the house, which 

should have been brightly lighted, were dark. She sat in the car staring at 

the house unbelievingly, her mind beginning to shriek with alarm. Franti-

cally, she tore the car door open and raced to the front door. It was ajar. 

Jennifer stood there for an instant, filled with terror, then stepped into the 

reception hall. Her foot kicked something warm and soft and she let out an 

involuntary gasp. She turned on the lights. Max lay on the blood-soaked 

rug. The dog's throat had been cut from ear to ear. 

"Joshua!" It was a scream. "Mrs. Mackey!" 

Jennifer ran from room to room, switching on all the lights and calling 

out their names, her heart pounding so hard that it was difficult for her to 

breathe. She raced up the stairs to Joshua's bedroom. His bed had been 

slept in, but it was empty. 

Jennifer searched every room in the house, then raced downstairs, her 

mind numb. Frank Jackson must have known all along where she lived. He 

had followed her home one night from her office or after she left the ser-

vice station. He had taken Joshua and he was going to kill him to punish 

her. 

She was passing the laundry room when she heard a faint scrabbling 

sound coming from the closet. Jennifer moved toward the closed door 

slowly and pulled it open. It was black inside. 

A voice whimpered, "Please don't hurt me any more." 

Jennifer turned on the light. Mrs. Mackey was lying on the floor, her 

hands and feet tightly bound with wire. She was only half-conscious. 

Jennifer quickly knelt beside her. "Mrs. Mackey!" 

The older woman looked up at Jennifer and her eyes began to focus. 

"He took Joshua." She began to sob. 

As gently as she could, Jennifer untwisted the wire that was cutting in-

to Mrs. Mackey's arms and legs. They were raw and bleeding. Jennifer 

helped the housekeeper to her feet. 

Mrs. Mackey cried hysterically. "I c-couldn't stop him. I t-tried. I – " 

The sound of the telephone cut into the room. The two women were in-

stantly silenced. The telephone rang again and again, and somehow it had 

an evil sound. Jennifer walked over to it and picked it up. 

The voice said, "I just wanted to make sure you got home all right." 

"Where is my son?" 

"He is a beautiful boy, isn't he?" the voice asked. 

"Please! I'll do anything. Anything you like!" 



 329 

"You've already done everything, Mrs. Parker." 

"No, please!" She was sobbing helplessly. 

"I like to hear you cry," the voice whispered. "You'll get your son 

back, Mrs. Parker. Read tomorrow's papers." 

And the line went dead. 

Jennifer stood there, fighting against the faintness, trying to think. 

Frank Jackson had said, "He is a beautiful boy, isn't he?" That could mean 

Joshua was still alive. Otherwise, wouldn't he have said was beautiful? She 

knew she was simply playing games with words, trying to keep her sanity. 

She had to do something quickly. 

Her first impulse was to telephone Adam, ask him to help. It was his 

son who had been kidnapped, his son who was going to be killed. But she 

knew there was nothing Adam could do. He was two hundred and thirty-

five miles away. She had only two choices: One was to call Robert Di Sil-

va, tell him what had happened and ask him to throw out a dragnet to try to 

catch Frank Jackson. Oh, God, that will take too long! 

The second choice was the FBI. They were trained to handle kidnap-

pings. The problem was that this was not like other kidnapping. There 

would be no ransom note for them to trace, no chance to try to trap Frank 

Jackson and save Joshua's life. The FBI moved according to its own strict 

ritual. It would not be of any help in this instance. She had to decide quick-

ly . . . while Joshua was still alive. Robert Di Silva or the FBI. It was diffi-

cult to think. 

She took a deep breath and made her decision. She looked up a tele-

phone number. Her fingers were trembling so badly she had to dial the 

number three times before she got it right. 

When a man answered, Jennifer said, "I want to speak to Michael 

Moretti." 

— 36 — 
stutter заикаться hostage to 

fate  

дар судьбы 

startle испугать disgust внушать отвращение; 

быть противным 

get hold of 

oneself 

овладеть собой pay for sb’s 

sins  

расплачиваться за чьи-

то грехи 

confident уверенный tool kit  набор инструментов 

recount рассказывать, 

излагать подробно 

gasoline can канистра с бензином 
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conjure up вызывать в 

воображении 

go up in 

flames 

исчезнуть в пламени 

take a breath  вдохнуть; перевести 

дыхание 

crucifiсation распятие 

cut порез spread разносить(ся), 

распространять(ся) 

bruise синяк, кровоподтек; 

ушиб 

flophouse ночлежка 

sedative  успокаивающий trickle струйка 

sleeping pills снотворное newsstand газетный киоск 

summon созывать, собирать pebble галька, булыжник, 

гравий 

stiffly сухо ripple зыбь, рябь, небольшая 

волна (на поверхности 

воды) 

hang around околачиваться, 

слоняться 

meticulous тщательный; 

щепетильный, 

педантичный 

buddy дружище, приятель set smth on 

fire 

поджигать ч.-л. 

neat чистый, аккуратный, 

опрятный 

tenderly нежно, с любовью, 

ласково 

properly должным образом, 

как следует; пра-

вильно 

fondle ласкать 

venetian blinds жалюзи lock локон; 

underestimate недооценивать bartender бармен 

convert look взгляд украдкой pawn 

pawn shop 

заклад, залог 

ломбард 

lock sb up заключать в тюрьму explode взрывать(ся), разра-

зиться (гневом и т.д.) 

hot-wire замыкать накоротко 

провода для запуска 

двигателя без ключа 

зажигания 

cellmate сокамерник 

come in handy оказаться полезным, 

пригодиться, прий-

тись кстати 

nail арестовать, схватить, 

поймать; 

bonus награда, приз heist jewelry кража ювелирных 

изделий 
 

"Sorry, lady. This is Tony's Place. I don't know no Mike Moretti." 



 331 

"Wait!" Jennifer screamed. "Don't hang up!" She forced a calmness in-

to her voice. "This is urgent. I'm a – a friend of his. My name is Jennifer 

Parker. I need to talk to him right away." 

"Look, lady, I said – " 

"Give him my name and this telephone number." 

She gave him the number. Jennifer was beginning to stutter so badly 

she could hardly speak. "T-t-tell him –  

The line went dead. 

Numbly, Jennifer replaced the receiver. She was back to one of her 

first two choices. Or both of them. There was no reason why Robert Di 

Silva and the FBI could not join forces to try to find Joshua. The thing that 

was driving her mad was that she knew how little chance they would have 

of finding Frank Jackson. There was no time. Read tomorrow's papers. 

There was a finality about his last words that made Jennifer certain he 

would not telephone her again, would not give anyone a chance to trace 

him. But she had to do something. She would try Di Silva. She reached for 

the telephone again. It rang as she touched it, startling her. 

"This is Michael Moretti." 

"Michael! Oh, Michael, help me, please! I – "She began to sob uncon-

trollably. She dropped the telephone, then picked it up again quickly, terri-

fied he had hung up. "Michael?" 

"I'm here." His voice was calm. "Get hold of yourself and tell me 

what's wrong." 

"I – I'll – " She took in quick, deep breaths, trying to stop the trem-

bling. "It's my son, Joshua. He's – he's been kidnapped. They're going to – 

kill him." 

"Do you know who took him?" 

"Y-yes. His name is F-Frank Jackson." Her heart was pounding. 

"Tell me what happened." His voice was quiet and confident. 

Jennifer forced herself to talk slowly, recounting the sequence of 

events. 

"Can you describe what Jackson looks like?" 

Jennifer conjured up a picture of him in her mind. She put the picture 

into words, and Michael said, "You're doing fine. Do you know where he 

served time?" 

"At Joliet. He told me he's going to kill – " 

"Where was the gas station he worked at?" 

She gave Michael the address. 
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"Do you know the name of the motel he was staying at? " 

"Yes. No." She could not remember. She dug her fingernails into her 

forehead until it began to bleed, forcing herself to think. He waited patient-

ly. 

It came to her suddenly. "It's the Travel Well Motel. It's on Tenth Av-

enue. But I'm sure he isn't there now." 

"We’ll see." 

"I want my son back alive. " 

Michael Moretti did not reply and Jennifer understood why. 

"If we find Jackson – ?" 

Jennifer took a deep, shuddering breath. "Kill him!" 

"Stay by your telephone." 

The connection was broken. Jennifer replaced the receiver. She felt 

strangely calmer, as though something had been accomplished. There was 

no reason to feel the confidence she did in Michael Moretti. From a logical 

point of view, it was a wild, insane thing to have done; but logic had noth-

ing to do with this. Her son's life was at stake. She had deliberately sent a 

killer to catch a killer. If it did not work . . . She thought of the little girl 

whose body had been raped and sodomized. 

Jennifer went to tend to Mrs. Mackey. She took care of her cuts and 

bruises and put her to bed. Jennifer offered her a sedative, but Mrs. 

Mackey pushed it away. 

"I couldn't sleep, " she cried. "Oh, Mrs. Parker! He gave that baby 

sleeping pills." 

Jennifer stared at her in horror. 

Michael Moretti sat at his desk, facing the seven men he had sum-

moned. He had already given instructions to the first three. He turned to 

Thomas Colfax. "Tom, I want you to use your connections. Go down and 

see Captain Notaras and have him pull the package on Frank Jackson. 

I want everything they've got on him." 

"We're wasting a good connection, Mike. I don't think – " 

"Don't argue! Just do it." 

Colfax said stiffly, "Very well." 

Michael turned to Nick Vito. "Check out the gas station where Jackson 

worked. Find out if he hung around any of the bars there, if he had any 

friends." 

To Salvatore Fiore and Joseph Colella: "Get over to Jackon's motel. 

He's probably gone by now, but find out if he palled around with anyone. I 
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want to know who his buddies were." He looked at his watch. "It's mid-

night. I'm giving you eight hours to find Jackson." 

The men started out the door. 

Michael called after them, "I don't want anything to happen to the kid. 

Keep calling in. I'll be waiting." 

Michael Moretti watched them leave, then picked up one of the tele-

phones on his desk and began to dial. 
 

1:00 A.M. 

The motel room was not large, but it was very neat. Frank Jackson 

liked things neat. He felt it was part of being brought up properly. The ve-

netian blinds were rolled down and slanted so that no one could see into the 

room. The door was locked and chained, and he had pressed a chair against 

it. He walked over to the bed where Joshua lay. Frank Jackson had forced 

three sleeping pills down the boy's throat, and he was still sleeping sound-

ly. Still, Jackson prided himself on being a man who took no chances, so 

Joshua's hands and feet were tightly bound together with the same kind of 

wire that had been used to tie up the old lady in the house. Jackson looked 

down at the sleeping boy and he was filled with a sense of sadness. 

Why in God's name did people keep forcing him to do these terrible 

things? He was a gentle, peaceful man, but when everyone was against 

you, when everyone attacked you, you had to defend yourself. The trou-

ble with everybody was that they always underestimated him. They failed 

to realize until too late that he was smarter than all of them. 

He had known the police were coming for him half an hour before they 

arrived. He had been filling the tank of a Chevrolet Camaro and had seen 

his boss go inside the office to answer the telephone. Jackson had not been 

able to hear the conversation, but it was not necessary. He saw the covert 

looks his boss gave him as he whispered into the telephone. Frank Jackson 

knew immediately what was happening. The police were coming for him. 

The Parker bitch had double-crossed him, had told the police to lock him 

up. She was like all the rest of them. His boss was still talking on the tele-

phone when Frank Jackson grabbed his jacket and disappeared. It had tak-

en him less than three minutes to find an unlocked car on the street and hot-

wire it, and moments later he was headed for Jennifer Parker's house. 

Jackson really had to admire his own intelligence. Who else would 

have thought of following her to find out where she lived? He had done that 

the day she had gotten him out on bail. He had parked across the street 
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from her house and had been surprised when Jennifer had been met at the 

gate by a little boy. He had watched them together and sensed even then 

that the kid might come in handy. He was an unexpected bonus, what the 

poets called a hostage to fate. 

Jackson smiled to himself at how terrified the old bitch of a house-

keeper had been. He had enjoyed twisting the wire into her wrists and an-

kles. No, not enjoyed, really. He was being too hard on himself. It had 

been necessary. The housekeeper had thought he was going to rape her. 

She disgusted him. All women did, except for his sainted mother. Women 

were dirty, unclean, even his whore of a sister. It was only the children 

who were pure. He thought of the last little girl he had taken. She had been 

beautiful, with long blond curls, but she had had to pay for her mother's 

sins. Her mother had had Jackson fired from his job. People tried to keep 

you from earning an honest living and then punished you when you broke 

their stupid laws. The men were bad enough, but the women were worse. 

Pigs who wanted to soil the temple of your body. Like the waitress, Clara, 

he was going to take to Canada. She was in love with him. She thought he 

was such a gentleman because he had never touched her. If she only knew! 

The idea of making love to her sickened him. But he was going to take her 

out of the country with him because the police would be looking for a man 

alone. He would shave off his beard and trim his hair, and when he crossed 

the border he would get rid of Clara. That would give him great pleasure. 

Frank Jackson walked over to a battered cardboard suit-case on a lug-

gage rack, opened it and took out a tool kit. From it he removed nails and a 

hammer. He laid them on the bedside table next to the sleeping boy. Then 

he went into she bathroom and lifted a two-gallon gasoline can from the 

bath-tub. He carried it into the bedroom and set the can on the floor. Joshua 

was going to go up in flames. But that would be after the crucifixion. 
 

2:00 A.M. 

Throughout New York and around the country, the word was spread-

ing. It started in bars and flophouses. A cautious word here and there, 

dropped into a willing ear. It began as a trickle and spread to cheap restau-

rants and noisy discotheques and all-night newsstands. It was picked up by 

taxi drivers and truckers and girls working the midnight streets. It was like 

pebble dropped into a deep, dark lake, with the ripples beginning to widen 

and spread. Within a couple of hours everyone on the street knew that Mi-

chael Moretti wanted some information and wanted it fast. Not many peo-

ple were given a chance to do a favor for Michael Moretti. This was a 
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golden opportunity for somebody, because Moretti was a man who knew 

how to show his appreciation. The word was that he was looking for a thin 

blond guy who looked like Jesus. People began searching their memories. 
 

2:15 A.M. 

Joshua Adam Parker stirred in his sleep and Frank Jackson moved to 

his side. He had not yet removed the boy's pajamas. Jackson checked to 

make sure that the hammer and nails were in place and ready. It was im-

portant to be meticulous about these things. He was going to nail the boy's 

hands and feet to the floor before he set the room on fire. He could have 

done it while the boy was asleep, but that would have been wrong. It was 

important that the boy be awake to see what was happening, to know he 

was being punished for the sins of his mother. Frank Jackson looked at his 

watch. Clara was coming to the motel to pick him up at seven-thirty. Five 

hours and fifteen minutes left. Plenty of time. 

Frank Jackson sat down and studied Joshua, and once he tenderly fon-

dled an errant lock of the small boy's hair. 
 

3:00 A.M. 

The first of the telephone calls began coming in. 

There were two telephones on Michael Moretti's desk and it seemed 

that the moment he picked up one, the other started ringing. 

"I got a line on the guy, Mike. A couple years ago he was work- in' a 

scam in Kansas City with Big Joe Ziegler and Mel Cohen." 

"What he was doing a couple of years ago. Where is he now?" 

"Big Joe says he ain't heard from him in about six months. I'm tryin' to 

get hold of Mel Cohen." 

"Do it!" 

The next phone call was no more productive. 

"I went over to Jackson's motel room. He checked out. He was carryin' 

a brown suitcase and a two-gallon can that coulda had gasoline in it. The 

clerk has no idea where he went." 

"What about the neighborhood bars?" 

"One of the bartenders recognized his description, but he says he was-

n't a regular. He went in two or three times after work." 

"Alone?" 

"Accordin' to the bartender, yeah.He didn't seem interested in the girls 

there." 

"Check out the gay bars." 
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The telephone rang again almost as soon as Michael had hung up. It 

was Salvatore Fiore. 

"Colfax talked to Captain Notaras. The police property clerk got a 

record of a pawn ticket in Frank Jackson's personal effects. I got the num-

ber of the ticket and the name of the pawn shop. It's owned by a Greek, 

Gus Stavros, who fences hot rocks." 

"Did you check it out?" 

"We can't check it out until mornin', Mike. The place is closed I – " 

Michael Moretti exploded. "We can't wait until morning! Get out!" 

There was a telephone call from Joliet. It was hard for Michael to fol-

low the conversation because his caller had had a laryngectomy and his 

voice sounded as if it was coming from the bottom of a box. 

"Jackson's cellmate was a man named Mickey Nicola. They were pret-

ty tight." 

"Any idea where Nicola is now?" 

"Last I heard he was back east somewhere. He's a friend of Jackson's 

sister. We have no address on her." 

"What was Nicola sent up for?" 

"They nailed him on a jewelry heist." 
 

midget карлик figure out понимать, постигать, 
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spiritual духовный 

choke подавиться sacrilegious кощунственный, 
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tramp топтать gag давиться, подавиться 

creak скрипеть excruciating мучительный 
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3:30 A.M. 

The pawnshop was located in Spanish Harlem at Second Avenue and 

124th Street. It was in an unloved two-story building, with the shop down-

stairs and living quarters upstairs. 

Gus Stavros was awakened by a flashlight shining in his face. He in-

stinctively started to reach for the alarm button at the side of his bed. 

“I wouldn't, " a voice said. 

The flashlight moved away and Gus Stavros sat up in bed. He looked 

at the two men standing on either side of him and knew he had been given 

good advice. A giant and a midget. Stavros could feel an asthma attack 

coming on. 

"Go downstairs and take whatever you want, " he wheezed. "I won't 

make a move." 

The giant, Joseph Colella said, "Get up. Slow." 

Gus Stavros rose from his bed, cautious not to make any sudden 

movements. The small man, Salvatore Fiore, shoved a piece of paper under 

his nose. "This is the number of a pawn ticket. We want to see the mer-

chandise." 

"Yes, sir." 

Gus Stavros walked downstairs, followed by the two men. Stavros had 

installed an elaborate alarm system only six months earlier. There were 

bells he could have pushed and secret places on the floor he could have 

stepped on and help would be on its way. He did none of those things be-

cause his instincts told him he would be dead before anyone could reach 

him. He knew that his only chance lay in giving the two men what they 

wanted. He only prayed he would not die from a goddamned asthma attack 

before he got rid of them. 

He turned on the downstairs lights and they all moved toward the front 

of the shop. Gus Stavros had no idea what was going on, but he knew it 

could have been a great deal worse. If these men had come merely to rob 

him, they could have cleaned out the pawnshop and been gone by now. It 

seemed they were only interested in one piece of merchandise. He won-

dered how they had circumvented the elaborate new alarms on the doors 

and windows, but he decided not to ask. 

"Move … ," Joseph Colella said. 

Gus looked at the pawn ticket number again and began to sort through 

his files. He found what he was looking for, nodded in satisfaction, and 

went to the large walk-in strong room and opened it, the two men close 
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behind him. Stavros searched along a shelf until he found a small envelope. 

Turning to the two men, he opened the envelope and took out a large dia-

mond ring that sparkled in the overhead lights. 

"This is it, " Gus Stavros said. "I gave him five hundred for it." The 

ring was worth at least twenty thousand dollars. 

"You gave five hundred to who?" little Salvatore Fiore asked. 

Gus Stavros shrugged. "A hundred customers a day come in here. The 

name on the envelope is John Doe." 

Fiore pulled a piece of lead pipe out of nowhere and smashed it sav-

agely against Gus Stavros' nose. He fell to the floor screaming with pain, 

drowning in his own blood. 

Fiore asked quietly, "Who did you say brought it in?" 

Fighting for breath, Gus Stavros gasped, "I don't know his name. He 

didn't tell me. I swear to God!" 

"What did he look like?" 

The blood was flowing into Gus Stavros' throat so fast he could hardly 

speak. He was beginning to faint, but he knew if he passed out before he 

talked he would never wake up. 

"Let me think, " he pleaded. 

Stavros tried to focus, but he was so dizzy from the pain that it was 

difficult. He forced himself to remember the customer walking in, taking 

the ring out of a box and showing it to him. It was coming back to him. 

"He – he was kind of blond and skinny – " He choked on some blood. 

"Help me up." 

Salvatore Fiore kicked him in the ribs. "Keep talkin'." 

"He had a beard, a blond beard . . ." 

"Tell us about the rock. Where did it come from?" 

Even in his extreme pain, Gus Stavros hesitated. If he talked, he would 

be a dead man later. If he did not, he would die now. He decided to post-

pone his death as long as possible. 

"It came from the Tiffany job." 

"Who was in on the job with the blond guy?" 

Gus Stavros was finding it harder to breathe. "Mickey Nicola." 

"Where can we find Nicola?" 

"I don't know. He – he shacks up with some girl in Brooklyn." 

Fiore lifted a foot and nudged Stavros' nose. Gus Stavros screamed 

with pain. 
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Joseph Colella asked, "What's the broad's name?" 

"Jackson. Blanche Jackson." 
 

4:30 A.M. 

The house was set back from the street, surrounded by a small white 

picket fence with a carefully tended garden in front. Salvatore Fiore and 

Joseph Colella tramped through the flowers and made their way to the back 

door. It took them less than five seconds to open it. They stepped inside and 

moved toward the stairs. From a bedroom above they could hear the sounds 

of a bed creaking and the voices of a man and a woman. The two men 

pulled out their guns and started to move quietly up the stairs. 

The woman's voice was saying, "Oh, Christ! You're wonderful, Mick-

ey!" 

"It's all for you, honey, every bit of it. Don't come yet." 

"Oh, I won't, " the woman moaned. "Let's come to – " 

She looked up and screamed. The man whirled around. He started to 

reach under the pillow but decided against it. 

"Okay, " he said. "My wallet's in my pants on the chair. Take it and 

get the hell out of here. I'm busy." 

Salvatore Fiore said, "We don't want your wallet, Mickey." 

The anger on Mickey Nicola's face turned to something else. He sat up 

in bed, moving cautiously, trying to figure out the situation. The woman 

had pulled the sheets up over her breasts, her face a combination of anger 

and fright. 

Nicola carefully swung his feet over the side of the bed, sitting on the 

edge, ready to spring. He was watching both men, waiting for an oppor-

tunity. 

"What do you want?" 

"Do you work with Frank Jackson?" 

Salvatore Fiore raised his gun and aimed. 

Mickey Nicola screamed, "Wait a minute! You guys must be crazy!" 

He looked into the little man's eyes and said quickly, "Yeah. I've worked 

with Jackson." 

The woman cried out angrily, "Mickey!" 

He turned on her savagely. "Shut up!" 

Salvatore Fiore turned to the woman and said, "You're Jackson's sister, 

ain't you?" 

Her face was filled with fury. "I never heard of him." 
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Fiore raised his gun and moved closer to the bed "You got two seconds 

to talk to me or you two are gonna be splashed all over the wall." 

There was something in his voice that chilled her. He raised his gun 

and the blood began to drain from the woman's face. 

"Tell them what they want to know, " Mickey Nicola cried. 

The gun moved up to press against the woman's breast. 

"Don't! Yes! Frank Jackson's my brother." 

"Where can we find him?" 

"I don't know. I don't see him. I swear to God I don't know! I – " 

His hand tightened on the trigger. 

She screamed, "Clara! Clara would know! Ask Clara!" 

Joseph Colella said, "Who's Clara?" 

"She's – she's a waitress Frank knows." 

"Where can we find her?" 

This time there was no hesitation. The words spilled out. "She works at 

a bar called The Shakers in Queens." Her body began to tremble. 

Salvatore Fiore looked at the two of them and said politely, "Have a 

nice day." 

And the two men departed. 
 

5:30 A.M. 

Clara Thomas (nee Thomachevsky) was about to fulfill her lifelong 

dream. She hummed happily to herself as she packed her cardboard suit-

case with the clothes she would need in Canada. She had taken trips with 

gentlemen friends before, but this was different. This was going to be her 

honeymoon trip. Frank Jackson was like no other man she had known. The 

men who came into the bar were nothing but animals. Frank Jackson was 

different. He was a real gentleman. Clara paused in her packing to think 

about that word: gentle man. She had never thought of it that way before, 

but that was Frank Jackson. She had seen him only four times in her life, 

but she knew she was in love with him. She could tell he had been attracted 

to her from the very beginning, because he always sat at her booth. And 

after the second time he had walked her home when the bar had closed. 

I must still have it, Clara thought smugly, if I can get a handsome 

young guy like that. She stopped her packing to walk over to the closet 

mirror to study herself. Maybe she was a little too heavy and her hair was 

a couple of shades too red, but dieting would take care of the extra pounds 

and she would be more careful the next time she dyed her hair. All in all, 

she wasn't too dissatisfied with what she saw. The old broad's still pretty 
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good-lookin', she told herself. She knew that Frank Jackson wanted to take 

her to bed, even though he had never touched her. He was really special. 

There was an almost – Clara furrowed her forehead, trying to think of the 

word--spiritual quality about him. Clara had been brought up a good Cath-

olic and she knew it was sacrilegious to even think such a thought, but 

Frank Jackson reminded her a little bit of Jesus. She wondered what Frank 

would be like in bed. Well, if he was shy, she would show him a trick or 

two. He had talked about their getting married as soon as they got to Cana-

da. Her dream come true. Clara looked at her watch and decided she had 

better hurry. She had promised to pick Frank up at his motel at seven-

thirty. 
 

She saw them in the mirror as they walked into her bedroom. They had 

come out of nowhere. A giant and a little fellow. Clara watched as the two 

of them moved toward her. 

The small man looked at the suitcase. "Where you goin’, Clara? " 

"None of your business. Just take what you want and get out of here. If 

there's anything in this joint worth more than ten bucks, I'll eat it." 

"I got something you can eat, " the big man Colella said. 

"Up yours" Clara snapped. "If this is gonna be a rape job, I want you 

to know the doctor's treatin' me for gonorrhea." 

Salvatore Fiore said, "We ain't gonna hurt you. We just wanna know 

where Frank Jackson is." 

They could see the change that came over her. Her body suddenly 

stiffened and her face became a mask. 

"Frank Jackson?" There was a note of deep puzzlement in her voice. "I 

don't know any Frank Jackson." 

Salvatore Fiore pulled a lead pipe out of his pocket and took a step to-

ward her. 

"You don't scare me, " Clara said, "I –" 

His arm lashed out across her face, and in the midst of the blinding 

pain she could feel her teeth crumbling inside her mouth like tiny pieces of 

grit. She opened her mouth to speak and blood began pouring out. The big 

man raised his pipe again. 

"No, please don't!" She gagged. 

Joseph Colella said politely, "Where can we rind this Frank Jack-

son?" 

"Frank is – is – " 
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Clara thought of her sweet, gentle man in the hands of these two mon-

sters. They were going to hurt him and, instinctively, she knew that Frank 

would not be able to stand the pain. He was too sensitive. If she could only 

find a way to save him, he would be grateful to her forever. 

"I don't know." 

Salvatore Fiore moved forward and Clara heard the sound of her leg 

breaking at the same instant she felt the excruciating pain. She fell to the 

floor, unable to scream because of all the blood in her mouth. 

Joseph Colella stood over her and said pleasantly, "Maybe you don't 

understand. We ain't gonna kill you. We're just gonna keep breakin' things. 

When we're through with you, you'll look like a piece of garbage the cat 

threw away. Do you believe me?" 

Clara believed him. Frank Jackson would never want to look at her 

again. She had lost him to these two bastards. No dream come true, no 

marriage. The little man was moving forward with the lead pipe again. 

Clara moaned, "Don't. Please don't. Frank's at the – the Brookside Mo-

tel on Prospect Avenue. He – " 

She fainted. 

Joseph Colella walked over to the telephone and dialed a number. 

Michael Moretti answered. "Yes?" 

"Brookside Motel on Prospect Avenue. Want us to take him?" 

"No. I’ll meet you there. Make sure he doesn't leave." 

"He won't go anywhere." 
 

bound связанный shatter разрушить, уничтожить 

stain пятнать, портить, 

пачкать 

pharynx глотка, зев 

shove пихать; толкать thready тонкий зд. слабый 

stall застревать snatch хватать, ухватить 

come to a 

standstill 

приходить к остановке squeeze сжимать; сдавливать; 

стискивать 

be in charge руководить, управлять swathe бинтовать 

wreckage обломки крушения, 

руины, остатки 

gauze марля 

sprinkle брызгать heal заживать; сделаться 

здоровым; заживляться  

skid заносить, уходить в 

сторону при повороте 

tendon сухожилие 

silencer глушитель superficial внешний, неглубокий, 

поверхностный 
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reek излучать неприятный 

запах, пахнуть 

matter иметь значение; значить 

utter произносить   
 

6:30 A.M. 

The boy was beginning to stir again. The man watched as Joshua 

opened his eyes. The boy looked down at the wire on his wrists and legs, 

and then looked up and saw Frank Jackson, and the memories came flood-

ing back. 

This was the man who had pushed those pills down his throat and kid-

napped him. Joshua knew all about kidnappings from television. The police 

would come and save him and put the man in jail. Joshua was determined 

not to show his fear, because he wanted to be able to tell his mother how 

brave he had been. 

"My mother will be here with the money, " Joshua assured the man, 

"so you don't have to hurt me." 

Frank Jackson walked over to the bed and smiled down at the boy. He 

really was a beautiful child. He wished he could take the boy to Canada 

instead of Clara. Reluctantly, Frank Jackson looked at his watch. It was 

time to get things ready. 

The boy held up his bound wrists. The blood had caked dry. 

"Would you mind taking this off, please?" he asked politely. "I won't 

run away." 

Frank Jackson liked it that the boy had said "please." It showed good 

manners. These days, most kids had no manners at all. They ran around the 

streets like wild animals. 

Frank Jackson went into the bathroom where he had put the can of 

gasoline back in the tub so that it would not stain the rug in the living 

room. He prided himself on details like that. He carried the can into the 

bedroom and set it down. He moved to the boy's side, lifted up the bound 

figure and placed him on the floor. Then he picked up the hammer and two 

large nails and knelt next to the boy. 

Joshua Parker was watching him, wide-eyed. "What are you going to 

do with that?" 

"Something that will make you very happy. Have you ever heard of Je-

sus Christ?" Joshua nodded. "Do you know how he died?" 

"On the cross." 

"That's very good. You're a bright boy. We don't have a cross here, so 

we’ll have to do the best we can." 
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The boy's eyes were beginning to fill with fear. 

Frank Jackson said, "There's nothing to be afraid of. Jesus wasn't 

afraid. You mustn't be afraid." 

"I don't want to be Jesus, " Joshua whispered. "I want to go home." 

"I'm going to send you home, " Frank Jackson promised. "I'm going to 

send you home to Jesus." 

Frank Jackson took a handkerchief out of his back pocket and moved it 

toward the boy's mouth. Joshua gritted his teeth together. 

"Don't make me angry." 

Frank Jackson pressed his thumb and forefinger against Joshua's 

cheeks and forced his mouth open. He shoved the handkerchief into Josh-

ua's mouth and slapped a piece of tape across it to hold the handkerchief in 

place. Joshua was straining against the wires that bound his wrists and 

hands, and they began to bleed again. Frank Jackson ran his hands over the 

fresh cuts. 

"The blood of Christ." he said softly. 

He picked up one of the boy's hands, turned it over and held it down 

against the floor. Then he picked up a nail. Holding it against Joshua's 

palm with one hand, Frank Jackson picked up the hammer with his other. 

He drove the nail through the boy's hand into the floor. 
 

* * * 

7:15 A.M. 

Michael Moretti's black limousine was stalled on the Brooklyn-Queens 

Expressway in early morning traffic, held up by a vegetable truck that had 

overturned and spilled its cargo across the road. Traffic had come to a 

standstill. 

"Pull over to the other side of the road and get past him, " Michael 

Moretti ordered Nick Vito. 

"There's a police car up ahead, Mike." 

"Go up and tell whoever's in charge that I want to talk to him." 

"Right, boss." 

Nick Vito got out of the car and hurried toward the squad car. A few 

moments later he returned with a police sergeant. Michael Moretti opened 

the window of the car and held out his hand. There were five one hundred 

dollar bills in it. 

"I'm in a hurry, officer." 
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Two minutes later the police car, red light flashing, was guiding the 

limousine past the wreckage on the road. When they were clear of the traf-

fic, the sergeant got out of the police car and walked back to the limousine. 

"Can I give you an escort somewhere, Mr. Moretti? " 

"No, thank you," Michael said. "Come and see me Monday." To Nick 

Vito: "Move it!" 
 

7:30 A.M. 

The neon sign in front read: 
 

BROOKSIDE MOTEL 
SINGLES – DOUBLES 

DAILY AND WEEKLY RATES 
INDIVIDUALES-DOBLES 
PRECIOS ESPECIALES 

 

Joseph Colella and Salvatore Fiore sat in their car across from Bunga-

low 7. A few minutes earlier they had heard a thump from inside, so they 

knew that Frank Jackson was still there. 

We oughta jump in and cool him, Fiore thought. But Michael Moretti 

had given instructions. 

They settled back to wait. 
 

7:45 A.M. 

Inside Bungalow 7, Frank Jackson was making his final preparations. 

The boy was a disappointment. He had fainted. Jackson had wanted to wait 

until Joshua regained consciousness before the other nails were driven in, 

but it was getting late. He picked up the can of gasoline and sprinkled it 

across the boy's body, careful not to let it touch that beautiful face. He vis-

ualized the body under the pajamas and wished that he had time to – but, 

no, that would be foolish. Clara would be here any moment. He must be 

ready to leave when she arrived. He reached in his pockets, pulled out a 

box of matches, and set them neatly beside the can of gasoline, the hammer 

and the nails. People simply did not appreciate how important neatness 

was. 

Frank Jackson looked at his watch again and wondered what was 

keeping Clara. 
 

7:50 A.M. 
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Outside Bungalow 7, the limousine skidded to a stop and Michael 

Moretti jumped out of the car. The two men in the sedan hurried over to 

join him. 

Joseph Colella pointed to Bungalow 7. "He's in there." 

"What about the kid?" 

The big man shrugged. "Dunno. Jackson's got the curtains drawn." 

"Should we go in now and take him?" Salvatore Fiore asked. 

"Stay here." 

The two men looked at him in surprise. He was a capo-regime. He had 

soldiers to make hits for him while he sat back in safety. And yet he was 

going in himself. It was not right. 

Joseph Colella said, "Boss, Sal and I can – " 

But Michael Moretti was already moving to the door of Bungalow 7, a 

gun fitted with a silencer in his hand. He paused for a second to listen, then 

stepped back and smashed the door open with one powerful kick. 

Moretti took in the scene in a single frozen moment: the bearded man 

kneeling on the floor beside the small boy; the boy's hand nailed to the 

floor, the room reeking of gasoline. 

The bearded man had turned toward the door and was staring at Mi-

chael. The last sounds he ever uttered were, "You re not Cl – " 

Michael's first bullet took him in the center of his forehead. The sec-

ond bullet shattered his pharynx, and the third bullet took him in the heart. 

But by that time he no longer felt anything. 

Michael Moretti stepped to the door and waved to the two men outside. 

They hurried into the cabin. Michael Moretti knelt beside the boy and felt 

his pulse. It was thin and thready, but he was still alive. He turned to Jo-

seph Colella. 

"Call Doc Petrone. Tell him we're on our way over." 
 

9:30 A.M. 

The instant the telephone rang, Jennifer snatched it up, squeezing it 

tightly. "Hello!" 

Michael Moretti's voice said, "I'm bringing your son home." 

Joshua was whimpering in his sleep. Jennifer leaned over and put her 

arms around him, holding him gently. He had been asleep when Michael 

had carried him into the house. When Jennifer had seen Joshua's uncon-

scious body, his wrists and ankles heavily bandaged, his body swathed in 

gauze, she had nearly gone out of her mind. Michael had brought the doc-
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tor with him and it had taken him half an hour to reassure Jennifer that 

Joshua was going to be all right. 

"His hand will heal, " the doctor assured her. "There will be a small 

scar there, but fortunately no nerves or tendons were damaged. The gaso-

line bums are superficial. I bathed his body in mineral oil. I'll look in on 

him for the next few days. Believe me, he's going to be fine." 

Before the doctor left, Jennifer had him attend to Mrs. Mackey. 

Joshua had been put to bed and Jennifer stayed at his side, waiting to 

reassure him when he awakened. He stirred now and his eyes opened. 

When he saw his mother, he said tiredly, "I knew you'd come, Mom. 

Did you give the man the ransom money?" 

Jennifer nodded, not trusting her voice. 

Joshua smiled. "I hope he buys too much candy with the money and 

gets a stomachache. Wouldn't that be funny?" 

She whispered, "Very funny, darling. Do you know what you and I are 

going to do next week? I'm going to take you to –" 

Joshua was asleep again. 

It was hours later when Jennifer walked back into the living room. She 

was surprised to see that Michael Moretti was still there. Somehow it re-

minded her of the first time she had met Adam Warner, when he had wait-

ed for her in her little apartment. 

"Michael – " It was impossible to find the words. "I – I can't tell you 

how – how grateful I am." 

He looked at her and nodded. 

She forced herself to ask the question. "And – and Frank Jackson?" 

"He won't bother anyone again." 

So it was over. Joshua was safe. Nothing else mattered. 

Jennifer looked at Michael Moretti and thought, I owe him so much. 

How can I ever repay him? 

Michael was watching her, wrapped in silence. 
 

Comprehension 

 

  2.   Give detailed answers to the following questions 
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1. What did Clark Holman, an attorney with the Legal Aid Society, ask 

Jennifer to do? 

2. Who was the defendant? How was he identified? What crime did he 

commit? 

3. How did Jack Scanlon look like? 

4. Why did Jennifer decide to help Jack Scanlon out? 

5. Why did Jennifer change her mind later to represent Frank Jackson in 

the court? 

6. Where was Jennifer invited that evening? Why did she leave the 

place? 

7. How did Frank Jackson know the police were coming for him? 

8. Did Frank Jackson carry out a threat to punish Jennifer? What did he 

do? 

9. Whom did Jennifer ask to save her son? Why? 
 

  3.   Find evidence in the text to support the following state-

ments 
 

1. Being a con artist Jack Scanlon was very convincing while making up 

his life story.  

2. Believing Scanlon’s every word Jennifer did her best to help him. 

3. The scene Jennifer witnessed in her house was horrific. 

4. Frank Jackson was a dangerous criminal. 
 

  4.   Consider the following topics. Make use of the words and 

word combinations given in brackets 
 

1. Jack Scanlon’s explanation for having kidnapped (to die in 

childbirth, to be a saint on earth, to have a baby, to have another part of sb, 

to go on living without smb, to keep doing smth, to turn to the Bible, to 

save one’s sanity, to be reincarnated, to be out of one’s head, to harm sb, to 

send a ransom note, to care about) 
 

2. Jack Scanlon’s life story (to be born on a farm, North Dakota, to 

leave home, to hate smb, to speak evil of smb, to whip smb with smth, to 

get down on one’s knees, to pray to God for forgiveness, to run away from 

smth, to hitchhike to somewhere, to have much schooling, to cut smth, to 

take sb to the dispensary, to be a practical nurse, to heal, to go to sb for a 

treatment, to loose a big order, to lay off, to get married, to take care of sb, 
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to argue about, to get a job, to be separated, to get pregnant, to have a rea-

son) 
 

3. Frank Jackson’s dossier (Nob Hill, San Francisco, to be a prom-

inent socialite, to get into drugs, to run away from, to pick up, to return to 

sb, to break into smth, to get on one’s hands, to send to a reformatory, to 

pick up on a charge of armed robbery, to arrest on charges, to range from 

pimping to arson to armed robbery, to do a stretch, to hold a steady job, to 

pick up on a kidnapping charge, to sent a ransom note, according to coro-

ner’s report, to be decomposed, visible signs of knife cuts, to rape, to sod-

omize, to be acquitted on a technicality, a hotshot lawyer) 
 

4. The choice Jennifer had to make to save her son (the first im-

pulse, to telephone smb, to be kidnapped, to be many miles away, to have 

two choices, to call smb, to throw out a dragnet, to catch smb, the FBI, to 

handle kidnapping, a ransom note for smb to trace, to trap smb, to save 

smb’s life, to move according one’s own strict ritual, to be of any help, to 

join forces to do smth, to have little chance of doing smth, a finality, to 

give smb a chance to trace smb, to decide quickly, to take a deep breath, to 

make one’s decision, to look up a telephone number, to dial a number, to 

be a wild, insane thing, to be at stake, to sent deliberately a killer, to catch 

a killer) 
 

5. Joshua’s release (to summon smb, to give instructions to smb, to 

use one’s connections, to get on smb, to check out smth, to find out, to hang 

around any of the bars, to get over to somewhere, to spread, in flophouses, 

all-night newsstands, to be like a pebble, to widen and spread, to want 

some information, to do a favour for smb, to be a golden opportunity for 

smb, to show one’s appreciation, to look for smb, to search one’s memo-

ries, to come in, to get hold of smb, to check out, to carry smth, a police 

property clerk, to get record of a pawn ticket, Gus Stavros, Mickey Nicola, 

to nail smb on a jewelry heist, a large diamond ring, to remember the cus-

tomer walking in, Blanche Jackson, Clara, a lead pipe, the Brookside Hotel 

on Prospect Avenue, to sit in one’s car, to hear a thump from inside, to skid 

to a stop, to jump out of a car, a bullet, to kneel beside smb, to feel one’s 

pulse, to be thin and thready, to be still alive, to bring one’s son home) 
 



 350 

Activator 

 

  5.   Read the sentences and give the English equivalents to the 

highlighted Russian words and word combinations 
 

1. Frank Jackson, вымышленное имя Jack Scanlon, had somehow 

escaped and he was blaming Jennifer for what had happened. 

2. In Chicago, I got a job working in a factory. That's where I met Eve-

lyn. I cut my hand on a milling machine and they took me to бесплат-

ная амбулатория, and there she was. She was a practical nurse. 

3. I got the number of the ticket and the name of ломбард.  

4. I’m going to try to get the government to agree to сделка о призна-

нии вины (в наименее тяжком из вменяемых обвинением 

преступлений) and plead you guilty to a lesser charge. 

5. He wondered how they перехитрить, обойти the elaborate new 

alarms on the doors and windows, but he decided not to ask. 

6. Jennifer picked up the receiver and a man's voice whispered, "You 

обмануть me." 

7. They арестовать him on a jewelry heist. 

8. She had been beautiful, with long blond curls, but she had had to рас-

плачиваться за свои грехи своей матери. 

9. "I'd like заключить сделку," Jennifer said. 

10. I’d like his bail быть отозванным immediately, Your Honor. I think 

he's too dangerous to be walking the streets." 

11. She had only two choices: One was to call Robert Di Silva, tell him 

what had happened and ask him расставить сети to try to catch 

Frank Jackson. 

12.  Picked up in Seattle for possession and selling, sent to a reformatory, 

released when he was eighteen, picked up one month later on a charge 

of armed robbery с намерением to kill. 

13. We talked about getting married, but the company lost a big order and 

I быть уволенным with the rest of the people in my department. 

14. Jennifer was trying to control the trembling of her body, trying to 

think, разгадать what had happened. 
 

  6.   Translate into English using the words and word combina-

tions from the text 
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1. Джека Сканлона арестовали за похищение четырехлетней девоч-

ки с целью выкупа.  

2. Его опознали по фотороботу, составленному полицией со слов 

свидетеля похищения. 

3. Он выследил, где она живет в тот же день, когда она освободила 

его из тюрьмы под залог. 

4. Дженнифер расценивала похищение как самое омерзительное 

преступление, особенно похищение беспомощного ребенка. 

5. Каждый обвиняемый имеет право на защиту, независимо от тя-

жести совершенного преступления. 

6. Дженнифер хотела признать своего клиента виновным в совер-

шении менее серьезного преступления. 

7. Джексон был арестован в Сиэтле за хранение и продажу нарко-

тиков и заключен в тюрьму.  

8. В течение последних десяти лет он привлекался к суду за самые 

разные преступления, начиная от сводничества, поджога и до 

вооруженного ограбления. 

9. Похищение людей ради выкупа – преступление, караемое 

смертной казнью. 

10. Источник неприятностей для каждого заключался в том, что все 

они всегда недооценивали его.  
 

  7.   Match the words on the left with their definitions on the 

right. Then choose the best word from those given to com-
plete each of the sentences which follow. 

 

1. abduct a) smth that you must do as a formal or official 

part of an activity or process in court 

2. acquit b) a meeting of a court or special committee to find 

out the facts about a case  

3. arson  c) the crime of taking sb away by force and de-

manding money from their family, employers, or 

government  

4. bail d) the crime of stealing very valuable goods  
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5. coroner e) a lawyer that gives sb advice on a legal case and 

fights the case in court 

6. a counsel f) an official who is responsible for investigating 

the deaths of people who have died in a sudden, 

violent, or unusual way 

7. to counsel g) to cancel an agreement, law, or title so that it is 

no longer legal or official 

8. court for-

malities 

h) to take sb away by force 

9. grand lar-

ceny 

i) an amount of money that a judge decides must 

be given to a law court before an arrested person 

can be released, as a way of making sure that 

they will return to court when it is time for their 

trial 

10. hearing  j) an official charge made to a person 

11. indictment k) formally declare that sb did not commit a crime  

12. kidnap l) the crime of deliberately setting fire to smth 

13. revoke m) to give sb advice especially about a problem, as 

part of your job 

 

1. Jackson … on a technicality that some hotshot lawyer cooked up. 

2. The afternoon newspapers reported the story of a fire in a Queens mo-

tel. The remains of an unidentified man were found in the ruins. … was 

suspected. 

3. … had been set at two hundred thousand dollars. 

4. Jack Scanlon … the girl because it reminded him of the kid he would 

have had. 

5. Judge Barnard said, "I’ll order his bail … ." 

6. According to the … report, the body was partially decomposed, but 
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there were visible signs of small knife cuts all over her body. 

7. I'll set a date for the trial after I've heard what … has to say. 

8. Part of her work is to … families when problems arise. 

9. The preliminary … was before Judge Fred Stevens, a strict disciplinar-

ian. 

10. They went through the … . District Attorney Di Silva was present. 

11. He is accused of … . 

12. Police suspect she … late last night. 
 

  8.   Put a tick to show the most typical collocations 
 

 blame execute harm heal shatter shriek sob stutter trim 

abruptly          

almost          

aloud          

brutally          

carefully          

completely          

deliberately          

hard          

hysterically          

illegally          

loudly          

physically          

properly          

publicly          

quietly          

rudely          

seriously          

uncontrollably          

unfairly          

unjustly          

  9.   Restore word combinations using Russian equivalents giv-

en in the box and English words as a hint  
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предъявить обвинение, привлечь к уголовной ответственности; 

щелкать кнутом/хлыстом; умереть от потери крови; разбить на ку-

сочки; приносить больше вреда, чем пользы; в безопасности, от греха 

подальше; время лечит; жадно ловить каждое слово; опечатка, опис-

ка; раскачиваться; лишать сертификата 
 

to nail; to crack; to bleed; to shatter; to do; to be, to rock , time , to 

hung, slip, to revoke 
 

1. <…> of harm’s way 7. <… > on charge 

2. < …> on every word 8. <…> to death 

3. <…> more harm than good 9. <…> certificate 

4. <… >heals 10. <…> into pieces 

5. <… > of the pen 11. <…> a whip 

6. <…> back and forth  

 

  10.   Replace the highlighted words with a suitable idiomatic 

expression given in the box, using the correct tense/form 
 

 have nothing to do with, come in handy, slip one’s memory, come to a 

standstill, get out of one’s mind, pick a quarrel with smb, be in charge, 

pick smb’s brains, get hold of oneself, get one’s hand on, set smth on fire 
 

1. Go up and tell whoever controls that I want to talk to him. 

2. He had watched Jennifer and her son together and sensed even then 

that the kid might be useful. 

3. Traffic had stopped. 

4. "I'm here." His voice was calm. "Gain control of yourself and tell me 

what's wrong." 

5. Three months later Jackson broke into his father's dispensary, stole all 

the drugs he could obtain and ran away. 

6. When Jennifer had seen Joshua's unconscious body, his wrists and 

ankles heavily bandaged, his body swathed in gauze, she had nearly 

stopped herself thinking about someone or something. 

7. "Don't believe everything you read in the newspapers, Earl. Jack 

Scanlon had not arranged that ransom note."  
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8. He was going to nail the boy's hands and feet to the floor before he 

made the room start burning. 

9. He got drunk one night and deliberately started a quarrel with his 

girlfriend. 

10. Have you got a minute? I need to ask you to help me with a problem. 

11. I’m sorry I missed your birthday; I completely forgot it. 
 

  11.   Study the table, then fill in each gap with a suitable ex-

pression, using the correct tense/form. Make up your own 

sentences 
 

to help down помочь сойти 

to help in помочь войти 

to help off а) помочь снять ч.-т. б) помочь отделаться 

to help on продвигать дело 

to help out выручить 

to help up помочь встать 
 

1. “But we have a case downtown that no one wants to touch, and I’d 

really appreciate it if you could help us ……. .”  

2. It is still polite to hold a car door open and help a lady ……. . 

3. Your support helped the team …… to victory. 
 

to lock away спрятать под замок 

to lock together сцепить, сжать ч.-л. 

to lock in запереть и не выпускать 

to lock out запереть дверь и не разрешать войти 

to lock up сажать в тюрьму 
 

4. She had double-crossed him, had told the police to lock him … . 

5. Although the jewels were locked … in a strongbox, the thieves stole 

them without any difficulty. 

6. Several cars were locked … in the crash. 

7. Although the workers agreed to go on working while their pay claim 

was being considered, the employers locked them … in an attempt to 

force them to reduce their demands. 
 

to check in регистрироваться 

to check out освободить номер в гостинице 
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to check up проверять 

to check with совпадать, соответствовать 
 

8. “I went over to Jackson’s motel room. He checked … . 

9. You need to check … one hour before the flight. 

10. I asked the doctor to check me … . 
 

to pick up   арестовать 

to pick over отбирать (лучшие экземпляры); выбирать 

to pick off а) отрывать; б) стрелять; в) перестрелять 
 

11. “Did the story of the kidnapping appear in the newspapers before or 

after you were picked … by the police.” 

12. It is a common trick for an army which has just lost possession of a 

place to leave behind a few men with special skill in shooting, hidden 

on roofs or up trees, to pick … the leaders of the victorious army as 

they enter the town. 
 

  12.   Fill in each gap with a suitable preposition from the list  
 

about at by for from in of to with 
 

1. Frank Jackson, alias Jack Scanlon, had somehow escaped and he was 

blaming Jennifer … what had happened. 

2. He had been identified …  a composite drawing the police had ob-

tained … witness … the abduction. 

3. He looked down … the floor … embarrassment. 

4. Did the story … the kidnapping appear … the newspapers before or 

after you were picked up … the police. 

5. “ I was brought up to believe that a man should take care … a wom-

an.”  

6. You can tell us all about …  the preliminary." 

7. "I'm going to try to get the government to agree … a plea bargain and 

plead you guilty … a lesser charge. 

8. … Jennifer's suggestion, Jack Scanlon had bought a respectable suit to 

wear … the preliminary hearing. 

9. Jennifer was pleased … his appearance.  

10. Di Silva raised his eyebrows … mock surprise. 
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11. When she had regained control … herself, she returned to the ta-

ble. 

12. … a logical point of view, it was a wild, insane thing to have done; but 

logic had nothing to do … this. 

13. Her son’s life was … stake. 

14. Jennifer stared … her … horror. 

15. “I don’t want anything to happen … the kid.” 

16. It was important to be meticulous … these things. 
 

Discussion 

 

  13.   Agree or disagree to the statements. Give your arguments 

for or against them 
 

1. Every accused person is entitled to a hearing no matter how terrible 

the crime. That is the foundation of the law: justice for the lowliest as 

well as the highest. 
 

2. From a logical point of view, it is a wild, insane thing to deliberately 

sent a killer to catch a killer; but logic has nothing to do with in case 

somebody’s relative's life is at stake. 

 

  13.   Comment on the following ideas 
 

1. I loved my mother, but I hated my father. I know the Bible says it’s 

wrong to speak evil of your parents, but he was a wicked man. He en-

joyed whipping me. (Jack Scalon) 
 

2. "Is anything wrong, Jennie?" She managed a smile. "No, just a business 

problem, Lawrence." And what kind of business am I really in, Jennifer 

wondered, dealing with the dregs of humanity, the rapists and killers 

and kidnappers? (Jennifer Parker) 
 

3. I heard you were taking on Jack Scalon’s case. Nothing’s too dirty for 

you to handle, is it? (Robert Di Silva) 
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(Chapters 37-41) 
 

Vocabulary preview 

  1.   Read the text carefully. The following words and word 

combinations will help you to avoid difficulties in under-
standing 

— 37 — 
crisp свежий, бодрящий 

(о погоде, воздухе) 

fearful опасающийся, 

напуганный 

bay (gulf, 

creek) 

бухта, залив trauma травма 

skim едва касаться, 

нестись, скользить 

(along, over - по ч.-

л.) 

inflict upon sb наносить, причинять 

к.-л. (боль) 

sail парусное судно ridiculous смехотворный, 

нелепый 

power boat  моторная лодка junk-food поп-еда, поп-кухня 

bob качаться peanut арахис 

at anchor  на якоре bandage бинтовать, 

перевязывать 

harbour гавань; порт repress a shud-

der  

подавить дрожь 

caress, (cud-

dle, dandle, 

fondle, hug, 

neck, pet) 

гладить, ласкать play hooky прогуливать уроки 

shiver (tremble, 

shake, quiver) 

трепетать; дро-

жать, трястись 

(особ от холода 

или страха) 

embarrassment смущение, 

замешательство 

fleet (quick, 

fast, swift) 

быстрый; 

быстроходный, 

скорый; 

стремительный 

chuckle посмеиваться 

insatiable ненасытный; 

жадный, алчный 

(of) 

kowtow раболепствовать, пре-

смыкаться перед к.-л. 

PART 10 
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lean (thin)  тощий, худощавый trap ловить, поймать в 

ловушку 

hard крепкий, 

выносливый 

put pressure on 

sb  

оказать давление на 

к.-л. 

frenzy безумие, 

бешенство; 

неистовство 

work one’s butt 

off  

очень тяжело и много 

работать 

pound бить, колотить work one’s fin-

gers to the bone 

работать не покладая 

рук, не разгибая спи-

ны, работать до изне-

можения 

scream (cry) вопль, пронзитель-

ный крик; визг (о 

людях, животных) 

run (on) errands  быть на посылках 

loyalty верность, 

преданность, 

лояльность 

clay глина 

exquisite утонченный, 

тонкий 

bullshit ложь 

sensation ощущение deliberately умышленно, нарочно, 

обдуманно 

pounding безжалостный palm up взять ч.-л. в ч.-л.руку 

frantic неистовый, 

безумный 

transcend переступать пределы, 

превосходить, 

превышать 

tease дразнить slap sb in the 

face 

дать к.-л.пощечину 

on the verge  на грани be filled with 

hurt and anger  

ощущать боль и гнев 

overwhelm ошеломлять, 

подавлять, 

переполнять 

cub детеныш 

phantom 

(ghost) 

признак, фантом shove толкать 

gratitude, благодарность herd стадо 

remains останки trample топтать, растаптывать 

unidentified 

man 

неопознанный 

мужчина 

  

 

Jennifer Parker stood naked, staring out of the large picture window 

that overlooked the Bay of Tangier. It was a beautiful, crisp autumn day 

and the bay was filled with skimming white sails and deep-throated power 
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boats. Half a dozen large yachts bobbed at anchor in the harbor. Jennifer 

felt his presence and turned. 

"Like the view?" 

"Love it." 

He looked at her naked body. "So do I." His hands were on her 

breasts, caressing them. "Let's go back to bed." 

His touch made Jennifer shiver. He demanded things that no man had 

ever dared ask of her, and he did things to her that had never been done to 

her before. 

"Yes, Michael." 

They walked back into the bedroom and there, for one fleeting mo-

ment, Jennifer thought of Adam Warner, and then she forgot everything 

except what was happening to her. 

Jennifer had never known anyone like Michael Moretti. He was insa-

tiable. His body was athletic, lean and hard, and it became a part of Jen-

nifer's body, catching her up in its own frenzy, carrying her along on a ris-

ing wave of pounding excitement that went on and on until she wanted to 

scream with a wild joy. When they had finished making love and Jennifer 

lay there, spent, Michael began once more, and Jennifer was caught up 

with him again and again in an ecstasy that became almost too much to 

bear. 

Now he lay on top of her, staring into her flushed, happy face. "You 

love it, don't you, baby?" 

"Yes." 

There was a shame in it, a shame at how much she needed him, needed 

his lovemaking. 

Jennifer remembered the first time. 

It was the morning Michael Moretti had brought Joshua safely back 

home. Jennifer had known that Frank Jackson was dead and that Michael 

Moretti had killed him. The man standing in front of her had saved her son 

for her, had killed for her. It filled Jennifer with some deep, primordial 

feeling. 

"How can I thank you?" Jennifer had asked. 

And Michael Moretti had walked over to her, taken her in his arms and 

kissed her. Out of some old loyalty to Adam, Jennifer had pretended to 

herself that it would end with that kiss; but instead, it became a beginning. 

She knew what Michael Moretti was, and yet all that counted as nothing 
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against what he had done. She stopped thinking and let her emotions take 

over. 

They went upstairs to her bedroom, and Jennifer told herself that she 

was repaying Michael for what he had done for her, and then they were in 

bed and it was an experience beyond anything that Jennifer had ever 

dreamed. 

She lay in her bed thinking about what had happened, trying to under-

stand it. How could she be so much in love with Adam and still have been 

so overwhelmed by Michael Moretti? Thomas Aquinas had said that when 

you got to the heart of evil, there was nothing there. Jennifer wondered if it 

was also true of love. She was aware that part of what she had done was 

out of a deep loneliness. She had lived too long with a phantom, a man she 

could neither see nor have, yet she knew she would always love Adam. Or 

was it just a memory of that love? Jennifer was not sure what she felt about 

Michael. Gratitude, yes. But that was a small part of it. It was more. Much 

more. She knew who and what Michael Moretti was. He had killed for her, 

but he had killed for others, too. He had murdered men for money, for 

power, for vengeance. How could she feel as she did about a man like that? 

How could she have let him make love to her and have been so excited by 

him? She was filled with a sense of shame and she thought, What kind of 

person am I? 

She had no answer. 

The afternoon newspapers reported the story of a fire in a Queens mo-

tel. The remains of an unidentified man were found in the ruins. Arson was 

suspected. 
 

* * * 

After Joshua's return, Jennifer had tried to make everything as normal 

for him as possible, fearful of the trauma the preceding night might have 

inflicted upon him. When Joshua woke up, Jennifer prepared a meal and 

brought it to him in bed. It was a ridiculous meal, consisting of all the junk 

foods he loved: a hot dog and a peanut butter sandwich and Fritos and 

Hostess Twinkies and root beer. 

"You should have seen him, Mom, " Joshua said between bites. "He 

was crazy!" He held up his bandaged hand. "Do you think he really 

thought I was Jesus Christ?" 

Jennifer repressed a shudder. "I – I don't know, darling." 
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"Why do people want to kill other people?" 

"Well – " and Jennifer's thoughts suddenly went back to Michael 

Moretti. Did she have the right to judge him? She did not know the terrible 

forces that had shaped his life, that had turned him into what he had be-

come. She had to learn more about him, to get to know and understand him. 

Joshua was saying, "Do I have to go to school tomorrow?" 

Jennifer put her arms around him. "No, darling. We're both going to 

stay home and play hooky all week. We – " 

The telephone rang. 

It was Michael. "How's Joshua?" 

"He's wonderful – thank you." 

"And how are you feeling?" 

Jennifer felt her throat thickening with embarrassment. "I'm – I – I feel 

fine." 

He chuckled. "Good. I'll see you for lunch tomorrow. Donato's on 

Mulberry Street. Twelve-thirty." 

"All right, Michael. Twelve-thirty." 

Jennifer spoke those words and there was no turning back. 

The captain at Donato's knew Michael, and the best table in the restau-

rant had been reserved for him. People kept stopping by to say hello, and 

Jennifer was again amazed at the way everyone kowtowed to him. It was 

strange how much Michael Moretti reminded her of Adam Warner, for 

each, in his own way, was a man of power. 

Jennifer started to question Michael about his background, wanting to 

learn how and why he had gotten trapped into the life he led. 

He interrupted her. "You think I'm in this because of my family or be-

cause someone put pressure on me?" 

"Well – yes, Michael. Of course." 

He laughed. "I worked my butt off to get where I am. I love it. I love 

the money. I love the power. I'm a king, baby, and I love being king." 

Jennifer looked at him, trying to understand. "But you can’t enjoy – " 

"Listen!" His silence had suddenly turned into words and sentences 

and confidences, pouring out as though they had been stored inside him for 

years, waiting for someone to come along to share them with. "My old man 

was a Coca-Cola bottle." 

"A Coca-Cola bottle?" 

"Right. There are billions of them in the world and you can't tell one 

from another. He was a shoemaker. He worked his fingers to the bone, 
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trying to put food on the table. We had nothing. Being poor is only roman-

tic in books. In real life, it’s smelly rooms with rats and cockroaches and 

bad food that you can never get enough of. When I was a young punk, I did 

anything I could to make a buck. I ran errands for the big shots, I brought 

them coffee and cigars, I found them girls -- anything to stay alive. Well, 

one summer I went down to Mexico City. I had no money, nothing. One 

night a girl I met invited me to a large dinner party at a fancy restaurant. 

For dessert they served a special Mexican cake with a little clay doll baked 

inside it. Someone at the table explained that the custom was that whoever 

got the clay doll had to pay for the dinner. I got the clay doll." He paused. 

"I swallowed it." 

Jennifer put her hand over his. "Michael, other people have grown up 

poor and – " 

"Don't confuse me with other people." His tone was hard and uncom-

promising. "I'm me. I know who I am, baby. I wonder if you know who you 

are." 

"I think I do." 

"Why did you go to bed with me?" 

Jennifer hesitated. "Well, I – I was grateful and – " 

"Bullshit! You wanted me." 

"Michael, I – " 

"I don't have to buy my women. Not with money and not with gratitude." 

Jennifer admitted to herself that he was right. She had wanted him, just 

as he had wanted her. And yet, Jennifer thought, this man deliberately 

tried to destroy me once. How can I forget that? 

Michael leaned forward and took Jennifer's hand, palm up. Slowly, he 

caressed each finger, each mound, never taking his eyes from her. 

"Don't play games with me. Not ever, Jennifer." 

She felt powerless. Whatever there was between them transcended the 

past. 

It was when they were having dessert that Michael said,  

"By the way, I have a case for you." 

It was as though he had slapped her in the face. 

Jennifer stared at him. "What kind of case?" 

"One of my boys, Vasco Gambutti, has been arrested for killing a cop. 

I want you to defend him." 
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Jennifer sat there filled with hurt and anger that he was still trying to 

use her. 

She said evenly, "I'm sorry, Michael. I told you before. I can't get in-

volved with – with your . . . friends." 

He gave her a lazy grin. "Did you ever hear the story about the little 

lion cub in Africa? He leaves his mother for the first time to go down to the 

river to get a drink, and a gorilla knocks him down. While he's picking 

himself up, a big leopard shoves him out of the way. A herd of elephants 

comes along and almost tramples him to death. The little cub returns home 

all shaken up and he says, 'You know something, Ma – it's a jungle out 

there!' " 

There was a long silence between them. It was a jungle out there, Jen-

nifer thought, but she had always stood at the edge of it, outside it, free to 

flee whenever she wanted to. She had made the rules and her clients had 

had to live by them. But now, Michael Moretti had changed all that. This 

was his jungle. Jennifer was afraid of it, afraid to get caught up in it. Yet, 

when she thought about what Michael had done for her, she decided it was 

a small thing he was asking. 

She would do Michael this one favor. 

— 38 — 
hit man  профессиональный 

наемный убийца 

slain убитый; 

умерщвленный 

mob банда, воровская 

шайка 

suspend отстранять 

get mixed up впутываться on a charge of по обвинению (в 

преступлении) 

hollow неискренний, 

лживый; ложный 

unnecessary 

violence 

насилие, не вызванное 

необходимостью 

tempt искушать shoot (shot, 

shot) 

стрелять 

bleed (bled, 

bled) 

вымогать деньги despicable презренный 

arcane тайный, скрытый; 

секретный 

stand место для дачи 

показаний 

cabal политическая клика; 

группа заговорщиков 

give testimony давать свидетельские 

показания 

hold-up налет, вооруженный 

разбой 

summation заключительная речь  

be caught 

red-handed  

быть пойманным на 

месте преступления 

victim жертва 
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robbery-

murder 

убийство в грабеже с 

насилием или разбо-

ем 

apprehend a 

criminal  

задерживать 

преступника 

pull напряжение, усилие distort искажать, извращать 

(факт) 

sadden печалиться slayer киллер, убийца 

be in full 

force 

быть в полном раз-

гаре (в ударе) 

return a verdict вынести вердикт 

combat судебный поединок murder in the 

first degree 

тяжкое убийство 

первой степени 

understate преуменьшать; до 

конца, 

недоговаривать 

stunning ошеломляющий, 

оглушающий 

depict описывать, 

изображать 

accolade похвала, хороший 

отзыв, одобрение; 

акколада (ист. обряд 

посвящения в рыцари 

зд.в члены клана) 

bother беспокоить, 

донимать 

emerald изумруд (драгоценный 

камень) 

raise an ob-

jection 

заявить возражение foreplay прелюдия 

make one’s 

move 

сделать ч.-л. ход uptown верхняя часть города 

adage максима, пословица, 

изречение  

glisten искриться; сиять; 

блестеть, сверкать 

put sb on 

trial 

предать к.-л. суду dampness влажность 

 

"We're going to handle the Vasco Gambutti case, " Jennifer informed 

Ken Bailey. 

Ken looked at Jennifer in disbelief. "He's Mafia! One of Michael 

Moretti's hit men. That's not the kind of client we take." 

"We're taking this one." 

"Jennifer, we can't afford to get mixed up with the mob." 

"Gambutti's entitled to a fair trial, just like anyone else." The words 

sounded hollow, even to her. 

"I can't let you – " 

"As long as this is my office, I’ll make the decisions." She could see 

the surprise and hurt that came into his eyes. 



 366 

Ken nodded, turned and walked out of the office. Jennifer was tempted 

to call him back and try to explain. But how could she? She was not sure 

she could even explain it to herself. 

When Jennifer had her first meeting with Vasco Gambutti, she tried to 

regard him as just another client. She had handled clients before who were 

accused of murder, but somehow, this was different. This man was a mem-

ber of a vast network of organized crime, a group that bled the country of 

untold billions of dollars, an arcane cabal that would kill when necessary 

to protect itself. 

The evidence against Gambutti was overwhelming. He had been 

caught during the holdup of a fur shop and had killed an off-duty policeman 

who had tried to stop him. The morning newspapers announced that Jen-

nifer Parker was going to be the defense attorney. 

Judge Lawrence Waldman telephoned. "Is it true, Jennie?" 

Jennifer knew instantly what he meant. "Yes, Lawrence." 

A pause. "I'm surprised. You know who he is, of course." 

"Yes, I know." 

"You're getting into dangerous territory." 

"Not really. I'm just doing a friend a favor." 

"I see. Be careful." 

"I will, " Jennifer promised. 

It was only afterward that Jennifer realized he had said nothing about 

their having dinner together. 

After looking over the material her staff had assembled, Jennifer de-

cided that she had no case at all. 

Vasco Gambutti had been caught red-handed in a robbery- murder, 

and there were no extenuating circumstances. Furthermore, there was al-

ways a strong emotional pull in the minds of the jurors when the victim 

was a policeman. 

She called Ken Bailey in and gave him his instructions. 

He said nothing, but Jennifer could feel his disapproval and was sad-

dened. She promised herself that this was the last time she would work for 

Michael. 

Her private phone rang and she picked it up. Michael said, "Hello, ba-

by. I'm hungry for you. Meet me in half an hour." 

She sat there, listening, already feeling his arms around her, his body 

pressing against hers. 
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"I'll be there, " Jennifer said. 

The promise to herself was forgotten. 

The Gambutti trial lasted ten days. The press was there in full force, 

eager to watch District Attorney Di Silva and Jennifer Parker in open 

combat again. Di Silva had done his homework thoroughly, and he deliber-

ately understated his case, letting the jurors take the suggestions he 

dropped and build on them, creating horrors in their minds even greater 

than the ones he depicted. 

Jennifer sat quietly through the testimony, seldom bothering to raise 

objections. 

On the last day of the trial, she made her move. 

There is an adage in law that when you have a weak defense, you put 

your opponent on trial. Because Jennifer had no defense for Vasco Gam-

butti, she had made a decision to put Scott Norman, the slain policeman, on 

trial. Ken Bailey had dug up everything there was to know about Scott 

Norman. His record was not good, but before Jennifer was through she 

made it seem ten times worse than it was. Norman had been on the police 

force for twenty years, and in that period had been suspended three times 

on charges of unnecessary violence. He had shot and almost killed an un-

armed suspect, he had beaten up a drunk in a bar and he had sent to the 

hospital a man involved in a domestic quarrel. Although these incidents 

had taken place over a period of twenty years, Jennifer made it seem as 

though the deceased had committed an unbroken series of despicable acts. 

Jennifer had a parade of witnesses on the stand giving testimony against 

the dead police officer, and there was not one thing Robert Di Silva could 

do about it. 

In his summation, Di Silva said, "Remember, ladies and gentlemen of 

the jury, that Officer Scott Norman is not the one on trial here. Officer 

Scott Norman was the victim. He was killed by" – pointing – "the defend-

ant, Vasco Gambutti." 

But even as the District Attorney spoke, he knew it was no use. Jen-

nifer had made Officer Scott Norman appear to be as worthless a human 

being as Vasco Gambutti. He was no longer the noble policeman who had 

given his life to apprehend a criminal. Jennifer Parker had distorted the 

picture so that the victim was no better than the accused slayer. 

The jury returned a verdict of not guilty on the charge of murder in the 

first degree and convicted Vasco Gambutti of manslaughter. It was a stun-
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ning defeat for District Attorney Di Silva, and the media were quick to 

announce another victory for Jennifer Parker. 

"Wear your chiffon. It's a celebration, " Michael told her. 

They had dinner at a seafood restaurant in the Village. The restaurant 

owner sent over a bottle of rare champagne and Michael and Jennifer 

drank a toast. 

"I'm very pleased." 

Coming from Michael, it was an accolade. 

He placed a small red-and-white-wrapped box in her hands. "Open it." 

He watched as she untied the gold thread and removed the lid. In the 

box lay a large, square-cut emerald, surrounded by diamonds. 

Jennifer stared at it. She started to protest. "Oh, Michael!" And she 

saw the look of pride and pleasure on his face. 

"Michael – what am I going to do with you?" 

And she thought: Oh, Jennifer, what am I going to do with you? 

"You need it for that dress." He placed the ring on the third finger of 

her left hand. 

"I – I don't know what to say. I – thank you. It's really a celebration, 

isn't it!" 

Michael grinned. "The celebration hasn't started yet. This is only the 

foreplay." 
 

* * * 

They were riding in the limousine on their way to an apartment that 

Michael kept uptown. Michael pressed a button and raised the glass that 

separated the rear of the car from the driver. We're locked away in our 

own little world, Jennifer thought. Michael's nearness excited her. 

She turned to look into his black eyes and he moved toward her. 

Michael's lips found hers and their bodies were pressed together.  

The celebration had begun. 

Jennifer was thinking of the past now as she lay in bed in the hotel 

room in Tangier, listening to the sounds of Michael in the shower. She felt 

satisfied and happy. The only thing missing was her young son. She had 

thought of taking Joshua with her on some of her trips, but instinctively she 

wanted to keep him and Michael Moretti far away from each other. Joshua 

must never be touched by that part of her life. It seemed to Jennifer that her 

life was a series of compartments: 
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There was Adam, there was her son and there was Michael Moretti. 

And each had to be kept separate from the others. 

Michael walked out of the bathroom wearing only a towel. The hair on 

his body glistened from the dampness of the shower. He was a beautiful, 

exciting animal. 

"Get dressed. We have work to do." 

— 39 — 
farmhouse  жилой дом на 

ферме 

scale масштаб, размер 

feeble слабый, немощный, 

хилый 

stagger поражать, потрясать 

dread страшиться, 

бояться; опасаться 

shipping перевозка 

overpower подавлять record busi-

ness 

студия грамзаписи 

animosity враждебность, 

злоба 

vending ma-

chines 

торговый автомат 

platter амер. большое 

плоское блюдо 

funeral parlor похоронное бюро 

marvel удивляться shake down разрушать 

injustice несправедливость lunch wagon закусочная 

brotherhood содружество, 

братство 

extortion вымогательство 

vengeance месть count пункт 

обвинительного 

заключения 

betray предавать stand ларек, закусочная 

giant гигантский blow away, навредить 

outsider аутсайдер, 

посторонний, 

дилетант 

discredit one’s 

motives 

дискредитировать 

ч.-л. мотивы 

misconception неправильное 

представление, 

недоразумение 

dismiss a 

charge 

отказаться от 

обвинения 

bunch группа succession ряд, цепь 

mobster бандит hoodlum хулиган 

whore-house публичный дом hook поймать на удочку 

(крючок) 
 

It happened so gradually that it did not seem to be happening at all. It 

had begun with Vasco Gambutti, and shortly afterward Michael asked 

Jennifer to handle another case, then another, until soon it became a steady 

flow of cases. 
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Michael would call Jennifer and say, "I need your help, baby. One of 

my boys is having a problem." 

And Jennifer was reminded of Father Ryan's words, A friend of mine 

has a bit of a problem. Was there really any difference? America had 

come to accept the Godfather syndrome. Jennifer told herself that what she 

was doing now was the same as what she had been doing all along. The 

truth was that there was a difference – a big difference. 

She was at the center of one of the most powerful organizations in the 

world.  

 

Michael invited Jennifer to the farmhouse in New Jersey, where she 

met Antonio Granelli for the first time, and some of the other men in the 

Organization.  

At a large table in the old-fashioned kitchen were Nick Vito, Arthur 

"Fat Artie" Scotto, Salvatore Fiore and Joseph Colella. As Jennifer and 

Michael came in, they were speaking. Michael grinned at Jennifer and 

said, "Come on – I'll introduce you to Papa." 

Antonio Granelli was a shock to Jennifer. He was in a wheelchair, a 

feeble skeleton of a man, and it was hard to imagine him as he once must 

have been. 

An attractive brunette with a full figure walked into the room, and Mi-

chael said to Jennifer, "This is Rosa, my wife." 

Jennifer had dreaded this moment. Some nights after Michael had left 

her – fulfilled in every way a woman could be – she had fought with a guilt 

that almost overpowered her. I don't want to hurt another woman. I'm 

stealing. I've got to stop this! I must! And, always, she lost the battle. 

Rosa looked at Jennifer with eyes that were wise. She knows, Jennifer 

thought. 

There was a small awkwardness, and then Rosa said softly, "I'm 

pleased to meet you, Mrs. Parker. Michael tells me you're very intelligent." 

Antonio Granelli grunted. "It's not good for a woman to be too smart. 

It's better to leave the brains to the men." 

Michael said with a straight face, "I think of Mrs. Parker as a man. 

Papa." 

They had dinner in the large, old-fashioned dining room. 

"You sit next to me, " Antonio Granelli commanded Jennifer. 
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Michael sat next to Rosa. Thomas Colfax, the consigliere, sat opposite 

Jennifer and she could feel his animosity. 

The dinner was superb. An enormous antipasto was served, and then 

pasta fagioli. There was a salad with garbanzo beans, stuffed mushrooms, 

veal piccata, linguini and baked chicken. It seemed that the dishes never 

stopped coming. 

There were no visible servants in the house, and Rosa was constantly 

jumping up and clearing the table to bring in new dishes from the kitchen. 

"My Rosa's a great cook, " Antonio Granelli told Jennifer. "She’s al-

most as good as her mother was. Hey, Mike? " 

"Yes, " Michael said politely. 

"His Rosa's a wonderful wife, " Antonio Granelli went on, and Jen-

nifer wondered whether it was a casual remark or a warning. 

Michael said, "You're not finishing your veal." 

"I've never eaten so much in my life, " Jennifer protested. 

And it was not over yet. 

There was a bowl of fresh fruit and a platter of cheese, and ice cream 

with a hot fudge sauce, and candy and mints. 

Jennifer marveled at how Michael managed to keep his figure. 

The conversation was easy and pleasant and could have been taking 

place in any one of a thousand Italian homes, and it was hard for Jennifer 

to believe that this family was different from any other family. 

Until Antonio Granelli said, "You know anythin' about the Unione Si-

ciliana?" 

"No, " Jennifer said. 

"Let me tell you about it, lady." 

"Pop – her name is Jennifer." 

"That's not no Italian name, Mike. It's too hard for me to remember. 

I’ll call you lady, lady. Okay?" 

"Okay, " Jennifer replied. 

"The Unione Siciliana started in Sicily to protect the poor against in-

justices. See, the people in power, they robbed the poor. The poor had 

nothin' – no money, no jobs, no justice. So the Unione was formed. When 

there was injustice, people came to the members of the secret brotherhood 

and they got vengeance. Pretty soon the Unione became stronger than the 

law, because it was the people's law. We believe in what the Bible says, 

lady." He looked Jennifer in the eye. "If anyone betrays us, we get vengeance." 

The message was unmistakable. 
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Jennifer had always known instinctively that if she ever worked for the 

Organization she would be taking a giant step, but like most outsiders, she 

had a misconception of what the Organization was like. The Mafia was 

generally depicted as a bunch of mobsters sitting around ordering people 

murdered and counting the money from loan-sharking and whore houses. 

That was only a part of the picture. The meetings Jennifer attended taught 

her the rest of it: These were businessmen operating on a scale that was 

staggering. They owned hotels and banks, restaurants and casinos, insur-

ance companies and factories, building companies and chains of hospitals. 

They controlled unions and shipping. They were in the record business and 

sold vending machines. They owned funeral parlors, bakeries and construc-

tion companies. Their yearly income was in the billions. How they had 

acquired those interests was none of Jennifer's concern. It was her job to 

defend those of them who got into trouble with the law. 

Robert Di Silva had three of Michael Moretti's men indicted for shak-

ing down a group of lunch wagons. They were charged with conspiracy to 

interfere with commerce by extortion and seven counts of interference with 

commerce. The only witness willing to testify against the men was a wom-

an who owned one of the stands. 

"She's going to blow us away, " Michael told Jennifer "She's got to be 

handled." 

"You own a piece of a magazine publishing company, don't you?" Jen-

nifer asked. 

"Yes. What does that have to do with lunch wagons?" 

"You'll see." 

Jennifer quietly arranged for the magazine to offer a large sum of 

money for the witness's story. The woman accepted. In court, Jennifer used 

that to discredit the woman's motives, and the charges were dismissed. 

Jennifer's relationship with her associates had changed. When the of-

fice had begun to take a succession of Mafia cases, Ken Bailey had come 

into Jennifer's office and said, "What's going on? You can't keep represent-

ing these hoodlums. They'll ruin us." 

"Don't worry about it, Ken. They'll pay." 

"You can't be that naive, Jennifer. You're the one who's going to pay. 

They'll have you hooked." 

Because she had known he was right, Jennifer said angrily, "Drop it, 

Ken." 
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He had looked at her for a long moment, then said, "Right. You're the 

boss." 
 

swiftly быстро stringent строгий, 

обязательный, 

точный 

well-meaning имеющий хорошие 

намерения, 

благонамеренный 

gross (make a 

profit) 

получать прибыль 

reiterate повторять снова и 

снова 

violate a law нарушать закон 

be tarred with 

the same brush 

одного поля ягоды, 

одним миром маза-

ны 

be dedicated быть преданным делу 

help out помочь в 

затруднении, 

выручать 

empathy эмпатия 

sin грешить, согрешить solely только, 

исключительно 

condone мириться, смотреть 

сквозь пальцы  

expedient целесообразный, 

выгодный 

expose открывать, 

раскрывать 

enroll записать, зачислить 

solitary уединенный, 

одинокий 

fleet парк 

penetrate проникать, 

вторгаться 

binge кутеж 

shell скорлупа, оболочка, 

ракушка 

sacrifice жертва, 

жертвоприношение 

bring out пробудить be at the head 

of smth 

быть во главе ч.-л. 

suppress пресекать, 

сдерживать, 

запрещать 

feel a pang  почувствовать боль 

atavistic атавистический transcript of a 

deposition 

запись письменных 

показаний под прися-

гой 

inhibition сдерживание stop dead остановиться как 

вкопанный 

confide to признаваться, 

сообщать по секрету 

in one’s track на месте, сразу, 

тотчас 

worship боготворить prop up поддерживать, 

подпирать  

pecking order неофициальная 

иерархия 

mesmerize гипнотизировать, 

очаровывать 
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associate сослуживец, 

компаньон 

unfold развернуть 

baptism крещение   
 

The Criminal Courts was a small world, and news traveled swiftly. 

When word got out that Jennifer Parker was defending members of the 

Organization, well-meaning friends went to her and reiterated the same 

things that Judge Lawrence Waldman and Ken Bailey had told her. 

"If you get involved with these hoodlums, you'll be tarred with the 

same brush. "Jennifer told them all: "Everyone is entitled to be defended." 

She appreciated their warnings, but she felt that they did not apply to 

her. She was not a part of the Organization; she merely represented some 

of its members. She was a lawyer, like her father, and she would never do 

anything that would have made him ashamed of her. The jungle was there, 

but she was still outside it. 

Father Ryan had come to see her. This time it was not to ask her to 

help out a friend. 

"I’m concerned about you, Jennifer. I hear reports that you're handling 

– well –  the wrong people." 

"Who are the wrong people? Do you judge the people who come to 

you for help? Do you turn people away from God because they've sinned?" 

Father Ryan shook his head. "Of course not. But it's one thing when an 

individual makes a mistake. It's something else when corruption is orga-

nized. If you help those people, you're condoning what they do. You be-

come a part of it." 

"No. I'm a lawyer, Father. I help people in trouble." 

Jennifer came to know Michael Moretti better than anyone had ever 

known him. He exposed feelings to her that he had never revealed to any-

one else. He was basically a lonely, solitary man, and Jennifer was the first 

person who had ever been able to penetrate his shell. 

Jennifer felt that Michael needed her. She had never felt that with Ad-

am. And Michael had forced her to admit how much she needed him. He 

had brought out feelings in her that she had kept suppressed – wild, atavis-

tic passions that she had been afraid to let loose. There were no inhibitions 

with Michael. When they were in bed together, there were no limits, no 

barriers. Only pleasure, a pleasure Jennifer had never dreamed possible. 
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Michael confided to Jennifer that he did not love Rosa, but it was ob-

vious that Rosa worshiped Michael. She was always at his service, waiting 

to take care of his needs. 

Jennifer met other Mafia wives, and she found their lives fascinating. 

Their husbands went out to restaurants and bars and racetracks with their 

mistresses while their wives stayed home and waited for them. 

A Mafia wife always had a generous allowance, but she had to be 

careful how she spent it, lest she attract the attention of the Internal Reve-

nue Service. 

There was a pecking order ranging from the lowly soldato to the capo 

di tutti capi, and the wife never owned a more expensive coat or car than 

the wife of her husband's immediate superior. 

The wives gave dinner parties for their husbands' associates, but they 

were careful not to be more lavish than their position permitted in relation 

to the others. 

At ceremonies such as weddings or baptisms, where gifts were called 

for, a wife was never allowed to spend more than the wife above her sta-

tion in the hierarchy. 

The protocol was as stringent as that at U.S. Steel, or any other large 

business corporation. 

The Mafia was an incredible moneymaking machine, but Jennifer be-

came aware that there was another element in it that was equally im-

portant: power. 

"The Organization is bigger than the government of most of the coun-

tries of the world, " Michael told Jennifer. "We gross more than a half a 

dozen of the largest companies in America, put together." 

"There's a difference, " Jennifer pointed out. "They're legitimate and – " 

Michael laughed. "You mean the ones that haven't been caught. Dozens of 

the country's biggest companies have been indicted for violating one law or 

another. Don't kid yourself about heroes, Jennifer. The average American 

today can't name two astronauts who have been up in space, but they know 

the names of Al Capone and Lucky Luciano." 

Jennifer realized that in his own way, Michael was equally as dedicat-

ed as Adam was. The difference was that their lives had gone in opposite 

directions. 

When it came to business, Michael had a total lack of empathy. It was 

his strong point. He made decisions based solely on what was expedient for 

the Organization. In the past, Michael had been completely dedicated to 
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fulfilling his ambitions. There had been no emotional room for a woman in 

his life. Neither Rosa nor Michael's girl friends had ever been a part of his 

real needs. 

Jennifer was different. He needed her as he had needed no other wom-

an. He had never known anyone like her. She excited him physically, but 

so had dozens of others. What made Jennifer special was her intelligence, 

her independence. Rosa obeyed him; other women feared him; Jennifer 

challenged him. She was his equal. He could talk to her, discuss things 

with her. She was more than intelligent. She was smart. 

He knew that he was never going to let her go. 

Occasionally Jennifer took business trips with Michael, but she tried to 

avoid traveling whenever she could because she wanted to spend as much 

time as possible with Joshua. He was six years old now and growing unbe-

lievably fast. Jennifer had enrolled him in a private school nearby, and 

Joshua loved it. 

He rode a two-wheel bicycle and had a fleet of toy racing cars and car-

ried on long and earnest conversations with Jennifer and Mrs. Mackey. 

Because Jennifer wanted Joshua to grow up to be strong and independ-

ent, she tried to walk a carefully balanced line, letting Joshua know how 

much she loved him, making him aware that she was always there when he 

needed her and yet giving him a sense of his own independence. 

She taught him to love good books and to enjoy music. She took him to 

the theater, avoiding opening nights because there would be too many peo-

ple there who might know her and ask questions. On weekends she and 

Joshua would have a movie binge. On Saturday they would see a movie in 

the afternoon, have dinner at a restaurant and then see a second movie. On 

Sunday they would go sailing or bicycling together. Jennifer gave her son 

all the love that was stored in her, but she was careful to try not to spoil 

him. She planned her strategy with Joshua more carefully than she had 

planned any court case, determined not to fall into the traps of a one-parent 

home. 

Jennifer felt no sacrifice in spending so much time with Joshua; he was 

great fun. They played word games and Impressions and Twenty Ques-

tions, and Jennifer was delighted by the quickness of her son's mind. He 

was at the head of his class and an outstanding athlete, but he did not take 

himself seriously. He had a marvelous sense of humor. 

When it did not interfere with his schoolwork, Jennifer would take 

Joshua on trips. During Joshua's winter vacation, Jennifer took time off to 
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go skiing with him in the Poconos. In the summer she took him to London 

on a business trip with her, and they spent two weeks exploring the coun-

tryside. Joshua adored England. 

"Could I go to school here?" he asked. 

Jennifer felt a pang. It would not be long before he left her to go away 

to school, to seek his fortune, to get married and have his own home and 

family. Was that not what she wanted for him? Of course it was. When 

Joshua was ready, she would let him go with open arms, and yet she knew 

how difficult it was going to be. 

Joshua was looking at her, waiting for an answer. "Can I, Mom?" he 

asked. "Maybe Oxford?" 

Jennifer held him close. "Of course. They'll be lucky to get you." 

On a Sunday morning when Mrs. Mackey was off, Jennifer had to go 

into Manhattan to pick up a transcript of a deposition. Joshua was visiting 

some friends. When Jennifer returned home, she started to prepare dinner 

for the two of them. She opened the refrigerator –  and stopped dead in her 

tracks. There was a note inside, propped up between two bottles of milk. 

Adam had left her notes like that. Jennifer stared at it, mesmerized, afraid 

to touch it. Slowly, she reached for the note and unfolded it. It said, Sur-

prise! Is it okay if Alan has dinner with us? 

It took half an hour for Jennifer's pulse to return to normal. 

From time to time, Joshua asked Jennifer about his father. 

"He was killed in Viet Nam, Joshua. He was a very brave man." 

"Don't we have a picture of him anywhere?" 

"No, I’m sorry, darling. We – we weren't married very long before he 

died." 

She hated the lie, but she had no choice. 

Michael Moretti had only asked once about Joshua's father. 

"I don't care what happened before you belonged to me — I'm just cu-

rious." 

Jennifer thought about the power that Michael would have over Sena-

tor Adam Warner if Michael ever learned the truth. 

"He was killed in Viet Nam. His name's not important." 

— 40 — 
inquiry наведение справок; 

расследование 

lean on one’s 

judgment  

полагаться на чье-

либо решение 

parade up to шествовать brotherhood братство, 

содружество 
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invade захватить smoothly гладко, ровно 

volunteer вызваться сделать ч.-

л. 

untenable неприемлемый 

test-fly совершить 

испытательный 

полет 

squad отделение, группа 

prototype испытательный 

образец 

bide one’s 

time 

ждать 

благоприятного 

момента, случая 

seize on smth ухватиться за ч.-л. loyalty верность. 

преданность 

skeleton crew минимальный 

экипаж 

keep sb in 

line 

сдерживать к.-л., 

контролировать к.-

л. 

put smth through выполнить, 

осуществить 

hurt мешать 

rigorous суровый, 

скрупулезный 

out of one's 

hair 

не беспокоящий. не 

раздражающий к.-

л. 

unqualified безоговорочный repercussion последствия, 

резонанс 

advance продвижение, 

прогресс 

growl рычать 

play up smth обыграть ч.-л. jerk дернуться 

breed порода, зд. волна exhale выдыхать, 

выдохнуть 

lawmaker законодатель congenital прирожденный, 

врожденный 

take the word начать говорить 

вместо 

string вереница 

cover story обзорная статья file an appeal подать 

апелляционную 

жалобу  

guardian защитник, опекун get word получить 

сообщение, 

известие 

plague беспокоить, 

надоедать 

ship back отправить обратно 

bring to light выявить, 

обнаружить, 

выяснить, раскрыть 

swing успешно провести 

что-либо 

grace украшать jurisdiction юрисдикция, от-

правление правосу-

дия; судебный 

округ 
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devour пожирать, поглощать plea-

bargaining 

переговоры о за-

ключении сделки о 

признании вины 

erase вычеркивать (из 

памяти) 

bother беспокоиться 

smuggling of 

drugs 

контрабандный ввоз 

наркотиков 

pass a sen-

tence 

вынести приговор 

law enforcement  правовое принужде-

ние, правопримене-

ние; применение 

закона 

illegal alien иностранец неза-

конно находящийся 

на территории 

страны, “нелегал” 

trickle 

slow to a trickle 

струйка 

уменьшиться до не-

значительных разме-

ров 

deportation депортация, 

высылка 

suffer a stroke  перенести удар reevaluate 

one’s deci-

sion 

переоценить (пере-

смотреть) ч.-л. 

решение 

age старить confine лишать свободы; 

заключать в тюрь-

му 

shrink (shrank, 

shrunk/shrunken) 

ссыхаться, 

ссохнуться 

fist кулак 

saliva слюна sentence приговаривать  

(к отбыванию 

наказания) 

drool течь, сочиться (о 

слюне, крови) 

be excused быть свободным 

senile дряхлый lose one’s 

touch 

терять чутье 

lean on one’s 

judgment  

полагаться на ч.-л. 

решение 

  

 

In Washington, D.C., a Senate investigating committee headed by Ad-

am Warner was in its final day of an intensive inquiry into the new XK-1 

bomber that the Air Force was trying to get the Senate to approve. For 

weeks, expert witnesses had paraded up to Capitol Hill, half of them testi-

fying that the new bomber would be an expensive albatross that would de-

stroy the defense budget and ruin the country, and the other half testifying 

that unless the Air Force could get the bomber approved, America's de-

fenses would be so weakened that the Russians would invade the United 

States the following Sunday. 
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Adam had volunteered to test-fly a prototype of the new bomber, and 

his colleagues had eagerly seized on his offer. Adam was one of them, a 

member of the club, and he would give them the truth. 

Adam had taken the bomber up early on a Sunday morning with a 

skeleton crew and had put the plane through a series of rigorous tests. The 

flight had been an unqualified success, and he had reported back to the 

Senate committee that the new XK-1 bomber was an important advance in 

aviation. He recommended that the airplane go into production immediate-

ly. The Senate approved the funds. 

The press enthusiastically played up the story. They described Adam 

as one of the new breed of investigative senators, a lawmaker who went 

out into the field to study the facts for himself instead of taking the word of 

lobbyists and others who were concerned with protecting their own inter-

ests. 

Newsweek and Time both did cover stories on Adam, and the 

Newsweek story ended with: 

The Senate has found an honest and capable new guardian to investi-

gate some of the vital problems that plague this country, and to bring to 

them light instead of heat. There is a growing feeling among the kingmak-

ers that Adam Warner has the qualities that would grace the presidency. 

Jennifer devoured the stories about Adam and she was filled with 

pride. And pain. She still loved Adam and she loved Michael Moretti, and 

she did not understand how it was possible, or what kind of woman she had 

become. Adam had created the loneliness in her life. Michael had erased it. 

The smuggling of drugs from Mexico had increased enormously, and it 

was obvious that organized crime was behind it. Adam was asked to head 

an investigating committee. He coordinated the efforts of half a dozen 

United States law enforcement agencies, and flew to Mexico and obtained 

the cooperation of the Mexican government. Within three months, the drug 

traffic had slowed to a trickle. 

In the farmhouse in New Jersey, Michael Moretti was saying, "We've 

got a problem." 

They were seated in the large, comfortable study. In the room were 

Jennifer, Antonio Granelli and Thomas Colfax. Antonio Granelli had suf-

fered a stroke and it had aged him twenty years overnight. He looked like a 

shrunken caricature of a man. The paralysis had affected the right side of 
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his face so that when he spoke, saliva drooled from the corners of his 

mouth. He was old and almost senile, and he leaned more and more on 

Michael's judgment. He had even reluctantly come to accept Jennifer. 

Not so Thomas Colfax. The conflict between Michael and Colfax had 

grown stronger. Colfax knew it was Michael's intention to replace him 

with this woman. Colfax admitted to himself that Jennifer Parker was a 

clever lawyer, but what could she possibly know of the traditions of the 

borgata? Of what had made the brotherhood work so smoothly all these 

years? How could Michael bring in a stranger – worse, a woman! – and 

trust her with their life-and-death secrets? It was an untenable situation. 

Colfax had talked to the caporegimi – the squad lieutenants – and the 

soldati – the soldiers – one by one, voicing his fears, trying to win them 

over to his side, but they were afraid to go against Michael. If he trusted 

this woman, then they felt they must trust her also. 

Thomas Colfax decided he would have to bide his time. But he would 

find a way to get rid of her. 

Jennifer was well aware of his feelings. She had replaced him, and his 

pride would never let him forgive her for that. His loyalty to the Syndicate 

would keep him in line and protect her, but if his hatred for her should be-

come stronger than that loyalty . . . 

Michael turned to Jennifer. "Have you ever heard of Adam Warner?" 

Jennifer's heart stopped for an instant. It was suddenly hard for her to 

breathe. Michael was watching her, waiting for an answer. 

"You – you mean the senator?" Jennifer managed to say. 

"Uh-huh. We're going to have to cool him." 

Jennifer could feel the blood drain from her face. "Why, Michael?" 

"He's hurting our operation. Because of him, the Mexican government 

is closing down factories belonging to friends of ours. Everything's starting 

to come apart. I want him out of our hair. He's got to go." 

Jennifer's mind was racing. "If you touch Senator Warner, '' she said, 

choosing her words carefully, "you'll destroy yourself." 

"I’m not going to let – " 

"Listen to me, Michael. Get rid of him, and they'll send ten men to take 

his place. A hundred. Every newspaper in the country will be after you. 

The investigation that's going on now will be nothing compared to what 

will happen if Senator Warner is harmed." 

Michael said angrily, "I’m telling you we're hurting!'' 
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Jennifer changed her tone. "Michael, use your head. You've seen these 

investigations before. How long do they last? Five minutes after the sena-

tor is finished, he'll be investigating something else and all this will be 

over. The factories that are closed down will open up again and you'll be 

back in business. That way there won't be any repercussions. You try to do 

it your way and you'll never hear the end of it." 

"I disagree, " Thomas Colfax said. "In my opinion – " 

Michael Moretti growled, "No one asked for your opinion." Thomas 

Colfax jerked as though he had been slapped. Michael paid no attention. 

Colfax turned to Antonio Granelli for support. The old man was asleep. 

Michael said to Jennifer, "Okay, counselor, we'll leave Warner alone 

for now." 

Jennifer realized she had been holding her breath. She exhaled slowly. 

"Is there anything else?" 

"Yeah." Michael picked up a heavy gold lighter and lit a cigarette. 

"A friend of ours, Marco Lorenzo, has been convicted of extortion and rob-

bery." 

Jennifer had read about the case. According to the newspapers, Lo-

renzo was a congenital criminal with a long string of arrests for crimes of 

violence. 

"Do you want me to file an appeal?" 

"No, I want you to see that he goes to jail." 

Jennifer looked at him in surprise. 

Michael put the cigarette lighter back on his desk. "I got word that Di 

Silva wants to ship him back to Sicily. Marco's got enemies there. If they 

send him back he won't live twenty-four hours. The safest place for him is 

Sing Sing. When the heat's off in a year or two we'll get him out. Can you 

swing it?" 

Jennifer hesitated. "If we were in another jurisdiction I could probably 

do it. But Di Silva won't plea-bargain with me." 

Thomas Colfax said quickly, "Perhaps we should let someone else take 

care of this." 

"If I had wanted someone else to take care of it, " Michael snapped, 

"I would have said so." He turned back to Jennifer. "I want you to handle 

it." 

Michael Moretti and Nick Vito watched from the window as Thomas 

Colfax climbed into his sedan and drove off. 
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Michael said, "Nick, I want you to get rid of him." 

"Colfax?" 

"I can't trust him anymore. He's living in the past with the old man." 

"Whatever you say, Mike. When do you want me to do it?" 

"Soon. I’ll let you know." 

Jennifer was seated in Judge Lawrence Waldman's chambers. It was 

the first time she had seen him in more than a year. The friendly telephone 

calls and dinner invitations had stopped. Well, that could not be helped, 

Jennifer thought. She liked Lawrence Waldman and she regretted losing 

his friendship, but she had made her choice. 

They were waiting for Robert Di Silva and they sat there in an uncom-

fortable silence, neither bothering to make small talk. When the District 

Attorney walked in and took a seat, the meeting began. 

Judge Waldman said to Jennifer, "Bobby says that you want to discuss 

a plea bargain before I pass sentence on Lorenzo." 

"That's right." Jennifer turned to District Attorney Di Silva. "I think it 

would be a mistake to send Marco Lorenzo to Sing Sing. He doesn't belong 

here. He's an illegal alien. I feel he should be shipped back to Sicily where 

he came from. " 

Di Silva looked at her in surprise. He had been going to recommend 

deportation, but if that was what Jennifer Parker wanted, then he would 

have to reevaluate his decision. 

"Why do you recommend that?" Di Silva asked. 

"For several reasons. First of all, it will keep him from committing any 

more crimes here, and– " 

"So will being in a cell in Sing Sing." 

"Lorenzo is an old man. He can't stand being confined. He'll go crazy 

if you put him in jail. All his friends are in Sicily. He can live there in the 

sun and die in peace with his family." 

Di Silva's mouth tightened with anger. "We're talking about a hoodlum 

who's spent his life robbing and raping and killing, and you're worried 

about whether he's with his friends in the sun?"' He turned to Judge Wald-

man. "She's unreal!'' 

"Marco Lorenzo has a right to –  

" Di Silva pounded his fist on the desk. "He has no rights at all! He's 

been convicted of extortion and armed robbery." 
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"In Sicily, when a man – " 

"He's not in Sicily, goddamn it!" Di Silva yelled. "He's here! He com-

mitted the crimes here and he's going to pay for them here." He stood up. 

"Your Honor, we're wasting your time. The state refuses any plea bargain-

ing in this case. We're asking that Marco Lorenzo be sentenced to Sing 

Sing." 

Judge Waldman turned to Jennifer. "Do you have anything more to say?" 

She looked at Robert Di Silva angrily. "No, Your Honor." 

Judge Waldman said, "Sentencing will be tomorrow morning. You are 

both excused." 

Di Silva and Jennifer rose and left the office. 

In the corridor outside, the District Attorney turned to Jennifer and 

smiled. "You've lost your touch, counselor." 

Jennifer shrugged. "You can't win them all." 

Five minutes later, Jennifer was in a telephone booth talking to Mi-

chael Moretti. 

"You can stop worrying. Marco Lorenzo will be going to Sing Sing." 

— 41 — 
swiftly быстро be at the helm быть у власти 

court battle судебный поединок sharply резко 

merely только, просто vicariously косвенно 

be at sea быть в полном недоумении, 

в растерянности; в тупике 

beam сиять улыбкой 

munch жевать surrogate суррогат 
 

Time was a swiftly flowing river that had no shores, no boundaries. Its 

seasons were not winter, spring, fall or summer, but birthdays and joys and 

troubles and pain. They were court battles won, and cases lost; the reality 

of Michael, the memories of Adam. But mainly, it was Joshua who was 

time's calendar, a reminder of how quickly the years were passing. 

He was, incredibly, seven years old. Overnight, it seemed, he had gone 

from crayons and picture books to airplane models and sports. Joshua had 

grown tall and he resembled his father more every day, and not merely in 

his physical appearance. He was sensitive and polite, and he had a strong 

sense of fair play. When Jennifer punished him for something he had done, 

Joshua said stubbornly, "I’m only four feet tall, but I've got my rights." 
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He was a miniature Adam. Joshua was athletic, as Adam was. His he-

roes were the Bebble brothers and Carl Stotz. 

"I never heard of them, " Jennifer said. 

"Where have you been, Mom? They invented Little League." 

"Oh. That Bebble brothers and Carl Stotz." 

On weekends, Joshua watched every sports event on television – foot-

ball, baseball, basketball – it did not matter. In the beginning, Jennifer had 

let Joshua watch the games alone, but when he tried to discuss the plays 

with her afterward and Jennifer was completely at sea, she decided she had 

better watch with him. And so the two of them would sit in front of the tel-

evision set, munching popcorn and cheering the players. 

One day Joshua came in from playing ball, a worried expression on his 

face, and said, "Mom, can we have a man-to-man talk?" 

"Certainly, Joshua." 

They sat down at the kitchen table and Jennifer made him a peanut 

butter sandwich and poured a glass of milk. 

"What's the problem?" 

His voice was sober and filled with concern. "Well, I heard the guys 

talkin' and I was just wonderin' – do you think there'll still be sex when I 

grow up?" 

Jennifer had bought a small Newport sailboat, and on weekends she 

and Joshua would go out on the sound for a sail. Jennifer liked to watch his 

face when he was at the helm. He wore an excited little smile, which she 

called his "Eric the Red" smile. Joshua was a natural sailor, like his father. 

The thought brought Jennifer up sharply. She wondered whether she was 

trying to live her life with Adam vicariously through Joshua. All the things 

she was doing with her son – the sailing, the sporting events – were things 

she had done with his father. Jennifer told herself she was doing them be-

cause Joshua liked doing them, but she was not sure she was being com-

pletely honest. She watched Joshua sheet in the jib, his cheeks tanned from 

the wind and the sun, his face beaming, and Jennifer realized that the rea-

sons did not matter. The important thing was that her son loved his life 

with her. He was not a surrogate for his father. He was his own person and 

Jennifer loved him more than anyone on earth. 
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Comprehension 

 

  2.   Give detailed answers to the following questions 
 

1. What was in the afternoon newspapers? 

2. Why did Jennifer want to know about Michael’s past? 

3. What story did Michael Moretti tell Jennifer Parker in the restaurant? 

Why? 

4. Why did Jennifer Parker filled with hurt and anger agree to defend 

Vasco Gambititi having been arrested for killing a cop? 

5. Did Ken Bailey support Jennifer in her work for Michael? Why or 

why not? 

6. What did Jennifer try to do while brining up her son? 

7. What kind of task was Nick Vito given? 

8. What was Marco Lorenzo convicted of?  

9. How did Jennifer Parker manage to help Marco Lorenzo stay in Sing 

Sing, the safest place for him?  

10. What was a Senate investigating committee headed by Adam Warner 

inquiring? 
 

  3.   Find evidence in the text to support the following state-

ments 
 

1. Michael Moretti gradually and persistently made Jennifer be involved 

with his organization. 

2. The meetings Jennifer attended in the farmhouse in New Jersey taught 

her a lot about the Mafia. 

3. Jennifer’s relationships with her associates changed. 

4. Jennifer’s friends were concerned about her. 

5. The source of a serious growing conflict between Michael Moretti and 

Thomas Colfax was Jennifer.  
 

  4.   Consider the following topics. Make use of the words and 

word combinations given in brackets. 
 

1. Michael Moretti’s life (to question about one’s background, to 

get trapped in smth, because of one’s family, to put pressure on sb, to love 
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the money and the power, to be a Coca-cola bottle, a shoemaker, to put 

food on the table, to work one’s fingers to the bone, a room with rats and 

cockroaches, to run on errands, to stay alive, a dinner at a fancy restaurant, 

a special Mexican cake, a little clay doll, to pay for dinner, to swallow, to 

grow up poor) 

 

2. Vasco Gambutti’s case (to be arrested for, to handle the case, to 

get mixed with the mob, to be entitled to a fair trial, to be accused of mur-

der, a member of a vast network of organized crime, an arcane cabal, a 

vast network of organized crime, to bleed the country of untold billions of 

dollars, overwhelming evidence, to be caught during the holdup, off-duty 

policeman, the defense attorney, to have no case at all, to be caught red – 

handed in a robbery-murder, extenuating circumstances, a strong emotional 

pull, a victim) 

 

3. The Gambutti trial (to be in full force, in open combat, to delib-

erately understate one’s case, to take suggestions and build on them, to 

create horrors in one’s minds, to sit quietly through the testimony, to raise 

objections, to make one’s move, an adage in law, to have a weak defense, 

to put one’s opponent on trial, to dig up everything, one’s record, to be on 

the police force for some period, to be suspended on charges of smth, to 

shoot an unarmed suspect, to be beaten drunk in a bar, a domestic quarrel, 

to commit an unbroken series of despicable acts, a parade of witnesses on 

the stand, to give testimony against sb, in one’s summation, to be a victim, 

a defendant, a noble policeman, to apprehend a criminal, to distort a pic-

ture, an accused slayer, to return a verdict of not guilty, on the charge of 

murder in the first degree, to convict sb of manslaughter, a stunning defeat 

for sb, to announce a victory for sb) 

 

4. Jennifer’s way of bringing up her son (to avoid traveling, unbe-

lievably fast, to enroll sb in a private school, long and earnest conversa-

tions, a sense of one’s own independence, to enjoy music, to have a movie 

binge, to go soiling or bicycling, to spoil sb, to plan one’s strategy with sb, 

to fall into the traps of a one-parent home, to feel no sacrifice, to be de-

lighted by the quickness of sb’s mind, to have a marvelous sense of humor, 

to take time off, to feel a pang, to go with open arms) 
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Activator 

 

  5.   Read the sentences and give the English equivalents to the 

highlighted Russian words and word combinations 
 

1. Joshua быть впереди ч.-л. of his class and an outstanding athlete, 

but he did not take himself seriously. 

2. Vasco Gambutti быть пойманным на месте преступления in a 

robbery- murder, and there were no смягчающие обстоятельства. 

3. This man was a member of a vast network of organized crime, a group 

that вымогать, выкачивать (деньги) the country of untold billions 

of dollars, секретная группа заговорщиков that would kill when 

necessary to protect itself. 

4. They were судебный поединок won, and cases lost; the reality of 

Michael, the memories of Adam. 

5. In court, Jennifer used that to discredit the woman's motives, and от-

клонять обвинения. 

6. "Do you want me подать апелляционную жалобу?" asked Jen-

nifer. 

7. "The Organization is bigger than the government of most of the coun-

tries of the world," Michael told Jennifer. "We получать прибыль 

more than a half a dozen of the largest companies in America, взятый 

вместе." 

8. Ken looked at Jennifer in disbelief. "He's Mafia! One of Michael 

Moretti's профессиональный убийца. That's not the kind of client 

we take."  

9. After Joshua's return, Jennifer had tried to make everything as normal 

for him as possible, fearful of the trauma the preceding night might 

причинить боль him.  

10. He coordinated the efforts of half a dozen United States правопри-

менение agencies, and flew to Mexico and obtained the cooperation 

of the Mexican government.  

11. The jury returned a verdict of not guilty on the charge of тяжкое 

убийство первой степени and convicted Vasco Gambutti of man-

slaughter.  

12. Контрабандный ввоз наркотиков from Mexico had increased 

enormously, and it was obvious that organized crime was behind it. 
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  6.   Translate into English using the words and word combina-

tions from the text 
 

1. В вечернем выпуске газет сообщалось о пожаре в мотеле. В руинах 

были найдены останки неопознанного мужчины. Подозревается 

умышленный поджог.  

2. Было странно, насколько Майкл Моретти напоминал ей Адама 

Уорнера, каждый из них по-своему обладал властью.  

3. Этот человек входил в разветвленную сеть организованной пре-

ступности, которая выкачивала из страны миллиарды долларов, 

секретную информацию и была способна на убийство ради до-

стижения своих целей. 

4. Улик против Гамбутти было предостаточно.  

5. Его схватили во время ограбления магазина, и он убил полицей-

ского, который пытался задержать его. 

6. Просмотрев материалы, которые собрали ее сотрудники, Джен-

нифер поняла, что у них нет никаких шансов выиграть дело. 

7. Один из негласных законов утверждал: если у тебя слабая защи-

та, постарайся предать суду пострадавшего. 

8. Присяжные вынесли вердикт не считать обвиняемого виновным 

в убийстве первой степени и осудили Гамбутти по статье за не-

преднамеренное убийств. 

9. Роберт Ди Сильва арестовал трех людей Моретти за шантаж 

владельцев киосков. 
 

  7.   Match the words on the left with their definitions on the 

right. Then choose the best word from those given to com-
plete each of the sentences which follow 

 

1. animosity a) the place in a law court where a witness stands when 

he or she is answering questions  

2. arcane b) to change a statement or an argument so that its 

meaning becomes different 

3. betray c) the crime of obtaining smth from sb, especially mon-

ey, by using force or threats  

4. combat d) a feeling of strong dislike or anger  

5. count e) a situation in which people are treated very unfairly 

and not given their rights 
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6. deport f) to be disloyal to someone who thinks they have your 

support and love, for example by telling their enemies 

where they are or what they have done  

7. distort g) secret and mysterious 

8. dread h) the act of killing, hurting, or harming sb in return for 

smth harmful that they have done 

9. extortion i) an investigation, especially an official one, into smth 

that has happened or smth that people feel needs to be 

examined 

10. injustice j) one of a number of charges brought against someone 

in a law court 

11. inquiry k) a punishment that a person receives after being found 

guilty of a crime 

12. sentence l) to send someone out of the country because they have 

committed a crime or because a government believes 

that they do not have a right to be there 

13. stand m) a battle, or a fight between two people 

14. vengeance n) to feel very unhappy and worried about which is go-

ing to happen or which may happen because you 

know or think that it will be very unpleasant 
 

1. An attractive brunette with a full figure walked into the room, and Mi-

chael said to Jennifer, "This is Rosa, my wife." Jennifer … this mo-

ment. 

2. He looked Jennifer in the eye. "If anyone … us, we get vengeance." 

3. Judge Waldman said to Jennifer, "Bobby says that you want to discuss 

a plea bargain before I pass … on Lorenzo." 

4. Even if they didn’t put her in jail they would … her.  

5. Jennifer Parker … the picture so that the victim was no better than the 

accused slayer. 

6. Marco Lorenzo has been convicted of … and robbery. 

7. Michael sat next to Rosa. Thomas Colfax, the consigliere, sat opposite 

Jennifer and she could feel his … . 

8. Michael Moretti's men were charged with conspiracy to interfere with 

commerce by extortion and seven … of interference with commerce. 

9. The Unione Siciliana started in Sicily to protect the poor against … . 

10. This man was a member of a vast network of organized crime, a group 

that bled the country of untold billions of dollars, an … cabal that 

would kill when necessary to protect itself.  

11. In Washington, D.C., a Senate investigating committee headed by Ad-
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am Warner was in its final day of an intensive … into the new XK-1 

bomber that the Air Force was trying to get the Senate to approve. 

12. The press was there in full force, eager to watch District Attorney Di 

Silva and Jennifer Parker in open … again.  

13. Jennifer had a parade of witnesses on the … giving testimony against 

the dead police officer, and there was not one thing Robert Di Silva 

could do about it. 

14.  When there was injustice, people came to the members of the secret 

brotherhood and they got … . 
 

  8.   Put a tick to show the most typical collocations 
 

 testimony loyal bandage remains 

change     

locate     

bury     

reveal     

hear     

remain     

stay     

take off     

discover     

find     

remove     

give     

be     
 

  9.   Replace the highlighted words with a suitable idiomatic 

expression given in the box, using the correct tense/form 
 

work one’s fingers to the bone, be at sea, get word, take the word of, play 

hooky, bring to light, keep sb in line, be in full force, out of one's hair, 

stop dead in one’s track, be tarred with the same brush, be at the helm 
 

1. “If you get involved with these hoodlums, you’ll be having the same 

faults. 

2. Jennifer put her arms around him. “No, darling. We’ve both going to 

stay home and play truant all week. 

3. She opened the refrigerator-and stopped suddenly because she had 

frightened. 
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4. Jennifer had bought a small Newport sailboat, and on weekends she 

and Joshua would go out on the sound for a sail. Jennifer liked to 

watch his face when he  was guiding a boat. 

5. In the beginning, Jennifer had let Joshua watch the games alone, but 

when he tried to discuss the plays with her afterward and Jennifer was 

completely confused and was not sure what to say, she decided she 

had better watch with him. 

6. They had built a sort of grandstand for the nobility and gentry, and 

these  were there in large numbers, with their ladies. 

7. I will reveal the truth. 

8. I received a message that Di Silva wants to ship him back to Sicily. 

Marco's got enemies there. If they send him back he won't live twenty-

four hours. 

9. Thomas Colfax’s loyalty to the Syndicate would make him behave in 

the way that he is supposed and protect her. 

10. Because of Adam Warner, the Mexican government is closing down 

factories belonging to friends of ours. Everything's starting to come 

apart. I want him to stop annoying us.  

11. They described Adam as one of the new breed of investigative sena-

tors, a lawmaker who went out into the field to study the facts for him-

self instead of saying lobbyists’ words and others who were con-

cerned with protecting their own interests. 

12. Michael’s father worked very hard, trying to put food on the table. 

They had nothing. 
 

  10.   Match the words in bold with the definitions below 
 

1.  She stopped thinking and let her emotions take over.  

2.  Ken Bailey had dug up everything there was to know about Scott 

Norman. 

 

3.  When word got out that Jennifer Parker was defending members of 

the Organization, well-meaning friends went to her and reiterated 

the same things that Judge Lawrence Waldman and Ken Bailey had 

told her. 

 

4.  His records was not good, but before Jennifer was through she made 

it seem ten times worse than it was. 

 

5.  This time it was not to ask her to help out a friend.  
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6.  He had brought out feelings in her that she had kept suppressed – 

wild, atavistic passions that she had been afraid to let loose. 

 

7.  On a Sunday morning when Mrs. Mackey was off, Jennifer had to go 

into Manhattan to pick up a transcript of a deposition. 

 

8.  The press enthusiastically played up the story  
 

a.  a lot of people know about it though it is meant to be secret 

b.  to take control of smth 

c.  to make smth seem more important than it really is  

d.  to have finished doing smth 

e.  to cause sb to have a particular kind of behaviour or feeling although 

they do not normally have it or show it 

f.  to gain, find or get smth 

g.  to find hidden or forgotten information by careful searching 

h.  to give help and support to someone who has problems 

 
 

  11.   Fill in each gap with a suitable preposition from the list.  
 

about, against, at, back, down, for, in, out, to, through, up, with 
 

1. Her private phone rang and she picked it … . 

2. Half a dozen large yachts bobbed … anchor … the harbor 

3. Jennifer was not sure what she felt … Michael. 

4. People kept stopping by to say hello, and Jennifer was again amazed 

… the way everyone kowtowed … him.  

5. She promised … herself that this was the last time she would work … 

Michael! 

6. The Unione Siciliana started … Sicily to protect the poor … injustices. 

7. Adam had taken the bomber … early on a Sunday morning … a skele-

ton crew and had put the plane … a series of rigorous tests. 

8. Jennifer devoured the stories … Adam and she was filled … pride. 

9. The factories that are closed … will open … again and you'll be … … 

business. 

10. She appreciated their warnings, but she felt that they did not apply … 

her. 

11. This time it was not to ask her to help … a friend. 
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12. I’m concerned … you, Jennifer. I hear reports that you're handling the 

wrong people. 

13. … the past, Michael had been completely dedicated … fulfilling his 

ambitions. 
 

Discussion 

 

  12.   Agree or disagree to the statements. Give your arguments 

for or against them 
 

1. The world we live is a jungle. People follow the jungle rules. 

2. Being poor is only romantic in books. 

3. Everyone is entitled to be defended. 
 

  13.   Comment on the following ideas 
 

1. But it’s one thing when an individual makes a mistake. It’s something 

else when corruption is organized. If you help those people, you're 

condoning what they do. You become a part of it. (Father Ryan)  

 

2. It’s not good for a woman to be too smart. It’s better to leave the 

brains to the men. (Antonio Granelli)  

 

3. This was Michael Moretti’s jungle. Jennifer was afraid of it, afraid to 

get caught up in it. Yet, when she thought about what Michael had 

done for her, she decided it was a small thing he was asking. She 

would do Michael this one favor. (Jennifer Parker) 

4. If anyone betrays us, we get vengeance. (Antonio Granelli) 

 

5. Rosa obeyed him; other women feared him; Jennifer challenged him. 

She was his equal. He could talk to her, discuss things with her.  

 (Michael Moretti) 
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(Сhapters 42–46) 
 

 

Vocabulary preview 

 

  1.   Read the text carefully. The following words and word 

combinations will help you to avoid difficulties in under-

standing. 

— 42 — 

take over control захватить контроль blink smth 

from 

стараться смахнуть 

lavish щедрый, богатый,  

расточительный 

armed rob-

bery 

вооруженное 

ограбление 

befit соответствовать charge обвинение 

godfather крестный отец two-time 

loser 

преступник, дважды 

побывавший в тюрь-

ме 

pay respects выражать 

соболезнование 

convict признавать виновным 

departed скончавшийся witness свидетель, очевидец 

assure sb of smth заверять к.-л. в ч.-л. get a good 

look at 

хорошо рассмотреть 

loalty преданность be on the way быть в пути (куда-л) 

heartbroken с разбитым сердцем stare out уставиться 

take consolation 

and pride 

находить утешение pick up арестовать 

prove valuable демонстрировать 

полезность, 

ценность 

spring освобождать ( из 

тюрьмы или из-под 

стражи, особ. внося 

залог ) 

bothersome 

(tiresome, trou-

blesome) 

надоедливый, 

докучливый 

leisurely медленный, 

неспешный, 

неторопливый 

PART 11 
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appendage (ad-

junct , appendix) 

придаток; привесок precinct административный 

округ, относящийся к 

определенному поли-

цейскому или избира-

тельному участку в 

городе 

chimes звуки twist around оборачивать 

nightstand тумбочка restless  неугомонный 
 

Antonio Granelli died and Michael took over full control of his empire. 

The funeral was lavish, as befitted a man of the Godfather's stature. The 

heads and members of Families from all over the country came to pay their 

respects to their departed friend, and to assure the new capo of their loyalty 

and support. The FBI was there, taking photographs, as well as half a doz-

en other government agencies. Rosa was heartbroken, because she had 

loved her father very much, but she took consolation and pride in the fact 

that her husband was taking her father's place as head of the Family. 

 

Jennifer was proving more valuable to Michael every day. When there 

was a problem, it was Jennifer whom Michael consulted. Thomas Colfax 

was becoming an increasingly bothersome appendage. 

"Don't worry about him," Michael told Jennifer. "He's going to retire 

soon." 
 

*** 

"The soft chimes of the telephone awakened Jennifer. She lay in bed, 

listening a moment, then sat up and looked at the digital clock on the 

nightstand. It was three o'clock in the morning. 

She lifted the receiver. "Hello." 

It was Michael. "Can you get dressed right away?" 

Jennifer sat up straighter and tried to blink the sleep from her eyes. 

"What's happened?" 

"Eddie Santini was just picked up on an armed robbery charge. He's a 

two-time loser. If they convict him, they'll throw the key away." 

"Were there any witnesses?" 

"Three, and they all got a good look at him." 

"Where is he now?" 

"The Seventeenth Precinct." 

"I’m on my way, Michael." 
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Jennifer put on a robe and went down to the kitchen and made herself a 

steaming pot of coffee. She sat drinking it in the breakfast room, staring 

out at the night, thinking. Three witnesses. And they all got a good 

look at him. 

She picked up the telephone and dialed. "Give me the City Desk." 

Jennifer spoke rapidly. "I got some information for you. A guy named 

Eddie Santini's just been picked up on an armed robbery charge. His attor-

ney's Jennifer Parker. She's gonna try to spring him." 

She hung up and repeated the call to two other newspapers and a tele-

vision station. When Jennifer was through telephoning, she looked at her 

watch and had another leisurely cup of coffee. She wanted to make certain 

the photographers had time to get to the precinct on 51st Street. She went 

upstairs and got dressed. 

Before Jennifer left, she went into Joshua's bedroom. His night- light 

was on. He was sound asleep, the blankets twisted around his restless 

body. Jennifer gently straightened the blankets, kissed him on the forehead 

and started to tiptoe out of the room. 

"Where you goin’? " 

She turned and said, "I’m going to work. Go back to sleep." 

"What time is it?" 

"It's four o'clock in the morning." 

Joshua giggled. "You sure work funny hours for a lady." 

She came back to his bedside. "And you sure sleep funny hours for 

a man." 

"Are we going to watch the Mets game tonight?" 

"You bet we are. Back to Dreamland." 

"Okay, Mom. Have a good case." 

"Thanks, pal." 

A few minutes later, Jennifer was in her car, on her way into Manhat-

tan. 
 

lone единственный fury ярость 

handle the case вести судебный 

процесс 

sewer сточная труба 

bail поручительство hoodlum  хулиган 

stall the proceed-

ings 

задерживать 

судебное 

разбирательство 

wrap up приводить к 

концу 

police captain капитан полиции constrict сжиматься 
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on duty на дежурстве; при 

исполнении служеб-

ных обязанностей 

tightly сильно 

prove доказывать; 

удостоверять 

shut out закрываться 

identify устанавливать 

личность 

hurt беда, несчастье, 

удар судьбы 

instantly тотчас eerie зловещий, 

мрачный 

retort резкий ответ cast оттенок 

bug устанавливать аппа-

ратуру для тайного 

подслушивания 

glow свет, отблеск 

subpoena повестка о явке в 

суд 

campfire костер 

mileage деньги на проезд encroach вторгаться,  

посягать 

help out выручить   
 

When Jennifer arrived, a lone photographer from the Daily News was 

waiting. He stared at Jennifer and said, "It's true! You really handling the 

Santini case?" 

"How did you know that?" Jennifer demanded. 

"A little birdie, counselor." 

"You're wasting your time. No pictures." 

She went inside and arranged for Eddie Santini's bail, stalling the pro-

ceedings until she was sure the television cameraman and a reporter and 

photographer had arrived from The New York Times. She decided she 

could not wait for the Post. The police captain on duty said, "There're some 

reporters and television people out front, Miss Parker. You can go out the 

back way if you want." 

"It's all right," Jennifer said. "I’ll handle them." 

She led Eddie Santini to the front corridor where the photographers 

and reporters were waiting. 

She said, "Look, gentlemen, no pictures, please." 

And Jennifer stepped aside while the photographer and television cam-

eraman took pictures. 

A reporter asked, "What makes this case big enough for you to han-

dle?" 

"You'll find out tomorrow. Meanwhile, I would advise you not to use 

those pictures." 
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One of the reporters called out, "Come on, Jennifer! Haven't you heard 

of freedom of the press?" 

At noon Jennifer got a call from Michael Moretti. His voice was an-

gry. "Have you seen the newspapers?" 

"No." 

"Well, Eddie Santini's picture is all over the front pages and on the tel-

evision news. I didn't tell you to turn this goddamned thing into a circus!" 

"I know you didn't. It was my own idea. 

"Jesus! What's the point?" 

"The point, Michael, is those three witnesses. " 

"What about them?" 

"You said they got a good look at Eddie Santini. Well, when they get 

up in court to identify him, they're going to have to prove they didn't identi-

fy him because they saw his picture all over the newspapers and televi-

sion." 

There was a long silence, and then Michael's voice said admiringly, 

"I'm a son of a bitch!" 

Jennifer had to laugh. 

Ken Bailey was waiting in her office that afternoon when Jennifer 

walked in, and she knew instantly from the look on his face that something 

was wrong. 

"Why didn't you tell me?" Ken demanded. 

"Tell you what?" 

"About you and Mike Moretti." 

Jennifer checked the retort that rose to her lips. Saying It's none of 

your business was too easy. Ken was her friend; he cared. In a way, it was 

his business. Jennifer remembered it all, the tiny office they had shared, 

how he had helped her. I've got a lawyer friend who's been bugging me to 

serve some subpoenas for him. I haven't got time. He pays twelve-fifty for 

each subpoena plus mileage. Would you help me out? 

"Ken, let's not discuss this." 

His tone was filled with cold fury. "Why not? Everybody else is dis-

cussing it. The word is that you're Moretti's girl." His face was pale. "Je-

sus!" 

"My personal life –" 

"He lives in a sewer and you brought that sewer into the office! You've 

got us all working for Moretti and his hoodlums." 
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“Stop it!" 

"I am. That's what I came to tell you. I’m leaving." 

His words were a shock. "You can't leave. You're wrong about what 

you think of Michael. If you'll just meet him, you'll see–" 

The moment the words were out, Jennifer knew she had made a mis-

take. 

He looked at her sadly and said, "He's really wrapped you up, hasn't 

he? I remember you when you knew who you were. That's the girl I want to 

remember. Say good-bye to Joshua for me." 

And Ken Bailey was gone. 

Jennifer felt the tears begin to come, and her throat constricted so 

tightly that she could hardly breathe. She put her head down on the desk 

and closed her eyes, trying to shut out the hurt. 

When she opened her eyes, night had fallen. The office was in dark-

ness except for the eerie red glow cast by the city lights. She walked over 

to the window and stared out at the city below. It looked like a jungle at 

night, with only a dying campfire to keep away the encroaching terrors.  

It was Michael's jungle. There was no way out of it. 

— 43 — 
madhouse сумасшедший дом undertake брать на себя 

ответственность 

chant непрерывно 

говорить 

beware остерегаться, 

опасаться 

vie (vying) соперничать chart график, диаграмма 

primary предварительные 

выборы 

ethnic group этническая группа 

outshine затмить flesh человечество; все 

живущее, 

смертные 

unanimous единодушный, 

единогласный 

earnestly настоятельно, 

убедительно 

incumbent занимающий пост asset ценный вклад 

credibility доверие stuff характер, 

внутренние 

качества 

inept неподходящий  merchandise торговать 

grin ухмыляться soothingly успокаивающе 

fill in предоставлять 

информацию 

kid обманывать 

pace прохаживаться mastermind управлять, 

руководить (тайно) 
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swing размахивать salesmanship умение продавать, 

торговать 

golf club клюшка для гольфа objective цель; стремление 

saturate насыщать do one’s part сделать свое дело; 

выполнить свои 

обязательства; 

вносить свою леп-

ту 

television com-

mercials 

телевизионная 

реклама 

ringmaster инспектор манежа 

slip of the 

tongue 

оговорка bear with относиться терпе-

ливо к ч.-л.; ми-

риться с ч.-л. 
 

The Cow Palace in San Francisco was a madhouse, filled with noisy, 

chanting delegates from all over the country. There were three candidates 

vying for the presidential nomination, and each had done well in the prima-

ries. But the star, the one who outshone them all, was Adam Warner. The 

nomination was his on the fifth ballot, and it was made unanimous. His 

party finally had a candidate they could put forward with pride. The in-

cumbent President, the leader of the opposition party, had a low credibility 

rating and was considered by the majority of people to be inept. 

"You're going to be the next President of the United States," Stewart 

Needham told Adam. 

After his nomination, Adam flew to New York for a meeting at the 

Regency Hotel with Needham and several influential members of the party. 

Present in the room was Blair Roman, head of the second largest advertis-

ing agency in the country. 

Stewart Needham said, "Blair will be in charge of running the publici-

ty end of your campaign, Adam." 

"Can't tell you how glad I am to be aboard." Blair Roman grinned. 

"You're going to be my third President."  

"Really?" Adam was not impressed with the man.  

"Let me fill you in on some of the game plan." Blair Roman started 

pacing the room, swinging an imaginary golf club as he walked. "We're 

going to saturate the country with television commercials, build an image 

of you as the man who can solve America's problems. Big Daddy – only a 

young, good-looking Big Daddy. You get it, Mr. President?"  

"Mr. Roman … ."  

"Yes?" 
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"Would you mind not calling me 'Mr. President'?"  

Blair Roman laughed. "Sorry. Slip of the tongue, A.W. In my mind 

you're already in the White House. Believe me, I know you're the man for 

the job or I wouldn't be undertaking this campaign. I'm too rich to have to 

work for money.  

Beware of people who say they're too rich to have to work for money, 

Adam thought.  

"We know you're the man for the job – now we have to let the people 

know it. If you'll just take a look at these charts I've prepared, I've broken 

down different sections of the country into various ethnic groups. We're 

going to send you to key places where you can press the flesh." 

He leaned forward into Adam's face and said earnestly. "Your wife is 

going to be a big asset. Women’s magazines will go crazy for stuff on your 

family life. We're going to merchandise you, A.W." 

Adam found himself beginning to get irritated. "Just how do you plan 

to do that?" 

"It's simple. You're a product, A.W. We're going to sell you just like 

we'd sell any other product. We –" 

Adam turned to Stewart Needham. "Stewart, could I see you alone?" 

"Certainly." Needham turned to the others and said, "Let's break for 

dinner and meet back here at nine o'clock. We'll continue the discussion 

then." 

When the two men were alone, Adam said, "Jesus, Stewart! He's plan-

ning to turn this thing into a circus! 'You're a product, A.W. We're going to 

sell you just like we'd sell any other product.' He's disgusting!" 

"I know how you feel, Adam," Stewart Needham said soothingly, "but 

Blair gets results. When he said you're his third President, he wasn't kid-

ding. Every President since Eisenhower has had an advertising agency 

masterminding his campaign. Whether you like it or not, a campaign needs 

salesmanship. Blair Roman knows the psychology of the public. As dis-

tasteful as it may be, the reality is that if you want to be elected to any pub-

lic office, you have to be sold–you have to be merchandised." 

"I hate it." 

"That's part of the price you're going to have to pay." He walked over 

to Adam and put an arm across his shoulder. "All you have to do is keep 

the objective in mind. You want the White House? All right. We're going 

to do everything we can to get you there. But you have to do your part. 

If being the ringmaster in a three-ring circus is part of it, bear with it." 
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"Do we really need Blair Roman?" 

"We need a Blair Roman. Blair’s as good as there is. Let me handle 

him. I’ll keep him away from you as much as possible." 

"I'd appreciate that." 
 

spot представление, 

программа 

prosperous процветающий 

span охватывать urban blight деградация городов (со-

стоящая в наличии/ росте 

трущоб и т.п.) 

billboard рекламный щит crime rate уровень преступности 

order порядок confide поверять, сообщать в 

тайне/ по секрету 

tape записывать на 

магнитную ленту 

hit the highlights ослеплять людей 

gear направлять issue проблема 

vast в большом 

количестве 

in depth глубоко, тщательно 

supply поставка set up подготавливать, 

планировать 
 

The campaign began. It started with a few television spots and person-

al appearances and gradually grew bigger and bigger until it spanned the 

nation. Wherever one went, there was Senator Adam Warner in living col-

or. In every part of the country he could be watched on television, heard on 

radio, seen on billboards. Law and order was one of the key issues of the 

campaign, and Adam's crime investigation committee was heavily stressed. 

Adam taped one-minute television spots, three-minute television spots 

and five-minute spots, geared for different sections of the country. The tel-

evision spots that went to West Virginia dealt with unemployment and the 

vast supply of underground coal that could make the area prosperous; the 

television segments for Detroit talked about urban blight; in New York 

City, the subject was the rising crime rate. 

Blair Roman confided to Adam, "All you have to do is hit the high-

lights, A.W. You don't have to discuss key issues in depth. We're selling 

the product, and that's you."  

Adam said, "Mr. Roman, I don't care what your goddamned statistics 

say. I'm not a breakfast food and I don't intend to be sold like one. I will 

talk about issues in depth because I think the American people are intelli-

gent enough to want to know about them." 

"I only –" 
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"I want you to try to set up a debate between me and the President, to 

discuss the basic issues." 

Blair Roman said, "Right. I'll take a meeting with the President's boys 

right away, A.W." 

"One more thing," Adam said. 

"Yes? What’s that?" 

"Stop calling me A.W." 

— 44 — 
American Bar  

Association 

Американская ассо-

циация адвокатов 

(имеющих право 

выступать в суде) 

console успокаивать, 

утешать 

convention собрание, съезд; 

конвент 

bungalow бунгало, одно-

этажная дача, 

дом с верандой 

in the midst среди patio патио (открытый 

внутренний двор) 

ordinarily обычно wander прогуливаться 

deep-sea fishing рыболовство в 

открытом море 

frenetic буйный 

marlin марлинь stroll бродить, гулять 

(обычно медлен-

но, праздно) 

contain сдерживать pier причал 

horseback riding верховая езда stall ларек 

hiking туризм bewildering сбиващий с толку 

bunch пачка variety многообразие 

jet реактивный самолет merchandise товары 

petrify приводить в оцепе-

нение, остолбенеть, 

оцепенеть 

flavor вкус 

 

In the mail was a notice from the American Bar Association announc-

ing its annual convention in Acapulco. Jennifer was in the midst of han-

dling half a dozen cases, and ordinarily she would have ignored the invita-

tion, but the convention was going to take place during Joshua's school 

vacation and Jennifer thought about how much Joshua would enjoy Aca-

pulco. 

She said to Cynthia, "Accept. I’ll want three reservations." 

She would take Mrs. Mackey along. 

At dinner that evening, Jennifer broke the news to Joshua. "How 

would you like to go to Acapulco?" 
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"That's in Mexico," he announced. "On the west coast." 

"That's right." 

"Can we go to a topless beach?" 

"Joshua!" 

"Well, they have them there. Being naked is only natural." 

"I’ll think about it." 

"And can we go deep-sea fishing?" 

Jennifer visualized Joshua trying to pull in a large marlin and she con-

tained her smile. "We'll see. Some of those fish get pretty big." 

"That's what makes it exciting," Joshua explained seriously. "If it's 

easy, it's no fun. There's no sport to it." 

It could have been Adam talking. 

"I agree." 

"What else can we do there?" 

"Well, there's horseback riding, hiking, sightseeing–" 

"Let's not go to a bunch of old churches, okay? They all look alike." 

Adam saying, If you've seen one church, you've seen them all. 

The convention began on a Monday. Jennifer, Joshua and Mrs. 

Mackey flew to Acapulco on Friday morning on a Braniff jet. Joshua had 

flown many times before, but he was still excited by the idea of airplanes. 

Mrs. Mackey was petrified with fear. Joshua consoled her. "Look at it this 

way. Even if we crash, it'll only hurt for a second." 

Mrs. Mackey turned pale. 

The plane landed at Benito Juarez Airport at four o'clock in the after-

noon, and an hour later the three of them arrived at Las Brisas. The hotel 

was eight miles outside of Acapulco, and consisted of a series of beautiful 

pink bungalows built on a hill, each with its private patio. Jennifer's bunga-

low, like several of the others, had its own swimming pool. Reservations 

had been difficult to get, for there were half a dozen other conventions and 

Acapulco was overcrowded, but Jennifer had made a telephone call to one 

of her corporate clients, and an hour later she had been informed that Las 

Brisas was eagerly expecting her. 

* * * 

When they had unpacked, Joshua said, "Can we go into town and hear 

them talk? I've never been to a country where nobody speaks English." He 

thought a moment and added, "Unless you count England." 
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They went into the city and wandered along the Zocalo, the frenetic 

center of downtown, but to Joshua's disappointment the only language to be 

heard was English. Acapulco was crowded with American tourists. 

They strolled along the colorful market on the main pier opposite 

Sanborn's in the old part of town, where there were hundreds of stalls sell-

ing a bewildering variety of merchandise. 

In the late afternoon, they took a calandria, a horse-drawn carriage, to 

Pie de la Cuesta, the sunset beach, and then returned to town. 

They had dinner at Armando's Le Club, and it was excellent. 

"I love Mexican food," Joshua declared. 

"I’m glad," Jennifer said. "Only this is French." 

"Well, it has a Mexican flavor." 
 

run out кончаться harbour гавань; порт 

furious неистовый, 

яростный 

sparkle искриться; сверкать 

place a bet  заключить пари  canvas полотно 

diver ныряльщик dot усеивать 

groan стонать; охать speed-boat быстроходный катер 

torch карманный 

фонарь 

sailboat парусная шлюпка 

plunge нырять make up выдумывать 

cove бухточка (среди 

скал) 

ordeal суровое испытание 

time рассчитывать (по 

времени) 

go through подвергаться (ч.-л.) 

descent спуск, снижение kneel становиться на колени 

coincide  совпадать, 

соответствовать 

shrug пожимать (плечами) 

miscalculation просчет stricken пораженный 

instant мгновенный  hug сжимать в объятиях 

canopy тент   
 

Saturday was a full day. They went shopping in the morning at the 

Quebrada, where the nicer stores were, and then stopped for a Mexican 

lunch at Coyuca 22. Joshua said "I suppose you're going to tell me this is 

French, too." 

"No, this is the real thing, gringo." 

"What's a gringo?" 

"You are, amigo." 
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They walked by the fronton building near the Plaza Caleta, and Joshua 

saw the billboards advertising jai alai inside. 

He stood there, wide-eyed, and Jennifer asked, "Would you like to see 

the jai alai games?" 

Joshua nodded. "If it's not too expensive. If we run out of money we 

won't be able to get home." 

"I think we can manage." 

They went inside and watched the furious play of the teams. Jennifer 

placed a bet for Joshua and his team won. 

When Jennifer suggested returning to the hotel, Joshua said, "Gosh, 

Mom, can't we see the divers first?" 

The hotel manager had mentioned them that morning. 

"Are you sure you wouldn't like to rest, Joshua?" 

"Oh, if you're too tired, sure. I keep forgettin' about your age." 

That did it. "Never mind my age." Jennifer turned to Mrs. Mackey. 

"Are you up to it?" 

"Certainly," Mrs. Mackey groaned. 

The diving act was at La Quebrada cliffs. Jennifer, Joshua and Mrs. 

Mackey stood on a public viewing platform while divers carrying lighted 

torches plunged one hundred and fifty feet into a narrow, rock-lined cove, 

timing their descent to coincide with the arrival of incoming breakers. The 

slightest miscalculation would have meant instant death. 

When the exhibition was over, a boy came around to collect a donation 

for the divers. 

"Uno peso, por favor." 

Jennifer gave him five pesos. 

She dreamed about the divers that night. 

Las Brisas had its own beach, La Concha, and early Sunday morning 

Jennifer, Joshua and Mrs. Mackey drove down in one of the pink canopied 

jeeps that the hotel supplied to its guests. The weather was perfect. The 

harbor was a sparkling blue canvas dotted with speedboats and sailboats. 

Joshua stood at the edge of the terrace, watching the water skiers race by. 

"Did you know water skiing was invented in Acapulco, Mom?" 

"No. Where did you hear that?" 

"I either read it in a book or I made it up." 

"I vote for 'made it up.' " 

"Does that mean I can't go water skiing?" 
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"Those speedboats are pretty fast. Aren't you afraid?" 

Joshua looked out at the skiers skimming over the water. "That man 

said, 'I'm going to send you home to Jesus.' And then he put a nail in my 

hand." 

It was the first reference he had made to the terrible ordeal he had 

gone through. 

Jennifer knelt and put her arms around her son. "What made you think 

of that, Joshua?" 

He shrugged. "I don't know. I guess because Jesus walked on water 

and everyone out there is walking on water." He saw the stricken look on 

his mother's face. "I'm sorry, Mom. I don't think about it much, honest." 

She hugged him tightly and said, "It's all right, darling. Of course you 

can go water skiing. Let's have lunch first." 
 

wrought iron кованое железо sniff фыркать 

linen парусина sink тонуть 

buffet а-ля фуршет beg умолять 

lobster омар heel пятка 

salmon лосось, семга  laze бездельничать 

array множество snuggle прижимать(ся) 

sit back откидываться (на 

спинку стула) 

flash быстро 

промелькнуть 

barely едва, лишь convention собрание, съезд 

pick at ковырять ( о еде ) embroider украшать 

вышивкой 

lean forward наклоняться 

вперед 

patina налет, след 

whisper шептать suntan загар 

darkly мрачно be over the hill сдать, катиться 

вниз, по гору 

hold with одобрять   
 

The outdoor restaurant at La Concha had wrought-iron tables set with 

pink linen, shaded by pink-and-white-striped umbrellas. Lunch was a buf-

fet and the long serving table was crowded with an incredible assortment 

of dishes. There were fresh lobster and crab and salmon, selections of cold 

and hot meats, salads, a variety of raw and cooked vegetables, cheeses and 

fruits. There was a separate table for an array of freshly baked desserts. 

The two women watched Joshua fill and empty his plate three times before 

he sat back, satisfied. 
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"It's a very good restaurant," he pronounced. "I don't care what kind of 

food it is." He stood up. "I'll go check on the water skiing." 

Mrs. Mackey had barely picked at her food. 

"Are you feeling all right?" Jennifer asked. "You haven't eaten any-

thing since we arrived." 

Mrs. Mackey leaned forward and whispered darkly, "I don't want 

Montezuma's Revenge!" 

"I don't think you have to worry about that in a place like this." 

"I don't hold with foreign food," Mrs. Mackey sniffed. 

Joshua ran back to the table and said, "I got a boat. Is it okay if I go 

now, Mom?" 

"Don't you want to wait a while?" 

"What for?" 

"Joshua, you'll sink with all you've eaten." 

"Test me!" be begged. 

While Mrs. Mackey watched on shore, Jennifer and Joshua got into 

the speedboat and Joshua had his first water-skiing lesson. He spent the 

first five minutes falling down, and after that, performed as though born to 

water skiing. Before the afternoon was over, Joshua was doing tricks on 

one ski, and finally skiing on his heels with no skis. 

They spent the rest of the afternoon lazing on the sand and swimming. 

On the way back to Las Brisas in the jeep, Joshua snuggled up against 

Jennifer and said, "You know something, Mom?' I think this was probably 

the best day of my whole life. " 

Michael's words flashed through her mind: I just want you to know 

this has been the greatest night of my life. 

Early Monday morning Jennifer arose and got dressed to attend the 

convention. She put on a full-flowing dark green skirt and an off-the-

shoulder blouse embroidered in giant red roses, that revealed her patina of 

suntan. She studied herself in the mirror and was pleased. Despite the fact 

that her son thought she was over the hill, Jennifer was aware that she 

looked like Joshua's beautiful thirty-four-year-old sister. She laughed to 

herself and thought that this vacation was one of her better ideas. 

Jennifer said to Mrs. Mackey, "I have to go to work now. Take good 

care of Joshua. Don't let him get too much sun." 
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cluster группа домов, строе-

ний, зданий, имею-

щих один двор 

defy the law игнорировать закон 

roofed покрытый крышей subvert jus-

tice 

ниспровергать  

правосудие 

sprawl растянуть(ся) fasten устремлять, сосредото-

чивать, фиксировать 

(взгляд, внимание) 

lush буйный blaze сиять 

greenery растительность anger гнев 

tended ухоженный conduct 

investigation 

вести раследование 

lawn газон, лужайка thwart мешать; расстраивать, 

перечить 

stud усыпать ( with ) frustrate расстраивать, срывать 

планы 

statue статуя enforment 

agency 

правоприменительный 

орган 

spot увидеть, узнать suborn подкупать 

stiff тугой, жесткий threaten угрожать 

somber темный deadly py-

thon  

беспощадный питон 

reluctantly неохотно tumultuous бурный  

break up распадаться burst of 

applause 

взрыв аплодисментов 

mount подниматься head направляться 

dais возвышение hail звать, окликать 

pound сильно биться (о 

сердце) 

at sb’s side возле к.-л., рядом с к.-л. 

flee убегать slum посещать места, не со-

ответствующие обще-

ственному статусу визи-

тера 

conspicuous заметный, 

бросающийся в глаза 

common 

folk 

простые люди; 

простолюдины 

slide into a 

seat 

опуститься в кресло secret ser-

vice 

секретная служба, 

разведка 

slip away ускользнуть; уйти, не 

прощаясь 

retreat уходить 

nominee for 

the presiden-

cy 

кандидат, 

выдвинутый в 

президенты 

embarrass сбивать с толку, приво-

дить в замешательство 

resonant звучный overruled отклоняется 
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mesmerize зачаровывать rear задняя сторона; задняя 

часть 

snorkel плавать под водой с 

маской и трубкой 

recklessly опрометчиво 

swell нарастание respond реагировать 

sharply ожесточенно, резко clasp сжимать, обнимать 

pang душевная боль coarse грубый, невежливый, 

непристойный 

disgrace позор underage несовершеннолетний 

oath клятва rub against тереться (обо ч.-л.) 

jurisprudence юриспруденция whisper шептать 

inalienable 

right  

неотъемлемое право tempt склоняться 

mockery насмешка, осмеяние stroke гладить, ласкать 
 

 

*** 
 

The huge convention center was a cluster of five buildings joined by 

roofed circulation terraces, sprawled over thirty-five acres of lush green-

ery. The carefully tended lawns were studded with pre-Columbian statues. 

The Bar Association Convention was being held in Teotihuacan, the main 

hall, holding an audience of seventy-five hundred people. 

Jennifer went to the registration desk, signed in and entered the large 

hall. It was packed. In the crowd she spotted dozens of friends and ac-

quaintances. Nearly all of them had changed from conservative business 

suits and dresses to brightly colored sport shirts and pants. It was as though 

everyone was on vacation. There is a good reason, Jennifer thought, for 

holding the convention in a place like Acapulco instead of in Chicago or 

Detroit. They could take off their stiff collars and somber ties and let 

themselves go under a tropical sun. 

Jennifer had been given a program at the door but, deep in conversa-

tion with some friends, had paid no attention to it. 

A deep voice boomed over the loudspeaker, "Attention, please! Would 

you all please take your seats? Attention, please! We would like to get the 

meeting started. Would you sit down, please!" 

Reluctantly the small groups began to break up as people started to 

find seats. Jennifer looked up to see that half a dozen men had mounted the 

dais. 

In the center was Adam Warner. 
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Jennifer stood there, frozen, as Adam walked to the chair next to the 

microphone and took a seat. She felt her heart begin to pound. The last 

time she had seen Adam had been when they had had lunch at the little 

Italian restaurant, the day he had told her that Mary Beth was pregnant. 

Jennifer's immediate impulse was to flee. She had had no idea Adam 

would be there and she could not bear the thought of facing him. Adam and 

his son being in the same city filled her with panic. Jennifer knew she had 

to get out of there quickly. 

She turned to leave as the chairman announced over the loudspeaker, 

"If the rest of you ladies and gentlemen will take your seats, we will 

begin." 

As people around her began sitting down, Jennifer found herself con-

spicuous by standing. Jennifer slid into a seat, determined to slip away at 

the first opportunity. 

The chairman said, "We are honored this morning to have as our guest 

speaker a nominee for the presidency of the United States. He is a member 

of the New York Bar Association and one of the most distinguished mem-

bers of the United States Senate. It is with great pride that I introduce Sen-

ator Adam Warner." 

Jennifer watched as Adam rose, accepting the warm applause. He 

stepped to the microphone and looked out across the room. "Thank you, 

Mr. Chairman, ladies and gentlemen. " 

Adam's voice was rich and resonant, and he had an air of authority that 

was mesmerizing. The silence in the room was total. 

"There are many reasons why we are gathered here today." He paused. 

"Some of us like to swim and some of us like to snorkel … " There was a 

swell of appreciative laughter. "But the main reason we are here is to ex-

change ideas and knowledge and discuss new concepts. Today, lawyers are 

under greater attack than at any time in my memory. Even the Chief Justice 

of the Supreme Court has been sharply critical of our profession." 

Jennifer loved the way he used our, making him one with the rest of 

them. She let his words wash over her, content just to look at him, to watch 

the way he moved, to hear his voice. At one point he stopped to run his 

fingers through his hair, and it gave Jennifer a sharp pang. It was a gesture 

of Joshua's. Adam's son was only a few miles away and Adam would never 

know. 

Adam's voice grew stronger, more forceful. "Some of you in this room 

are criminal lawyers. I must admit I have always considered that to be the 
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most exciting branch of our profession. Criminal lawyers often deal in life 

and death. It is a very honorable profession and one of which we can all be 

proud. However"–his voice grew hard–"there are some of them"–and now 

Jennifer noticed that Adam was disassociating himself by his choice of the 

pronoun–"who are a disgrace to the oath they have taken. The American 

system of jurisprudence is based on the inalienable right of every citizen to 

have a fair trial. But when the law is made a mockery of, when lawyers 

spend their time and energy, imagination and skill, finding ways to defy 

that law, finding ways to subvert justice, then I think it is time something 

must be done." Every eye in the room was fastened on Adam as he stood 

there, eyes blazing. "I am speaking, ladies and gentlemen, out of personal 

experience and a deep anger for some of the things I see happening. I am 

currently heading a Senate committee conducting an investigation of orga-

nized crime in the United States. My committee has found itself thwarted 

and frustrated time after time by men who hold themselves to be more 

powerful than the highest enforcement agencies of our nation. I have seen 

judges suborned, the families of witnesses threatened, key witnesses disap-

pear. Organized crime in our country is like a deadly python that is squeez-

ing our economy, swallowing up our courts, threatening our very lives. The 

great majority of lawyers are honorable men and women doing honorable 

jobs, but I want to give warning to that small minority who think their law 

is above our law: You're making a grave mistake and you're going to pay 

for that mistake. Thank you."  

Adam sat down to a tumultuous burst of applause that became a stand-

ing ovation. Jennifer found herself on her feet applauding with the others, 

but her thoughts were on Adam's last words. It was as though he had been 

speaking directly to her. Jennifer turned and headed toward the exit, push-

ing her way through the crowd. 

As Jennifer approached the door she was hailed by a Mexican lawyer 

with whom she had worked a year earlier. 

He kissed her hand gallantly and said, "What an honor to have you in 

our country again, Jennifer. I insist you have dinner with me this evening." 

Jennifer and Joshua had planned to go to The Maria Elena that night to 

watch the native dancers. "I'm sorry, Luis. I have an engagement." 

His large, liquid eyes showed his disappointment. "Tomorrow then?" 

Before Jennifer could answer, an assistant district attorney from New 

York was at her side. 
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"Hello, there," he said. "What are you doing slumming with the com-

mon folk? How about having dinner with me tonight? There's a Mexican 

disco called Nepentha, where they have a glass floor lit from underneath 

and a mirror overhead. "  

"It sounds fascinating, thanks, but I'm busy tonight."  

A few moments later Jennifer found herself surrounded by lawyers she 

had worked for and against all over the country. She was a celebrity and 

they all wanted to talk to her. It way half an hour before Jennifer could 

break free. She hurried toward the lobby, and as she moved to the exit, 

Adam was walking toward her, surrounded by the press and secret service 

men. Jennifer tried to retreat, but it was too late. Adam had seen her.  

"Jennifer!" 

For an instant she thought of pretending she had not heard him, but she 

could not embarrass him in front of the others. She would say hello quickly 

and be on her way. 

She watched as Adam moved toward her, saying to the press, "I have 

no more statements to make now, ladies and gentlemen." 

A moment later Adam was touching her hand, looking into her eyes, 

and it was as though they had never been apart. They stood there in the 

lobby, surrounded by people, and yet they might have been completely 

alone. Jennifer had no idea how long they stood there looking at each other. 

Finally, Adam said, "I–I think we'd better have a drink." 

"It would be wiser if we didn't." She had to get out of this place. 

Adam shook his head. "Overruled." 

He took her arm and led her into the crowded bar. They found a table 

at the rear of the room. 

"I've called you and I’ve written to you," Adam said. "You never 

called me back and my letters were returned." 

He was watching her, his eyes filled with questions. "There isn't a day 

that's gone by that I haven't thought about you. Why did you disappear?" 

"It's part of my magic act," Jennifer said lightly. 

A waiter came to take their order. Adam turned to Jennifer. "What 

would you like?" 

"Nothing. I really have to leave, Adam." 

"You can't go now. This is a celebration. The anniversary of the revo-

lution." 

"Theirs or ours?" 
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"What's the difference?" He turned to the waiter. "Two margaritas." 

"No. I–" All right, she thought, one drink. "Make mine a double," Jen-

nifer said recklessly. 

The waiter nodded and left. 

"I read about you all the time," Jennifer said. "I'm very proud of you, 

Adam." 

"Thank you." Adam hesitated. "I've been reading about you, too." 

She responded to the tone in his voice. "But you're not proud of me." 

"You seem to have a lot of Syndicate clients." 

Jennifer found her defenses going up. "I thought your lecture was 

over." 

"This isn't a lecture, Jennifer. I’m concerned about you. My committee 

is after Mike Moretti, and we're going to get him." 

Jennifer looked around the bar filled with lawyers. "For God's sake, 

Adam, we shouldn't be having this discussion, especially in here." 

"Where, then?" 

"Nowhere. Michael Moretti is my client. I can't discuss him with you." 

"I want to talk to you. Where?" 

She shook her head. "I told you I–" 

"I have to talk about us." 

"There is no us." Jennifer started to rise. 

Adam put his hand on her arm. "Please, don't go. I can't let you go. Not 

yet." 

Reluctantly, Jennifer sat down. 

Adam's eyes were fastened on her face. "Do you ever think of me?" 

Jennifer looked up at him and did not know whether to laugh or cry. 

Did she ever think of him! He lived in her house. She kissed him good 

morning every day, made his breakfast, went sailing with him, loved him. 

"Yes," Jennifer said finally, "I think of you." 

"I'm glad. Are you happy?" 

"Of course." She knew she had said it too quickly. She made her voice 

more casual. "I have a successful practice, I’m well off financially, I travel 

a great deal, I see a lot of attractive men. How is your wife?" 

"She's fine." His voice was low. 

"And your daughter?" 

He nodded, and there was pride in his face. "Samantha's wonderful. 

She's just growing up too fast." 

She would be Joshua’s age. 
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"You've never married?" 

"No." 

There was a long moment, and then Jennifer tried to continue, but she 

had hesitated too long. It was too late. Adam had looked into her eyes and 

he had known instantly. 

He clasped her hand in his. "Oh, Jennifer. Oh, my darling!" 

Jennifer could feel the blood rushing to her face. She had known all 

along that this would be a terrible mistake. 

"I have to go, Adam. I have an appointment." 

"Break it," he urged. 

"I’m sorry. I can't." All she wanted to do was get out of there, to get 

her son away from there, to flee back home. 

Adam was saying, "I’m supposed to fly back to Washington on an af-

ternoon plane. I can arrange to stay over if you'll see me tonight." 

"No. No!" 

"Jennifer, I can't let you go again. Not like this. We have to talk. Just 

have dinner with me." 

He was pressing her hand tighter. She looked at him and fought with 

all her strength and found herself weakening. 

"Please, Adam," she begged. "We shouldn't be seen together. If you're 

after Michael Moretti–" 

"This has nothing to do with Moretti. A friend of mine has offered me 

the use of his boat. It's called the Paloma Blanca. It's docked at the Yacht 

Club. Eight o'clock." 

"I won't be there." 

"I will. I’ll be waiting for you." 

Across the room, at the crowded bar, Nick Vito was sitting with two 

Mexican puttanas a friend had delivered to him. Both were pretty and 

coarse and underage, the way Nick Vito liked them. His friend had prom-

ised they would be special, and he had been right. They were rubbing up 

against him, whispering exciting promises in his ear, but Nick Vito was not 

listening. He was staring across the room at the booth where Jennifer Par-

ker and Adam Warner were seated. 

"Why don't we go up to your room now, querido? " one of the girls 

suggested to Nick. 

"Yeah, let's go upstairs," Nick Vito said. 

— 45 — 
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elude избавиться gangplank сходни 

apparently по-видимому hoist the sail поднимать парус 

be at stake быть поставленным на 

карту, быть в опасности 

starboard tack право руля  

be on a crest of 

public popu-

larity 

быть на гребне 

популярности 

be aware of сознавать 

abyss бездна, пропасть moonlit залитый лунным 

светом 

betray предавать, изменять susurration шепот, легкий 

шорох 
 

The Paloma Blanca was a motor sailer and it shone proud and white 

and gleaming in the moonlight. Jennifer approached it slowly, looking 

around to make sure that no one had observed her. Adam had told her he 

would elude the secret service men and apparently he had succeeded. After 

Jennifer had seated Joshua and Mrs. Mackey at Maria Elena, she had taken 

a taxi and had had the driver drop her off two blocks before the pier. 

Jennifer had picked up the phone half a dozen times to call Adam to 

say she would not meet him. She had started to write a note, then had torn 

it up. From the moment she bad left Adam at the bar, Jennifer had been in 

an agony of indecision. She thought of all the reasons why she should not 

see Adam. Nothing good could possibly come of it, and it could lead to a 

tremendous amount of harm. Adam's career could be at stake. He was rid-

ing on a crest of public popularity, an idealist in a time of cynicism, the 

country's hope for the future. He was the darling of the media, but the same 

press that had helped to create him would be out there waiting to push him 

into the abyss if he betrayed their image of him. 

And so Jennifer had made up her mind not to see him. She was another 

woman, living a different life, and she belonged to Michael now ... 

Adam was waiting for her at the top of the gangplank.  

"I was so afraid you weren't coming," he said.  

And she was in his arms and they were kissing.  

"What about the crew, Adam?" Jennifer finally asked.  

"I sent them away. Do you still remember how to sail?"  

"I still remember." 

They hoisted the sail and sheeted in for a starboard tack, and ten 

minutes later the Paloma Blanca was heading through the harbor toward 

the open sea. For the first half hour they were busy navigating, but there 
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was not a moment when they were not acutely aware of each other. The 

tension kept mounting, and they both knew that what was going to happen 

was inevitable. 

When they finally cleared the harbor and were sailing into the moonlit 

Pacific, Adam moved to Jennifer's side and put his arms around her. 

They made love on the deck under the stars, with the soft, fragrant 

breeze cooling their naked bodies. 

The past and the future were swept away and there was only the pre-

sent holding the two of them together in its swiftly fleeting moments. For 

Jennifer knew that this night in Adam's arms was not a beginning; it was 

an ending. There was no way to bridge the worlds that separated them. 

They had traveled too far from each other and there was no road back. Not 

now, not ever. She would always have a part of Adam in Joshua, and that 

would be enough for her, would have to be enough for her. 

This night would have to last her the rest of her life.  

They lay there together, listening to the gentle susurration of the sea 

against the boat.  

Adam said, "Tomorrow–" 

"Don't talk," Jennifer whispered. "Just love me, Adam."  

— 46 — 
gambling рискованный put pressure on 

(upon) sb 

оказывать давле-

ние / нажим на 

кого-л. 

be about to собираться relieve успокаиваться 

put sb in charge 

of 

поставить к.-л. во 

главе 

yell out выкрикивать 

back down отступать, уступать 

(в споре) 

be flushed with 

victory 

быть упоенным 

победой 

be in full swing быть в полном 

разгаре 

drop off оставить, выкинуть 

stand up оказываться 

прочным, 

продержаться 

garbage отбросы, барахло 

crack раскалывать(ся) take out уничтожать 

cool down охлаждаться, 

затихнуть 

dump свалка 

 

Thomas Colfax and Michael Moretti were alone in the room, discuss-

ing a large gambling operation that the Family was about to start in the 

Bahamas. Michael had put Jennifer in charge of making the business ar-

rangements. 
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"You can't do it, Mike," Colfax protested. "I know all the boys down 

there. She doesn't. You must let me handle it." He knew he was talking too 

loudly, but he was unable to control himself. 

"Too late," Michael said. 

"I don't trust the girl. Neither did Tony." 

"Tony's not with us anymore." Michael's voice was dangerously quiet. 

Thomas Colfax knew that this was the moment to back down. "Sure, 

Mike. All I'm saying is that I think the girl's a mistake. I grant you she's 

smart, but I'm warning you, before she's through she could send us all 

away." 

It was Thomas Colfax whom Michael was concerned about. The 

Warner Crime Commission investigation was in full swing. When they 

reached Colfax, how long would the old man stand up to them before he 

cracked? He knew more about the Family than Jennifer Parker could ever 

know. Colfax was the one who could destroy them all, and Michael did not 

trust him. 

Thomas Colfax was saying, "Send her away for awhile. Just until this 

investigation cools down. She's a woman. If they start putting pressure on 

her, she'll talk." 

Michael studied him and made his decision. "All right, Tom. Maybe 

you've got a point there. Jennifer may not be dangerous,but on the other 

hand, if she's not with us a hundred percent, why take unnecessary chanc-

es?" 

"That's all I'm suggesting, Mike." Thomas Colfax rose from his chair, 

relieved. "You're doing the wise thing." 

"I know." Michael turned toward the kitchen and yelled out, "Nick!" 

A moment later Nick Vito appeared. 

"Drive the consigliere back to New York, will you. Nick?" 

"Sure thing, boss." 

"Oh. On the way I want you to stop and deliver a package for me." He 

turned to Thomas Colfax. "You don't mind?" 

"Of course not, Mike." He was flushed with his victory. 

Michael Moretti said to Nick Vito, "Come on. It's upstairs." 

Nick followed Michael up to his bedroom. When they were inside, 

Michael closed the door. 

"I'd like you to make a stop before you get out of New Jersey. " 

"Sure, boss." 
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"I want you to drop off some garbage." Nick Vile looked puzzled. 

"The consigliere," Michael explained. 

"Oh. Okay. Whatever you say." 

“Take him out to the dump. There won't be anyone around at this time 

of night." 
 

be at the 

wheel 

руководить, стоять 

во главе 

short-barreled короткоствольное 

оружие 

sideline отстранять flat спущенная шина 

sideways в сторону heist воровство 

mumble бормотать junkyard свалка  

be in a tur-

moil 

быть в смятении dump избавляться, бросать 

omnipotent всемогущий, 

всесильный 

trunk багажник 

perspiration испарина, пот compact сдавливать, 

спрессовывать 

snuff out убивать dough деньги 

cinch уверенность, 

влияние; 

воздействие 

be bound направляться 

tighten сжимать(ся); 

натягивать(ся) 

  

 

Fifteen minutes later the limousine was headed for New York. Nick 

Vito was at the wheel, with Thomas Colfax in the passenger seat beside him. 

"I’m glad Mike decided to sideline that woman," Thomas Colfax said. 

Nick glanced sideways at the unsuspecting lawyer seated beside him. 

"Uh-huh." 

Thomas Colfax looked at the gold Baume & Mercier watch on his 

wrist. It was three o'clock in the morning, long past his bedtime. It had 

been a long day and he was tired. I'm getting too old for these battles, he 

thought.  

"How far out are we driving?"  

"Not far," Nick mumbled. 

Nick Vito's mind was in a turmoil. Killing was a part of his job and it 

was a part he enjoyed, because of the sense of power it gave him. Nick felt 

like a god when he killed; he was omnipotent. But tonight, he was both-

ered. He could not understand why he had been ordered to blow away 

Thomas Colfax. Colfax was the consigliere, the man everyone turned to 

when they were in trouble. Next to the Godfather, the consigliere was the 
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most important man in the Organization. He had kept Nick out of the 

slammer a dozen times. 

Nick thought. Colfax was right. Mike should never have let a woman 

come into the business. Men thought with their brains. Women didn’t 

think at all. Oh, how he'd love to get his hands on Jennifer Parker!  

"Watch it! You're going off the road!"  

"Sorry." Nick quickly steered the car back into his lane.  

The dump was a short distance ahead. Nick could feel the perspiration 

popping out under his arms. He glanced over again at Thomas Colfax. 

Snuffing him out would be a cinch. It would be like putting a baby to 

sleep but, goddamn it! it was the wrong baby! Someone was giving Mike 

a hand job. This was a sin. It was like murdering his old man. 

He wished he could have talked it over with Salvatore and Joe. They 

could have told him what to do. 

Nick could see the dump ahead to the right of the highway. His nerves 

began to tighten, just as they always did before a hit. He pressed his left 

arm against his side and felt the reassuring bulk of the short-barreled .38 

Smith & Wesson nestling there. 

"I could use a good night's sleep," Thomas Colfax yawned. 

"Yeah." He was going to get a long, long sleep. 

The car was nearing the dump now. Nick checked the rear-view mirror 

and scanned the road ahead. There were no cars in sight. 

He put his foot on the brake suddenly and said, "Goddamn it, it feels 

like I'm getting a flat." 

He brought the car to a stop, opened the door and stepped out onto the 

road. He slipped the gun out of its holster and held it at his side. Then he 

moved around to the passenger side of the car and said, "Could you give 

me a hand?"  

Thomas Colfax opened the door and stepped out. "I’m not very good 

at–" He saw the raised gun in Nick's hand and stopped. He tried to swal-

low. "W-What's the matter. Nick?" His voice cracked. "What have I 

done?" 

That was the question that had been burning inside Nick Vito's mind 

all evening. Someone was running a game on Mike. Colfax was on their 

side, he was one of them. When Nick's younger brother had gotten in trou-

ble with the Feds, it had been Colfax who had stepped in and saved the 

boy. He had even gotten him a job. I owe him, goddamn it, Nick thought. 
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He let his gun hand drop. "Honest to God, I don't know, Mr. Colfax. It 

ain't right." 

Thomas Colfax looked at him a moment and sighed. "Do what you 

have to do, Nick." 

"Jesus, I can't do this. You're my consigliere." 

"Mike will kill you if you let me go." 

Nick knew that Colfax was telling the truth. Michael Moretti was not a 

man to tolerate disobedience. Nick thought of Tommy Angelo. Angelo had 

been the wheel man on a fur heist. Michael had ordered him to take the car 

they had used and have it crushed in a compactor in a New Jersey junkyard 

the Family owned. Tommy Angelo had been in a hurry to keep a date, so 

he had dumped the car on an East Side street, where investigators had 

found it. Angelo had disappeared the next day, and the story was that his 

body had been put in the trunk of an old Chevy and compacted. No one 

crossed Michael Moretti and lived. But there is a way, Nick thought. 

"Mike don't have to know it," Nick said. His usually slow brain was 

working rapidly, with an unnatural clarity. "Look," he said, "all you gotta 

do is blow the country. I’ll tell Mike I buried you under the garbage so 

they'll never find you. You can hide out in South America or somewhere. 

You must have a little dough stashed away." 

Thomas Colfax tried to keep the sudden hope out of his voice. "I have 

plenty, Nick. I’ll give you whatever–" 

Nick shook his head fiercely. "I ain't doin' this for money. I'm doin' it 

because" – How could he put it into words? – "I got respect for you. 

The only thing is, you gotta protect me. Can you catch a mornin' plane to 

South America? " 

Thomas Colfax said, "No problem, Nick. Just drop me off at my 

house. My passport's there." 

Two hours later, Thomas Colfax was on an Eastern Airlines jet. It was 

bound for Washington, D.C. 
 

Comprehension 

 

  2.   Give detailed answers to the following questions 
 

1. What way was Antonio Granelli's funeral arranged? 
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2. Why was Jennifer proving more valuable to Michael every day? 

3. What was Eddie Santini picked up on?  

4. Why did Ken Bailey leave Jennifer's office? 

5. Did Adam succeed in the presidential nomination? 

6. Where did Jennifer, Joshua and Mrs. Mackey fly? 

7. What places in Acapulco did Jennifer and Joshua visit? 

8. What surprise was waiting for Jennifer at the convention?  

9. What is the American system of jurisprudence based on? 

10. Who saw Jennifer and Adam together in the bar? 

11. What resons did Jennifer think of why she should not see Adam? 

12. What was the reason of Thomas Colfax and Michael Moretti's quar-

relling? 

13. Did Michael trust Thomas Colfax? Why or why not? 

14. What decision did Michael make?  

15. Why was Nick Vito's mind in turmoil? 

16. Why couldn’t Nick Vito kill Thomas Colfax? 
 

  3.   Find evidence in the text to support the following state-

ments 
 

1. Adam Warner was in the highlights after he had done well in the pri-

maries.  

2. There were many reasons why the convention was held in Acapulco.  

3. Jennifer had been in an agony of indecision. 

4. Killing was a part of Nick Vito’s job and it was a part he enjoyed.  

5. Michael Moretti was not a man to tolerate disobedience 
 

  4.   Consider the following topics. Make use of the words and 

word combinations given in brackets 
 

1. The Santini Case ( to blink the sleep from one’s eyes, to be 

picked up, an armed robbery, a two-time loser, to convict sb, a witness, to 

get a good look at sb, to pick up the telephone, to dial, to get some infor-

mation, to repeat the call to two other newspapers and a television station, 

to arrange for Eddie Santini’s bail, the television cameraman, a reporter, a 

photographer, the police captain on duty, to go out the back way, to lead sb 

to the front corridor, to step aside, to take pictures, to hear of freedom of 

the press, to get a call from sb, to be all over the front pages and on the 

television news, to turn smth into a circus, to identify) 
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2. Adam’s election campaign ( the Cow Palace in San Francisco, to 

be filled with, delegates from all over the country, presidential nomination, 

to do well in primaries, to outshine, ballot, unanimous, incumbent, the 

leader of the opposition party, a low credibility rating, to be inept, to vie, to 

saturate, to build an image, to be a good asset, to know the psychology of 

the public,  to be merchandised, advertising agency, salesmanship, televi-

sion spots, to grow bigger and bigger,  to span the nation, to be watched on 

television, heard on radio, seen on billboards, one of the key issues of the 

campaign, crime investigation committee, the rising crime rate, unemploy-

ment, urban blight, to set up a debate, to discuss the basic issues) 
 

3. Annual Convention in Acapulco (in the midst of handling half a 

dozen cases, to ignore the invitation, to take place, reservation, to break the 

news to sb, the huge convention center, to go to the receptionist desk, to 

sign in, to enter the large hall, to spot dozens of friends and acquaintances, 

to be given a program, to pay no attention to smth,  to be crowded, nominee 

for presidency, to exchange ideas, to discuss new concepts, to be under 

greater attack, to be a disgrace to the oath, system of jurisprudence, an in-

alienable right of every citizen to have a fair trial, to make a mockery of, to 

defy the law, to subvert justice, an investigation of organized crime, to 

suborn, to be like a deadly python, to squeeze the economy) 
 

4. The relationship of the members of the Mafia ( to be alone in 

the room, a large gambling operation, to be about to start, to put sb in 

charge of smth, to protest, to be unable to  control oneself, the moment to 

back down, to be in full swing, not to trust sb, to destroy, to send sb away 

for a while, to put pressure on sb, to make a decision, to do the wise thing, 

to  deliver a package, to be flushed with victory, to drop off some garbage, 

to look puzzled, to take sb out to the dump, to be in a turmoil, let a woman 

come into the business, to get one’s hands on sb,  to be a short distance 

ahead, no cars in sight, to bring the car to a stop, to be one of them, to be 

on their side, not a man to tolerate disobedience, to bury under the garbage, 

to hide out in South America, to keep the sudden hope out of one’s voice) 
 

Activator 
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  5.   Give the English equivalents of the following Russian 

words and word combinations 
 

1. утешение 2. вооруженный грабеж 3. полицейский участок 

4. устанавливать аппаратуру для тайного подслушивания 5. повестка 

с вызовом в суд 6. кандидат, выдвинутый на пост президента 

7. угрожать 8. вести расследование 9. ниспровергать правосудие 

10. игнорировать закон 11. заключить пари 12. собрание, конвенция 

13. американская ассоциация адвокатов 14. уровень преступности 

15. предавать, изменять 16. сообщать в тайне 17. предварительные 

выборы 18. занимающий пост 19. капитан полиции на дежурстве 

20. вести судебный процесс 21. администрацивный округ, относя-

щийся к определенному полицейскому или избирательному участку 

22. обвинение 
 

  6.   Translate into English using the words and word  

combinations from the text 
 
 

1. Присутствовали три кандидата на пост президента, которые 

успешно прошли первичные выборы. 

2. Ключевыми темами кампании были законность и правопорядок. 

3. Американская система юриспруденции основывается на праве 

каждого гражданина на справедливый суд. 

4. Но когда адвокаты прилагают весь свой талант и энергию, чтобы 

обойти закон, надо принимать ответные меры. 

5. Организованная преступность, как удав, стягивает кольца вокруг 

нашей экономики, проглатывает суд, угрожает нашей жизни. 

6. Он сейчас был на волне популярности, олицетворяя надежды 

страны на будущее.     

7. Комиссия по расследованию организованной преступности, воз-

главляемая Адамом Уорнером, работала в полную силу. 

8. Телефонный звонок разбудил Дженнифер: «Только что арестова-

ли Эдди Сантини за вооруженное ограбление. Он условно на 

свободе, поэтому ему грозит пожизненное заключение». 

9. Дженнифер вошла в полицейский участок и оформила освобож-

дение Сантини под залог.  
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  7.   Match the words on the left with their definitions on the 

right. Then choose the best word from those given to com-
plete each of the sentences which follow 

 

1. subpoena a) to show definitely that it is true or correct 

2. precinct b) to persuade someone to tell lies in a court of law 

or to do something else that is illegal, especially 

for money 

3. beware c) to say that you will cause someone pain, unhappi-

ness, or trouble if they do not do what they want 

4. confide d) to try to persuade someone to do something be-

cause its their duty 

5. jurisprudence e) an act of robbing something very valuable from a 

shop, bank etc. 

6. overrule f) too young to legally buy alcohol, drive a car, vote 

etc. 

7. prove g) a legal document telling someone that they must 

attend a court of law and give evidence as a wit-

ness 

8. put pressure on  h) to tell someone a secret and trust them not to tell 

anyone else 

9. suborn i) an area or district which is part of a city and has 

its own police force, fire service, etc 

10. threaten j) to warn someone to be careful of, or to be on their 

guard against, someone or something that must be 

dangerous, cause them difficulties, or deceive 

them 

11. underage k) to decide that what someone is saying is not al-

lowed or is not valid 

12. heist l) the study of law and the principles on which laws 

are based  
 

1. … the man who speaks softly of love and marriage. 

2. He had … to me that he wasn’t an Irishman at all. 

3. He pays twelve-fifty for each … plus mileage. 

4. Jennifer wanted to make certain the photographers had time to get to 

the … on 51st Street.  

5. The objection was … . 

6. … is often defined as the philosophy of the law. It seeks to answer 

such questions as what is law, and what should be the law? 
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7. I have seen judges … , the families of witnesses threatened, key wit-

nesses disappear. 

8. Across the room, at the crowded bar, Nick Vito was sitting with two 

Mexican puttanas a friend had delivered to him. Both were pretty and 

coarse and … . 

9. When those three witnesses get up in court to identify Eddie Santini, 

they're going to have to … they didn't identify him because they saw 

his picture all over the newspapers and television. 

10. Angelo had been the wheel man on a fur … . Michael had ordered him 

to take the car they had used and have it crushed in a compactor in a 

New Jersey junkyard the Family owned. 

11. If they start … on her, she'll talk. 

12. The group’s members were … with imprisonment. 
 

  8.   Put a tick to show the most typical collocations 
 

 investigation law case court justice 

defy      

handle      

conduct      

subvert      

practice      

mount      

consult      

pursue      

teach      

attend      

hold      

stand      

 

  9.   Replace the highlighted words with a suitable idiomatic 

expression given in the box. 
 

look one’s age, look up and down, look down one’s nose at anyone, look 

before you leap, look on the bright side of things, look small, look sb in 

the eye, be on the look out for smth, be not much to look at, a new look 
 

1. Jennifer was so beautiful; she didn’t appear as old as she really was. 

2. Try to be cheerful in spite of difficulties. 
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3. The officer inspected the men closely in order to judge and then 

started to tell them what he thought of them in no uncertain terms. 

4. Robert Di Silva regards anyone as unimportant or socially inferior 

who is no good at law. 

5. Think before you act boldly. 

6. I know she’s hiding something when she won’t look directly at me 

without fear and guilt. 

7. Everyone hates being made to appear unimportant or silly. 

8. She is searching for a new job. She’ll be lucky at the moment. 

9. It’s not attractive in appearance but it’s comfortable. 

10. The office has been given a fresh and more up-to-date appearance 

over the weekend. 
 

  10.   Study the table and then fill in the correct particle in the 

sentences below.  
 

to look around  examine one’s surrounding 

to look into a) investigate b) look at (inside of) 

to look forward to anticipate with pleasure 

to look round smth go and visit 

to look up to sb respect 

to look for search for 

to look out watch 
 

1. Have we time to look … the town before lunch? 

2. Jennifer has always looked … Adam Warner. 

3. Jennifer approached it slowly looking … to make sure that no one had 

observed her. 

4. A moment later Adam was touching her hand, looking … her eyes. 

5. Joshua looked … … the skiers skimming over the water. 

6. She spent half an hour looking … her keys. 

7. The police are looking … the case. 

8. Joshua was looking … spending some time in Acapulco. 

 

  11.   Put in the correct prepositions 
 

1. She took consolation and pride … the fact that her husband was taking 

her father’s place as head … the Family. 
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2. Ken Bailey was waiting … her office … that afternoon when Jennifer 

walked in, and she knew instantly … the look … his face that some-

thing was wrong. 

3. Haven’t you heard … freedom …the press?  

4. You’re wrong … what you think … Michael.  

5. There was no way … … it. 

6. The Cow Palace … San Francisco was a madhouse, filled … noisy, 

chanting delegates … all … the country.  

7. That’s part … the price you’re going to have to pay.  

8. I’ll keep him … … you as much as possible.  

9. Jennifer was … the midst … handling half a dozen cases.  

10. Jennifer, Joshua and Mrs. Mackey flew … Acapulco … Friday morn-

ing … a Braniff jet.  

11. They spent the rest … the afternoon lazing … the sand and swimming.  

12. Jennifer had been given a program … the door but, deep … conversa-

tion … some friends, had paid no attention … it. 

13. … an instant she thought … pretending she had not heard him.  

14. A friend … mine has offered me the use … his boat. 
 

Discussion 

 

  12.   Agree or disagree to the statements. Give your arguments 

for or against them 
 

1. Criminal lawyers often deal in life and death. 

2. The American system of jurisprudence is based on the inalienable right 

of every citizen to have a fair trial. 

 

  12.   Comment on the following ideas 
 

1. Jennifer walked over to the window and stared out at the city below. It 

looked like a jungle at night, with only a dying campfire to keep away 

the encroaching terrors. It was Michael’s jungle. There was no way 

out of it. (Jennifer Parker) 
 



 430 

2. Mike should never have let a woman come into the business. (Nick 

Vito) 
 

3. Beware of people who say they are too rich to have to work for money. 

(Adam Warner) 
 

4. It’s simple. You’re a product, A.W. We’re going to sell you just like 

we’d sell any other product. (Blair Roman) 
 

5. Organized crime in our country is like a deadly python that is squeez-

ing our economy, swallowing up our courts, threatening our very lives. 

(Adam Warner) 
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(Chapters 47 – 51) 
 

 

Vocabulary Preview 

 

  1.   Read the text carefully. The following words and word 

combinations will help you to avoid difficulties in under-

standing 

— 47 — 
greedily жадно, с жадностью tow rope канат, трос 

soak up впитывать, 

поглощать 

run over переливаться через 

край 

lumber тяжело ступать, 

неуклюже двигаться 

sailboat парусная шлюпка 

digest переваривать tip over опрокидывать(ся) 

metabolism обмен веществ starve 

 

умирать от голода 

 

pier пирс, причал bit  обуздывать, 

сдерживать, 

укрощать, 

speed-boat быстроходный катер the back of 

his head 

затылок 

engage in  вовлекать,  

уговаривать; 

bump 

 

столкновение (обычно 

сильное); глухой тя-

желый удар 

earnest conver-

sation 

серьезный; важный 

разговор 

lump опухоль, шишка; 

бугор, выступ 

roar  реветь,орать; рычать pitch бросать, подавать, 

посылать мяч 

look up смотреть вверх, 

поднимать глаза 

smugly самодовольно 

lost his balance потерять равновесие portly дородный, полный, 

тучный   

pilings свайное сооружение lad мальчик; юноша; 

парень 

PART 12 
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grin скалить зубы; оскла-

биться; ухмыляться 

(at) 

stick   втыкать 

wave at подавать сигнал, 

размахивать, махать 

needle иголка 

 pound колотиться, сильно 

биться (о сердце) 

 wince (with 

pain) 

морщиться (от боли) 

 

 nasty  опасный, 

рискованный, 

угрожающий 

be fit as a 

fiddle 

быть совершенно 

здоровым 

 

pull back   отдергивать, 

оттаскивать, 

оттягивать 

 load груз 

slip скольжение; 

сползание 

bill законопроект; билль 

 

It was their last day in Acapulco, a perfect morning with warm, soft 

breezes playing melodies through the palm trees. The beach at La Concha 

was crowded with tourists greedily soaking up the sun before returning to 

the routine of their everyday lives. 

Joshua came running up to the breakfast table wearing a bathing suit, 

his athletic little body fit and tan. Mrs. Mackey lumbered along behind 

him. 

Joshua said, "I’ve had plenty of sufficient time to digest my food, 

Mom. Can I go water skiing now?" 

"Joshua, you just finished eating." 

"I have a very high metabolism rate," he explained earnestly. "I digest 

food fast." 

Jennifer laughed. "All right. Have a good time. " 

"I will. Watch me, huh?" 

Jennifer watched as Joshua raced along the pier to a waiting speed-

boat. She saw him engage the driver in earnest conversation, and then they 

both turned to look at Jennifer. She signaled an okay, and the driver nod-

ded and Joshua began to put on water skis. 

The motor boat roared into life and Jennifer looked up to see Joshua 

beginning to rise on his water skis. 

Mrs. Mackey said proudly, "He's a natural athlete, isn't he?" 

At that moment, Joshua turned to wave at Jennifer and lost his bal-

ance, falling against the pilings. Jennifer leaped to her feet and began rac-
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ing toward the pier. An instant later, she saw Joshua's head appear above 

the surface of the water and he looked at her, grinning. 

Jennifer stood there, her heart beating fast, and watched as Joshua put 

the water skis back on. As the boat circled and began to move forward 

again, it gained enough momentum to pull Joshua to his feet. He turned 

once to wave at Jennifer and then was racing away on top of the waves. 

She stood there watching, her heart still pounding from fright. If anything 

happened to him . . . She wondered whether other mothers loved their chil-

dren as much as she loved her son, but it did not seem possible. She would 

have died for Joshua, killed for him. I have killed for him, she thought, 

with the hand of Michael Moretti. 

Mrs. Mackey was saying, "That could have been a nasty fall." 

"Thank God it wasn't." 

Joshua was out on the water for an hour. When the boat pulled back 

into the slip, he let go of the tow rope and gracefully skied up onto the 

sand. 

He ran over to Jennifer, filled with excitement. "You should have seen 

the accident, Mom. It was incredible! A big sailboat tipped over and we 

stopped and saved their lives." 

"That's wonderful, son. How many lives did you save?" 

"There were six of them." 

"And you pulled them out of the water?" 

Joshua hesitated. "Well, we didn't exactly pull them out of the water. 

They were kinda sittin' on the side of their boat. But they probably would 

have starved to death if we hadn't come along." 

Jennifer bit her lip to keep from smiling. "I see. They were very lucky 

you came along, weren't they?" 

"I’ll say." 

"Did you hurt yourself when you fell, darling?" 

"Course not." He felt the back of his head. "I got a little bump." 

"Let me feel it." 

"What for? You know what a bump feels like." 

Jennifer reached down and gently ran her hand along the back of Josh-

ua's head. 

Her fingers found a large lump. "It's as big as an egg, Joshua." 

"It's nothing." 
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Jennifer rose to her feet. "I think we’d better get started back to the ho-

tel." 

"Can't we stay a little while longer?" 

"I'm afraid not. We have to pack. You don't want to miss your ball 

game Saturday, do you?" 

He sighed. "No. Old Terry Waters is just waitin’ to take my place." 

"No chance. He pitches like a girl.'' 

Joshua nodded smugly. "He does, doesn't he?” 

When they returned to Las Brisas, Jennifer telephoned the manager 

and asked him to send a doctor to the room. The doctor arrived thirty 

minutes later, a portly, middle-aged Mexican dressed in an old-fashioned 

white suit. Jennifer admitted him into the bungalow. 

"How may I serve you?" Dr. Raul Mendoza asked. 

"My son had a fall this morning. He has a nasty bump on his head. I 

want to make sure he's all right." 

Jennifer led him into Joshua's bedroom, where he was packing a suit-

case. 

"Joshua, this is Doctor Mendoza." 

Joshua looked up and asked, "Is somebody sick?" 

"No. No one's sick, my lad. I just wanted the doctor to take a look at 

your head." 

"Oh, for Pete's sake, Mom! What's the matter with my head?" 

"Nothing. I would just feel better if Doctor Mendoza checked it over. 

Humor me, will you?" 

"Women!" Joshua said. He looked at the doctor suspiciously. "You're 

not going to stick any needles in me or anything, are you?" 

"No, senor, I am a very painless doctor."' 

"That's the kind I like." 

"Please sit down." 

Joshua sat on the edge of the bed and Dr. Mendoza ran his fingers over 

the back of Joshua's head. Joshua winced with pain but he did not cry out. 

The doctor opened his medical bag and took out an ophthalmoscope. "Open 

your eyes wide, please." 

Joshua obeyed. Dr. Mendoza stared through the instrument. 

"You see any naked dancin' girls in there?" 

"Joshua!" 

"I was just askin'." 
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Dr. Mendoza examined Joshua's other eye. "You are fit as a fiddle. 

That is the American slang expression, no?" He rose to his feet and closed 

his medical bag. "I would put some ice on that," he told Jennifer. "Tomor-

row the boy will be fine."  

It was as though a heavy load had been lifted from Jennifer's heart. 

"Thank you," she said. 

"I will arrange the bill with the hotel cashier, senora. Goodbye, young 

man." 

"Good-bye, Doctor Mendoza." 

When the doctor had gone, Joshua turned to his mother. "You sure like 

to throw your money away, Mom." 

"I know. I like to waste it on things like food, your health–" 

"I'm the healthiest man on the whole team." 

"Stay that way." 

He grinned. "I promise." 

They boarded the six o'clock plane to New York and were back in 

Sands Point late that night. Joshua slept all the way home. 

— 48 — 
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The room was crowded with ghosts. Adam Warner was in his study, 

preparing a major television campaign speech, but it was impossible to 

concentrate. His mind was filled with Jennifer. He had been able to think 

of nothing else since he had returned from Acapulco. Seeing her had only 

confirmed what Adam had known from the beginning. He had made the 

wrong choice. He should never have given up Jennifer. Being with her 

again was a reminder of all that he had had, and thrown away, and he 

could not bear the thought of it. He was in an impossible situation. A no-

win situation, Blair Roman would have called it. 

There was a knock on the door and Chuck Morrison, Adam's chief as-

sistant, came in carrying a cassette. "Can I talk to you a minute, Adam?" 

"Can it wait, Chuck? I'm in the middle of–" 

"I don't think so." There was excitement in Chuck Morrison's voice. 

"All right. What's so urgent?" 

Chuck Morrison moved closer to the desk. "I just got a telephone call. 

It could be some crazy, but if it's not, then Christmas came early this year. 

Listen to this."  

He placed a cassette in the machine on Adam's desk, pressed a switch 

and the tape began to play. 

What did you say your name was? 

It doesn't matter. I won't talk to anyone except Senator Warner. 

The Senator is busy just now. Why don't you drop him a note and I'll 

see to – 

NO! Listen to me. This is very important. Tell Senator Warner I can 

deliver Michael Moretti to him. I'm taking my life in my hands making 

this phone call. Just give Senator Warner the message. 

All right. Where are you? 

I'm at the Capitol Motel on Thirty-Second Street. Room Fourteen. 

Tell him not to come until after dark and to make sure he's not followed. I 
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know you're taping this. If you play the tape for anyone but him, I'm a 

dead man. 

There was a click and the tape ended. 

Chuck Morrison said, "What do you think?" 

Adam frowned. "The town is full of cranks. On the other hand, our boy 

sure knows what bait to use, doesn't he? Michael–by God–Moretti!" 

At ten o'clock that night, Adam Warner, accompanied by four secret 

service men, cautiously knocked at the door of Room 14 of the Capitol Mo-

tel. The door was opened a crack. 

The moment Adam saw the face of the man inside, he turned to the 

men with him and said, "Stay outside. Don't let anyone near this place." 

The door opened wider and Adam stepped into the room. 

"Good evening, Senator Warner." 

"Good evening, Mr. Colfax." 

The two men stood there appraising each other. 

Thomas Colfax looked older than when Adam had last seen him, but 

there was another difference, almost indefinable. And then Adam realized 

what it was. Fear. Thomas Colfax was frightened. He had always been a 

self-assured, almost arrogant man, and now that self-assurance had disap-

peared. 

"Thank you for coming, Senator." Colfax's voice sounded strained and 

nervous. 

"I understand you want to talk to me about Michael Moretti." 

"I can lay him in your lap." 

"You're Moretti's attorney. Why would you want to do that?" 

"I have my reasons." 

"Let's say I decided to go along with you. What would you expect in 

return?" 

"First, complete immunity. Second, I want to get out of the country. I’ll 

need a passport and papers– a new identity." 

So Michael Moretti had put out a contract on Thomas Colfax. It was 

the only explanation for what was happening. Adam could hardly believe 

his good fortune. It was the best possible break he could have had. 

"If I get immunity for you," Adam said, "–and I’m not promising you 

anything yet–you understand that I would expect you to go into court and 

testify fully. I would want everything you've got." 

"You'll have it." 

"Does Moretti know where you are now?" 
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"He thinks I'm dead." Thomas Colfax smiled nervously. "If he finds 

me, I will be." 

"He won't find you. Not if we make a deal." 

"I’m putting my life in your hands, Senator." 

"Frankly," Adam informed him, "I don’t give a damn about you. I want 

Moretti. Let’s lay down the ground rules. If we come to an agreement, 

you'll get all the protection the government can give you. If I'm satisfied 

with your testimony, we'll provide you with enough money to live in any 

country you choose under an assumed identity. In return for that, you'll 

have to agree to the following: I’ll want full testimony from you regarding 

Moretti's activities. You'll have to testify before a grand jury, and when we 

bring Moretti to trial, I'll expect you to be a witness for the government. 

Agreed?" 

Thomas Colfax looked away. Finally he said, "Tony Granelli must be 

turning over in his grave. What happens to people? Whatever happened to 

honor?" 

Adam had no answer. This was a man who had cheated the law a hun-

dred times, who had gotten paid killers off scot-free, who had helped mas-

termind the activities of the most vicious crime organization the civilized 

world had ever known. And he was asking what had happened to honor. 

Thomas Colfax turned to Adam. "We have a deal. I want it in writing, 

and I want it signed by the Attorney General." 

"You'll have it." Adam looked around the shabby motel room. "Let's 

get out of this place." 

"I won't go to a hotel. Moretti's got ears everywhere." 

"Not where you're going." 

At ten minutes past midnight a military truck and two jeeps, manned 

by armed marines, rolled up in front of Room 14. Four military police went 

into the room and came out a few moments later, closely escorting Thomas 

Colfax into the back of the truck. The procession pulled away from the 

motel with one jeep in front of the truck and the second jeep following in 

the rear, headed for Quantico, Virginia, thirty-five miles south of Washing-

ton. The three-car caravan proceeded at high speed, and forty minutes later 

arrived at the United States Marine Corps base at Quantico. 

The commandant of the base, Major General Roy Wallace, and a de-

tail of armed marines were waiting at the gate. As the caravan came to a 

stop, General Wallace said to the captain in charge of the detail, "The pris-
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oner is to be taken directly to the stockade. There is to be no conversation 

with him." 

Major General Wallace watched as the procession entered the com-

pound. He would have given a month's pay to know the identity of the man 

in the truck. The general's command consisted of a 310-acre Marine Corps 

air station and part of the FBI's Academy, and was the principal center for 

training officers of the United States Marine Corps. He had never before 

been asked to house a civilian prisoner. It was totally outside regulations. 

Two hours earlier, he had received a telephone call from the comman-

dant of the Marine Corps himself. "There's a man on his way to your base, 

Roy. I want you to clear out the stockade and keep him in there until fur-

ther orders." 

General Wallace thought he had heard wrong. "Did you say clear out 

the stockade, sir?” 

"That’s right. I want this man in there by himself. No one is to be al-

lowed near him. I want you to double the stockade guard. Understood?" 

"Yes, General." 

"One more thing, Roy. If anything happens to that man while he's in 

your custody, I’m going to have roasted ass for breakfast." 

And the commandant had hung up. 

General Wallace watched the truck lumber toward the stockade, then 

returned to his office and rang for his aide, Captain Alvin Giles. 

"About the man we're putting in the stockade–" General Wallace said. 

"Yes. General?" 

"Our primary objective is his safety. I want you to hand-pick the 

guards yourself. No one else is to go near him. No visitors, no mail, no 

packages. Understood?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"I want you personally to be in the kitchen when his food is being pre-

pared." 

"Yes, General." 

"If anyone shows any undue curiosity about him, I want that reported 

to me immediately. Any questions?" 

"No, sir." 

"Very good, Al. Stay on top of it." 

— 49 — 
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Jennifer was awakened by the soft drumming of the early morning 

rain, and she lay in bed listening to it gently hammering against the house. 

She glanced at the alarm clock. It was time to begin her day. Half an 

hour later, Jennifer walked downstairs into the dining room to join Joshua 

for breakfast. He was not there. 

Mrs. Mackey came in from the kitchen. "Good morning, Mrs. Parker." 

"Good morning. Where's Joshua?" 

"He seemed so tired that I thought I'd let him sleep a little longer. He 

doesn't have to start back to school until tomorrow." 

Jennifer nodded. "Good idea." 

She ate her breakfast and went upstairs to say good-bye to Joshua. He 

was lying in his bed, sound asleep. 

Jennifer sat on the edge of the bed and said softly, "Hey, sleepyhead, 

do you want to say good-bye?" 

He slowly opened one eye. "Sure, friend.’Bye." His voice was heavy 

with sleep. "Do I have to get up?" 

"No. Tell you what. Why don't you laze around today? You can stay 

inside and have fun. It's raining too hard to go outdoors." 

He nodded drowsily. "Okay, Mom." 

His eyes closed again and he was asleep. 

Jennifer spent the afternoon in court, and by the time she finished and 

arrived home it was after seven o'clock. The rain, which had been a drizzle 

all day, was coming down in torrents, and as Jennifer drove up the drive-

way, the house looked like a besieged castle surrounded by a gray, churn-

ing moat. 

Mrs. Mackey opened the front door and helped Jennifer out of her 

dripping raincoat. 

Jennifer shook the damp out of her hair and said, "Where’s Joshua?" 

"He's asleep." 
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Jennifer looked at Mrs. Mackey with concern. "Has he been sleeping 

all day?" 

"Heavens, no. He's been up and around. I fixed him dinner, but when I 

went upstairs to get him he had dozed off again, so I just thought I'd let him 

be." 

"I see." 

Jennifer went upstairs into Joshua's room and quietly entered. Joshua 

was asleep. Jennifer leaned over and touched his forehead. He had no fe-

ver; his color was normal. She felt his pulse. There was nothing wrong ex-

cept her imagination. She was letting it run away with her. Joshua had 

probably been playing too hard all day and it was natural that he was tired. 

Jennifer slipped out of the room and returned downstairs. 

"Why don't you make some sandwiches for him, Mrs. Mackey? Leave 

them at the side of the bed. He can have them when he wakes up." 

Jennifer had dinner at her desk, working on briefs, preparing a trial 

deposition for the next day. She thought about calling Michael to tell him 

she was back, but she was hesitant about speaking to him so soon after the 

night with Adam ... He was too perceptive. It was after midnight when she 

finished reading. She stood up and stretched, trying to relieve the tension in 

her back and neck. She put her papers in her attaché case, turned out the 

lights and went upstairs. She passed by Joshua's room and looked in. He 

was still asleep. 

The sandwiches on the stand beside the bed were untouched. 

The following morning when Jennifer went down to breakfast, Joshua 

was there, dressed and ready for school. 

"Morning, Mom." 

"Good morning, darling. How are you feeling?" 

"Great. I was really tired. Must have been that Mexican sun." 

"Must have been." 

"Acapulco's really neat. Can we go back there on my next vacation?" 

"I don't know why not. You glad to be getting back to school?" 

"I refuse to answer on the grounds that it might incriminate me." 

In the middle of the afternoon, Jennifer was taking a deposition when 

Cynthia buzzed. 

"I'm sorry to disturb you, but there's a Mrs. Stout on the line and–" 

Joshua's homeroom teacher. "I'll take it." 
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Jennifer picked up the telephone. "Hello, Mrs. Stout. Is anything 

wrong?" 

"Oh no, everything's fine, Mrs. Parker. I didn't mean to alarm you. I 

just thought I might suggest to you that it would be a good idea if Joshua 

got more sleep." 

"What do you mean?" 

"He slept through most of his classes today. Miss Williams and Mrs. 

Toboco both mentioned it. Perhaps you could see to it that he gets to bed a 

bit earlier." 

Jennifer stared at the telephone. "I–yes, I’ll do that." 

Slowly, she replaced the receiver and turned to the people in the room 

watching her. 

"I–I’m sorry," she said. "Excuse me." 

She hurried out to the reception room. "Cynthia, find Dan. Ask him to 

finish the deposition for me. Something has come up." 

"All – " Jennifer was already out the door. 

She drove home like a madwoman, exceeding the speed limit, going 

through red lights, her mind filled with visions of something terrible having 

happened to Joshua. The drive seemed interminable and when her house 

appeared in the distance, Jennifer half expected to see the driveway filled 

with ambulances and police cars. The driveway was deserted. Jennifer 

pulled up beside the front door and hurried into the house. 

"Joshua!" 

He was in the den watching a baseball game on television. 

"Hi, Mom. You're home early. Did you get fired?" 

Jennifer stood in the doorway staring at him, her body flooding with 

relief. She felt like an idiot. 

“You should have seen the last inning. Craig Swan was fantastic!" 

"How do you feel, son?" 

"Great." 

Jennifer put her hand on his forehead. He had no fever. 

"You sure you're all right?" 

''Of course I am. Why do you look so funny? You worried about some-

thing? You want to have a man-to-man talk?" 

She smiled. "No, darling, I just–does anything hurt you?" 

He groaned. "I’ll say. The Mets are losing six to five. You know what 

happened in the first inning?" 
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He began an excited replay of his favorite team's exploits. Jennifer 

stood there looking at him, adoring him, thinking, Damn my imagination! 

Of course he's all right. 

"You go on and watch the rest of the game. I'll see about dinner." 

Jennifer went into the kitchen, lighthearted. She decided to make a ba-

nana cake, one of Joshua's favorite desserts. 

Thirty minutes later, when Jennifer returned to the study, Joshua was 

lying on the floor, unconscious. 

The ride to Blinderman Memorial Hospital seemed to take forever. 

Jennifer sat in the back of the ambulance clutching Joshua's hand. An at-

tendant was holding an oxygen mask over Joshua's face. He had not re-

gained consciousness. The ambulance's siren was keening, but the traffic 

was heavy and the ambulance went slowly while curious people gaped 

through the windows, staring at the white-faced woman and the uncon-

scious boy. It seemed to Jennifer a sickening violation of privacy. 

"Why can't they use one-way glass in ambulances?" Jennifer demand-

ed. 

The attendant looked up, startled. "Ma'am?" 

"Nothing . . . nothing." 

After what seemed an eternity, the ambulance pulled up at the emer-

gency entrance at the back of the hospital. Two interns were waiting at the 

door. Jennifer stood there helpless, watching as Joshua was removed from 

the ambulance and transferred to a gurney. 

An attendant asked, "Are you the boy's mother?" 

"Yes." 

"This way, please." 

What followed was a blurred kaleidoscope of sound and light and 

movement. Jennifer watched Joshua being wheeled down a long, white 

corridor to an X-ray room. 

She started to follow, but the attendant said, "You'll have to check him 

in first." 

A thin woman at the front desk was saying to Jennifer, "How do you 

plan to pay for this? Do you have Blue Cross or some other form of insur-

ance?" 

Jennifer wanted to scream at the woman, wanted to get back to Josh-

ua's side, but she forced herself to answer the questions, and when they 

were over and Jennifer had filled out several forms, the woman allowed 

Jennifer to leave. 
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She hurried down to the X-ray room and went inside. The room was 

empty. Joshua was gone. Jennifer ran back to the hallway, looking around 

frantically. A nurse passed by. 

Jennifer clutched her arm. "Where's my son?" 

The nurse said, "I don't know. What's his name?" 

"Joshua. Joshua Parker." 

"Where did you leave him?" 

"He–he was having X rays–he–" Jennifer was beginning to be inco-

herent. "What have they done with him? Tell me!" 

The nurse took a closer look at Jennifer and said, "Wait here, Mrs. 

Parker. I'll see if I can find out." 

She came back a few minutes later. "Dr. Morris would like to see you. 

Come this way, please." 

Jennifer found that her legs were trembling. It was difficult to walk. 

"Are you all right?" The nurse was staring at her. 

Her mouth was dry with fear. "I want my son." 

They came to a room filled with strange-looking equipment. "Wait 

here, please." 

Dr. Morris came in a few moments later. He was a very fat man with a 

red face and nicotine stains on his fingers. "Mrs. Parker?" 

"Where's Joshua?" 

"Step in here a moment, please." He led Jennifer into a small office 

across from the room with the strange-looking equipment." Please sit 

down." 

Jennifer took a seat. "Joshua is–it’s–it’s nothing serious, is it, Doc-

tor?" 

"We don't know yet." His voice was surprisingly soft for a man of his 

size. "I need some information. How old is your son?" 

"He's only seven." 

The only had slipped out, a reprimand to God. 

"Was he in an accident recently?" 

A vision flashed through Jennifer's mind of Joshua turning to wave and 

losing his balance and hitting the pilings. "He– he had a water skiing acci-

dent. He bumped his head." 

The doctor was making notes. "How long ago was that?" 

"I–a few–a few days ago. In Acapulco." It was difficult to think 

straight. 

"Did he seem all right after the accident?" 
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“Yes. He had a lump on the back of his head, but otherwise he–he 

seemed fine." 

"Did you notice any lapse of memory?" 

"No." 

"Any personality changes?" 

"No." 

"No convulsions or stiff neck or headache?" 

"No." 

The doctor stopped writing and looked up at Jennifer. "I’ve had an X 

ray done, but it's not enough. I want to do a CAT scan." 

"A – ?" 

"It's a new computerized machine from England that takes pictures of 

the inside of the brain. I may want to make some additional tests afterward. 

Is that all right with you?" 

"If-if-if–she was stammering–"it's necessary. It-it won't hurt him, will it?" 

"No. I may also need to do a spinal puncture." 

He was frightening her. 

She forced the question out of her mouth. "What do you think it is? 

What's the matter with my son?" She did not recognize the sound of her 

own voice. 

"I'd prefer not to make any guesses, Mrs. Parker. We'll know in an 

hour or two. He's awake now, if you'd like to see him." 

"Oh, please!" 

A nurse led her to Joshua's room. He was lying in bed, a pale small 

figure. He looked up as Jennifer entered. 

"Hi, Mom." 

"Hi, there." She sat at the edge of his bed. "How do you feel?" 

"Kind of funny. It's like I'm not here." 

Jennifer reached out and took his hand. "You're here, darling. And I'm 

with you." 

"I can see two of everything." 

"Did–did you tell the doctor that?" 

"Uh-huh. I saw two of him. I hope he doesn't send you two bills." 

Jennifer gently put her arms around Joshua and hugged him. His body 

seemed frail and shrunken. 

"Mom?" 

"Yes, darling?" 
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"You won't let me die, will you?" 

Her eyes were suddenly stinging. "No, Joshua, I won't let you die. The 

doctors are going to make you well and then I’m going to take you home." 

"Okay. And you promised we can go back to Acapulco sometime." 

"Yes. As soon as–" 

He was asleep. 
 

*** 

Dr. Morris came into the room with two men wearing white jackets. 

"We'd like to begin the tests now, Mrs. Parker. They won't take long. 

Why don't you wait in here and make yourself comfortable?" 

Jennifer watched them take Joshua out of the room. She sat on the 

edge of the bed, feeling as though she had been physically beaten. All the 

energy had drained out of her. She sat there, staring at the white wall, in a 

trance. 

A moment later a voice said, "Mrs. Parker–"  

Jennifer looked up and Dr. Morris was there. 

"Please go ahead and do the tests," Jennifer said. 

He looked at her oddly. "We've finished." 

Jennifer looked at the clock on the wall. She had been sitting there for 

two hours. Where had the time gone? She looked into the doctor's face, 

reading it, searching for the small, telltale signs that would reveal whether 

he had good news or bad news for her. How many times had she done this 

before, reading the faces of jurors, knowing in advance from their expres-

sions what the verdict would be? A hundred times? Five hundred? Now, 

because of the panic raging within her, Jennifer could tell nothing. Her 

body began to shake uncontrollably. 

Dr. Morris said, "Your son is suffering from a subdural hematoma. In 

layman's terms, there has been a massive trauma to his brain." 

Her throat was suddenly so dry that no words could come out. 

"Wh–" She swallowed and tried again. "What does that–?" She could 

not finish the sentence. 

"I want to operate immediately. I’ll need your permission." 

He was playing some kind of cruel prank on her. In a moment he was 

going to smile and tell her that Joshua was fine. I was just punishing you, 

Mrs. Parker, for wasting my time. There's nothing wrong with your son 

except that he needs sleep. He's a growing boy. You mustn't take up our 
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time when we have patients to look after who are realty ill. He was going 

to smile at her and say, "You can take your son home now." 

Dr. Morris was going on. "He's young and his body seems strong. 

There's every reason to hope the operation will be a success." 

He was going to cut open her baby's brain, tear into it with his sharp 

instruments, perhaps destroy whatever it was that made Joshua, Joshua. 

Perhaps – kill him. 

"No!" It was an angry cry. 

"You won't give us permission to operate?" 

"I–" Her mind was so confused she could not think. "Wh–what will 

happen if you don't operate?" 

Dr. Morris said simply, "Your son will die. Is the boy's father here?" 

Adam! Oh, how she wanted Adam, how she wanted to feel his arms 

around her, comforting her. She wanted him to tell her that everything was 

going to be all right, that Joshua was going to be fine. 

"No," Jennifer replied finally, "he's not. I–1 give you my permission. 

Go ahead with the operation." 

Dr. Morris filled out a form and handed it to her. "Would you sign 

this, please?" 

Jennifer signed the paper without looking at it. "How long will it 

take?" 

"I won't know until I open–" He saw the look on her face. "Until I 

begin the operation. Would you like to wait here?" 

"No!" The walls were closing in on her, choking her. She could not 

breathe. "Is there a place where I can pray?" 

It was a small chapel with a painting of Jesus over the altar. The room 

was deserted except for Jennifer. She knelt, but she was unable to pray. 

She was not a religious person; why would God listen to her now? She 

tried to quiet her mind so that she could talk to God, but her fear was too 

strong; it had taken complete possession of her. She kept berating herself 

mercilessly. If I only hadn't taken Joshua to Acapulco, she thought . . . If I 

hadn't let him go water skiing . . . If I hadn't trusted that Mexican doctor . 

. . If. If. If. She made bargains with God. Make him well again and I’ll do 

anything you ask of me.  

She denied God. If there was a God, would he do this to a child who 

had never harmed anyone? What kind of God lets innocent children die? 
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Finally, out of sheer exhaustion, Jennifer's thoughts slowed and she 

remembered what Dr. Morris had said. He's young and his body seems 

strong. There's every reason to hope the operation will be a success. 

Everything was going to be all right. Of course it was. When this was 

over, she would take Joshua away someplace where he could rest. Aca-

pulco, if he liked. They would read and play games and talk . . . 

When finally Jennifer was too exhausted to think any longer, she 

slumped into a seat, her mind a dazed blank, empty. Someone was touching 

her arm and she looked up and Dr. Morris was standing over her. Jennifer 

looked into his face and had no need to ask any questions. 

She lost consciousness. 

— 50 — 
eternally всегда, вечно; 

постоянно, 

неизменно 

pang внезапная острая 

боль 

still неподвижный slack бездействие; 

безделье, 

пассивность, 

инертность 

far-off  далекий, дальний, 
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burst into tears разрыдаться 

snuggle прислонять(ся), 
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mortuary's slum-

ber room 

морг, покойницкая 

choke душить, сдавливать 

горло 
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заставить казаться 

маленьким 

tuck подгибать, 
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затор похорон; 
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squeeze сжимать; 

сдавливать; 

стискивать 

measles корь 

prick  укол flow хлынуть, лить 

потоком 

engulf поглощать, 

заглатывать 

pound заключать (в 

тюрьму) 

hospital gown больничный халат loom виднеться вдали, 

неясно вырисовы-

ваться; маячить 

funeral похороны gaunt мрачный, отталки-

вающий, суровый; 

пустынный, забро-

шенный, запущен-

ный 
 

undertaker владелец 

похоронного бюро 

hollow-eyed с ввалившимися 

глазами; с глубоко 

сидящими глазами 

satin lining атласная 

внутренняя обивка 

claw царапать, скрести, 

рвать когтями 

self-possessed хладнокровный, 

выдержанный, 

сдержанный, 

спокойный 

commit suicide покончить жизнь 

самоубийством 

bury хоронить intravenously внутривенно 

corpse труп famish голодать; страдать 

от голода 
 

Joshua lay on a narrow metal table, his body eternally still. He looked 

as though he were peacefully asleep, his handsome young face filled with 

secret, far-off dreams. Jennifer had seen that expression a thousand times 

as Joshua had snuggled into his warm bed while Jennifer had sat at his 

side, studying the face of her young son, filled with a love that was so 

strong it choked her. And how many times had she gently tucked his blan-

ket around him to protect him from the cold of the night? 

Now the cold was deep inside Joshua's body. He would never be warm 

again. Those bright eyes would never open again and look at her, and she 

would never see the smile on his lips, or hear his voice, or feel his small, 

strong arms around her. He was naked beneath the sheet. 

Jennifer said to the doctor, "I want you to cover him with a blanket. 

He'll be cold."  
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"He can't–" and Dr. Morris looked into Jennifer's eyes and what he 

saw there made him say, "Yes, of course, Mrs. Parker," and he turned to 

the nurse and said, "Get a blanket." 

There were half a dozen people in the room, most of them in white uni-

forms and they all seemed to be talking to Jennifer, but she could not hear 

what they were saying. It was as though she were in a bell jar, shut off 

from the rest of them. She could see their lips moving, but there was no 

sound. She wanted to yell at them to go away, but she was afraid of fright-

ening Joshua. Someone was shaking her arm and the spell was broken and 

the room was suddenly filled with a roar of sound, and everyone seemed to 

be talking at once. 

Dr. Morris was saying, ". . . necessary to perform an autopsy." 

Jennifer said quietly, "If you touch my son again, I’ll kill you." 

And she smiled at everyone around her because she did not want them 

to become angry with Joshua. 

A nurse was trying to persuade Jennifer to leave the room, but she 

shook her head. "I can't leave him alone. Someone might turn out the lights. 

Joshua is afraid of the dark." 

Someone squeezed her arm and Jennifer felt the prick of a needle, and 

a moment later a feeling of great warmth and peace engulfed her, and she 

slept. 

When Jennifer awakened, it was late afternoon. She was in a small 

room in the hospital and someone had undressed her and clothed her in a 

hospital gown. She rose to her feet and dressed and went looking for Dr. 

Morris. She was supernaturally calm. 

Dr. Morris said, "We’ll make all the funeral arrangements for you, 

Mrs. Parker. You won't have to–" 

"I’ll take care of it." 

"Very well." He hesitated, embarrassed. "About the autopsy, I know 

you didn't mean what you said this morning. I–" 

"You're wrong." 

During the next two days, Jennifer went through all the rituals of 

death. She went to a local undertaker and made the funeral arrangements. 

She selected a white casket with a satin lining. She was self-possessed and 

dry-eyed and, later, when she tried to think about it, she had no recollection 

of any of it. It was as though someone else had taken over her body and 
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mind and was acting for her. She was in a state of deep shock, hiding be-

hind its protective shell to keep from going insane. 

As Jennifer was leaving the undertaker's office, he said, "If there are 

any special clothes you would like your son buried in, Mrs. Parker, you can 

have them brought in and we'll dress him." 

"I'll dress Joshua myself." 

He looked at her in surprise. "If you wish, of course, but–" He watched 

her leave, wondering if she knew what it was like to dress a corpse. 

Jennifer drove home, pulled the car into the driveway and entered the 

house. 

Mrs. Mackey was in the kitchen, her eyes red, her face twisted with 

grief. "Oh, Mrs. Parker! I can't believe--" 

Jennifer neither saw nor heard her. She moved past Mrs. Mackey and 

walked upstairs into Joshua's room. It was exactly the same. Nothing had 

changed, except that the room was empty. Joshua's books and games and 

baseball and skiing equipment were all there, waiting for him. Jennifer 

stood in the doorway, staring at the room, trying to remember why she had 

come there. Oh, yes. Clothes for Joshua. She walked over to the closet. 

There was a dark blue suit she had bought for him on his last birthday. 

Joshua had worn it the evening she had taken him to dinner at Lutece. She 

remembered that evening vividly. Joshua had looked so grown up and Jen-

nifer had thought with a pang. One day he'll be sitting here with the girl 

he's going to marry. That day would never come now. There would be no 

growing up. No girl. No life. 

Next to the blue suit were several pairs of blue jeans and slacks and 

tee shirts, one with the name of Joshua's baseball team on it. Jennifer stood 

there running her hands aimlessly over the clothes, losing all track of time. 

Mrs. Mackey appeared at her side. "Are you all right, Mrs. Parker?" 

Jennifer said politely, "I’m fine, thank you, Mrs. Mackey." 

"Can I help you with something?" 

"No, thank you. I’m going to dress Joshua. What do you think he 

would like to wear?" Her voice was bright and cheerful, but her eyes were 

dead. 

Mrs. Mackey looked into them and was frightened. "Why don't you lie 

down a bit, dear? I'm going to call the doctor." 

Jennifer's hands moved across the clothes hanging in the closet. She 

pulled the baseball uniform from the hanger. "I think Joshua would like 

this. Now, what else will he need?" 
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Mrs. Mackey watched helplessly as Jennifer went over to the dresser 

and took out underwear, socks and a shirt. Joshua needed these things 

because he was going away on a holiday. A long holiday. 

"Do you think he'll be warm enough in this?" 

Mrs. Mackey burst into tears. "Please, don’t," she begged. "Leave 

those things. I’ll take care of it." 

But Jennifer was already on her way downstairs with them. 

The body was in the mortuary's slumber room. They had placed Joshua 

on a long table that dwarfed the small figure. 

When Jennifer returned with Joshua's clothes, the mortician tried once 

again. "I spoke to Doctor Morris. We both agree that it would be much 

better, Mrs. Parker, if you would let us handle this. We're quite used to it 

and –" 

Jennifer smiled at him. "Get out." 

He swallowed and said, "Yes, Mrs. Parker." 

Jennifer waited until he had left the room and then she turned to her 

son. 

She looked into his sleeping face and said, "Your mother is going to 

take care of you, my darling. You're going to wear your baseball uniform. 

You'll like that, won't you?" 

She pulled the sheet away and looked at his naked, shrunken body, and 

then she began to dress him. She started to slip his shorts on him and she 

recoiled from the icy cold of his flesh. It was as hard and stiff as marble. 

Jennifer tried to tell herself that this piece of chill, lifeless flesh was not her 

son, that Joshua was away somewhere, warm and happy, but she was una-

ble to make herself believe it. It was Joshua on this table. Jennifer's body 

began to shake. It was as though the cold inside Joshua had gotten inside 

her, chilling her to the marrow. She said fiercely to herself, Stop it! Stop it! 

Stop it! Stop it! Slop it! 

She took deep, shuddering breaths, and when she was finally calmer 

she resumed dressing her son, talking to him all the while. She pulled his 

shorts on, then his trousers, and when she lifted him up to put his shirt on, 

his head slipped and fell against the table and Jennifer cried out, "I'm sorry, 

Joshua, forgive me!" and she began to weep. 

It took Jennifer almost three hours to dress Joshua. He was wearing his 

baseball uniform and favorite tee shirt, white socks and sneakers. The 

baseball cap shadowed his face, so Jennifer finally laid it on his chest. 

"You can carry it with you, my darling." 
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When the undertaker came and looked into the room, Jennifer was 

standing over the dressed body, holding Joshua's hand and talking to him. 

The man walked over and said gently. "We'll take care of him now." 

Jennifer took one last look at her son. "Please be careful with him. He 

hurt his head, you know." 

The funeral was simple. Jennifer and Mrs. Mackey were the only ones 

there to watch the small white coffin being lowered into the freshly dug 

grave. Jennifer had thought of telling Ken Bailey, for Ken and Joshua had 

loved each other, but Ken was no longer in their lives. 

When the first shovelful of dirt had been thrown on the coffin, Mrs. 

Mackey said, "Come along, dear. I’ll take you home." 

Jennifer said politely, "I’m fine. Joshua and I won't be needing you any 

more, Mrs. Mackey. I’ll see that you get a year's wages and I’ll give you a 

reference. Joshua and I thank you for everything." 

Mrs. Mackey stood there staring as Jennifer turned and walked away. 

She walked carefully, standing very straight, as though she were going 

down an eternal corridor wide enough for only one person. 

The house was still and peaceful. She went up to Joshua's room and 

closed the door behind her and lay on his bed, looking at all the things that 

belonged to him, all the things he had loved. Her whole world was in this 

room. There was nothing for her to do now, nowhere for her to go. There 

was only Joshua. Jennifer started with the day he was born and relived all 

her memories of him. 

Joshua taking his first steps . . . Joshua saying car-car and Mama, go 

play with your toys . . . Joshua going off to school alone for the first time, a 

tiny, brave figure . . . Joshua lying in bed with the measles, his body racked 

with misery . . . Joshua hitting a home run and winning the game for his 

team . . . Joshua sailing . . . Joshua feeding an elephant at the zoo . . . Joshua 

singing Shine On, Harvest Moon on Mother's Day . . . The memories 

flowed on, home movies in her mind. They stopped on the day Jennifer and 

Joshua were to leave for Acapulco.  

Acapulco . . . where she had seen Adam and made love with him. She 

was being punished because she had thought only of herself. Of course, 

Jennifer thought. This is my punishment. This is my hell. 

And she started all over again, beginning with the day Joshua was 

born . . . Joshua taking his first steps … Joshua saying car-car, and Ma-

ma, go play with your toys ... Time slipped away. Sometimes Jennifer 
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would hear a telephone ring in some distant recess of the house, and once 

she heard someone knocking at the front door, but those sounds had no 

meaning for her. She would not allow anything to interrupt her being with 

her son. She stayed in the room, eating nothing and drinking nothing, lost 

in her own private world with Joshua. She had no sense of time, no idea 

how long she lay there. 

It was five days later that Jennifer heard the front door bell again and 

the sound of someone pounding on the door, but she paid no attention. 

Whoever it was would go away and leave her alone. Dimly she heard the 

sound of glass breaking, and a few moments later the door to Joshua's 

room burst open and Michael Moretti loomed in the doorway. 

He took one look at the gaunt, hollow-eyed figure staring up at him 

from the bed and he said, "Jesus Christ!" 

It took all of Michael Moretti's strength to get Jennifer out of the room. 

She fought him hysterically, punching him and clawing at his eyes. Nick 

Vito was waiting downstairs and it took the two of them to force Jennifer 

into the car. Jennifer had no idea who they were or why they were there. 

She only knew that they were taking her away from her son. She tried to 

tell them that she would die if they did this to her, but she was finally too 

exhausted to fight any longer. She fell asleep. 

When Jennifer awakened, she was in a bright, clean room with a pic-

ture window with a view of a mountain and a blue lake in the distance. A 

uniformed nurse was seated in a chair next to the bed, reading a magazine. 

She looked up as Jennifer opened her eyes. 

"Where am I?" It hurt her throat to speak. 

"You're with friends, Miss Parker. Mr. Moretti brought you here. He's 

been very concerned about you. He'll be so pleased to know you're awake." 

The nurse hurried out of the room. Jennifer lay there, her mind blank, 

willing herself not to think. But the memories began to return, unbidden, 

and there was nowhere to hide from them, nowhere to escape to. Jennifer 

realized that she had been trying to commit suicide without actually having 

the courage to do it. She simply had wanted to die and was willing it to 

happen. Michael had saved her. It was ironic. Not Adam, but Michael. She 

supposed it was unfair to blame Adam. She had kept the truth from him, 

had kept him ignorant of the son who had been born and who was now 

dead. Joshua was dead. Jennifer could face that now. The pain was deep 
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and agonizing, and she knew it was a pain that would be with her for as 

long as she lived. But she could bear it. She would have to. It was justice, 

demanding its payment. 

Jennifer heard footsteps and looked up. Michael had come into the 

room. He stood there, looking at her with wonder. He had been like a wild 

man when Jennifer had disappeared. He had nearly been out of his mind 

for fear that something had happened to her. 

He walked over to her bed and looked down at her. "Why didn't you 

tell me?" Michael sat down on the side of the bed. "I’m sorry." 

She took his hand. "Thank you for bringing me here. I– think I was a 

little crazy." 

"A little." 

"How long have I been here?" 

"Four days. The doctor's been feeding you intravenously." 

Jennifer nodded, and even that small movement caused great effort. 

She felt inordinately weary. 

"Breakfast is on the way. He gave me orders to fatten you up." 

"I’m not hungry. I don't think I ever want to eat again." 

"You’ll eat." 

And to Jennifer's surprise, Michael was right. When the nurse brought 

her soft-boiled eggs and toast and tea on a tray, Jennifer found she was 

famished. 

Michael stayed there and watched her, and when Jennifer was finished 

Michael said, "I've got to go back to New York to take care of a few 

things. I’ll return in a couple of days." 

He leaned over and kissed her gently. "See you Friday." He slowly 

traced his fingers across her face. "I want you well, quick. You hear?" 

Jennifer looked at him and said, "I hear." 

— 51 — 
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assistant direc-

tor of the FBI 

помощник началь-

ника Федерального 

бюро расследований 

(ФБР) 
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проведения заседаний 
 

The large conference room at the United States Marine Corps base 

was filled to overflowing. Outside the room, a squad of armed guards was 

on the alert. Inside was an extraordinary gathering. A special grand jury 

was seated in chairs against the wall. On one side of a long table sat Adam 

Warner, Robert Di Silva and the assistant director of the FBI. Across from 

them sat Thomas Colfax. 

Bringing the grand jury to the base had been Adam's idea. 

"It's the only way we can be sure of protecting Colfax." 

The grand jury had agreed to Adam's suggestions, and the secret ses-

sion was about to begin. 

Adam said to Thomas Colfax, "Would you identify yourself, please?" 

"My name is Thomas Colfax." 

"What is your occupation, Mr. Colfax?" 

"I'm an attorney, licensed to practice in the State of New York, as well 

as in many other states in this country." 

"How long have you been practicing law?" 

"For more than thirty-five years." 

"Do you have a general practice?" 

"No, sir. I have one client." 
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"Who is your client?" 

"For most of those thirty-five years it was Antonio Granelli, now de-

ceased. His place was taken by Michael Moretti. I represent Michael 

Moretti and his Organization." 

"Are you referring to organized crime?" 

"I am, sir." 

"Because of the position you held for so many years, is it a fair as-

sumption to say that you are in a unique position to know the inner work-

ings of what we shall call the Organization?" 

"Very little went on there that I did not know about." 

"And criminal activities were involved?" 

"Yes, Senator." 

"Would you describe the nature of some of those activities?" 

For the next two hours, Thomas Colfax spoke. His voice was steady 

and sure. He named names, places and dates, and at times his recital was 

so fascinating that the people in the room forgot where they were, caught 

up in the horror stories Colfax was telling. 

He talked of murder contracts given out, of witnesses killed so they 

could not testify; of arson, mayhem, white slavery-- it was a catalogue out 

of Hieronymus Bosch. For the first time, the innermost operation of the 

largest crime syndicate in the world was being exposed, laid bare for eve-

ryone to see. 

Occasionally, Adam or Robert Di Silva would ask a question, prompt-

ing Thomas Colfax, having him fill in gaps wherever necessary. 

The session was going far better than Adam could have wished when 

suddenly, near the end, with only a few minutes left, the catastrophe oc-

curred. 

One of the men on the grand jury had asked a question about a money-

laundering operation. 

"That happened about two years ago. Michael kept me away from 

some of the later stuff. Jennifer Parker handled that." 

Adam froze. 

Robert Di Silva said, "Jennifer Parker?" There was a bursting eager-

ness in his question. 

"Yes, sir." A vindictive note crept into Thomas Colfax's voice. "She's 

the Organization's house counsel now." 
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Adam wanted desperately to quiet him, to keep what he was saying off 

the record, but it was too late. Di Silva was going for the jugular vein and 

nothing would stop him. 

"Tell us about her," Di Silva said tightly. 

Thomas Colfax went on. "Jennifer Parker's involved in setting up 

dummy corporations, laundering money . . ." 

Adam tried to break in. "I don't–" 

". . . murder." 

The word hung in the room. 

Adam broke the silence. "We–we have to stick to the facts, Mr. 

Colfax. You're not trying to tell us that Jennifer Parker was involved in a 

killing?" 

"That's exactly what I’m telling you. She ordered a hit on a man who 

kidnapped her son. The man's name was Frank Jackson. She told Moretti to 

kill him and he did." 

There was an excited murmur of voices. 

Her son! Adam was thinking: There has to be some mistake. 

He stammered, "I think–I think we have enough evidence without 

hearsay. We–" 

"It's not hearsay," Thomas Colfax assured him. "I was in the room 

with Moretti when she called." 

Adam's hands under the table were pressing together so hard that they 

were drained of blood. "The witness looks tired. I think that's enough for 

this session." 

Robert Di Silva said to the special grand jury, "I'd like to make a sug-

gestion about procedure …” 

Adam was not listening. He was wondering where Jennifer was. She 

had disappeared again. Adam had repeatedly tried to find her. But now he 

was desperate. He had to reach her, and quickly. 
 

Comprehension 

 

  2.   Give detailed answers to the following questions 
 

1. What happened to Joshua during water skiing? 

2. What did Adam Warner feel when he had returned from Acapulco? 
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3. What cassette did Adam listen to? What was recorded on it? 

4. What deal did Adam Warner and Thomas Colfax make? 

5. Why did Jennifer have to leave her office in the middle of the after-

noon? 

6. What seemed to Jennifer a sickening violation of privacy? 

7. Was the operation on Joshua’s brain a success? 

8. Could Jennifer pull herself together? 

9. Who saved Jennifer? 

10. Why did Adam Warner decide to bring the grand jury to the base? 

11. What prevented Adam from being absolutely satisfied with the result of 

the session? 

  3.   Find evidence in the text to support the following state-

ments 
 

1. Joshua was a brave, strong boy and had a good sense of humor. 

2. Thomas Colfax was ensured perfect safety. 

3. There were visual symptoms of Joshua’s trauma but Jennifer thought it 

was all in her imagination and did not consult a doctor until it was too 

late. 

4. Jennifer could hardly survive the terrible tragedy happened to Joshua.  

5. The catastrophe occurred during the secret session. 
 

  4.   Consider the following topics. Make use of the words and 

word combinations given in brackets 
 

1. An accident happened to Joshua (a perfect morning, to be 

crowded with tourists, to soak up the sun, the routine of one’s live, to be 

wearing a bathing suit, plenty of sufficient time, to digest the food, to go 

water skiing, to race along the pier,  a waiting speedboat, to put on water 

skis, to roar into life, to rise on one’s water skis, to wave at sb, to lose 

one’s balance, to fall against the pilings, to leap to one’s feet, to race to-

ward the pier, above the surface of the water, to grin, to put the water skis 

back on, to circle, to move forward again, on top of the waves, to pound 

from fright, to die for sb, a nasty fall, to be incredible, to hurt oneself, to 

get a large lump) 

 

2. Tragic consequences of the accident (to telephone the manager, 

to send a doctor to the room, to have a nasty bump on one’s head, to wince 

with pain, to examine one’s eyes, to be as fit as a fiddle, to put some ice, 
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lift a heavy load from one’s heart, to be awakened by the soft drumming of 

the early morning rain, to join Joshua for breakfast, to let sb sleep a little 

longer, to touch one’s forehead, to have no fever, to be still asleep, to sleep 

through most of the classes, drive like a madwoman, to exceed the speed 

limit, to go through red lights, to be unconscious, to hold an oxygen mask, 

not to regain consciousness, an X-ray room, her mouth was dry with fear, 

lapse of memory, to do a spinal puncture, to be in a trance, to suffer from a 

subdural hematoma, to operate immediately, to look into sb’s face, to lose 

consciousness) 

 

3. Adam Warner and Thomas Colfax's deal (to get a telephone 

call, to place a cassette in the machine, to deliver Michael Moretti, to take 

one’s life in sb’s hands, to make sure not to be followed, accompanied by 

secret service men, to appraise each other, to be frightened, a self-assured, 

arrogant man, to disappear, to go along with sb, to expect in return, com-

plete immunity, to get out of the country, a new identity, to put out a con-

tract on sb, to go into court, to testify before a grant jury, to make a deal, to 

come to an agreement, to get the protection, to be satisfied with testimony, 

an assumed identity, to bring Moretti to trial, to cheat the law, to master-

mind the activities of the most vicious crime organization) 
 

4. Thomas Colfax’s testimony (to be filled to overflowing, a squad of 

armed guards, to be on alert, a special grant jury, to be sure of protecting 

sb, an attorney, licensed to practice in the State of New York, to practice 

law, to name names, places and dates, murder contracts, killed witnesses, 

arson, mayhem, white slavery, the largest crime syndicate in the world, to 

be exposed, a money laundering operation, to be involved in a killing, to 

stick to the facts, to kidnap,  an excited murmur of voices, to have enough 

evidence without hearsay, to assure sb) 
 

Activator 

 

  5.   Give the English equivalents of the following Russian 

words and word combinations 
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1. обманывать закон 2. преступная организация 3. полная непри-

косновенность 4. свидетельствовать перед большим жюри 

5. огороженное место для прогулок (в тюремном дворе, в концлагере) 

6. привлекать к суду 7. гражданский пленник 8. вымышленное имя 

9. удвоить охрану форта 10. заниматься юридической деятельностью 

11. опека; опекунство 12. организованная преступность 13. свидетель 

(особ, в суде), очевидец 14. тщательно выбирать, подбирать охрану 

15. грубое вторжение в частную жизнь 16. краткое письменное из-

ложение дела с привлечением фактов и документов, с которыми сто-

рона выступает в суде 17. покончить жизнь самоубийством 18. 

письменное показание под присягой; приобщение к материалам дела 

19. торговля женщинами 20. закрытая сессия 21. операция по отмы-

ванию денег 

  6.   Translate into English using the words and word combina-

tions from the text 
 

1. Он находился в безвыходном положении, ни шанса на успех. 

2. «Если я добьюсь, чтобы вам гарантировали неприкосновенность, – 

сказал Адам, – вам придется выступить свидетелем на суде». 

3. С ним произошел несчастный случай, когда он катался на вод-

ных лыжах. 

4. Вы должны повторить свои показания перед присяжными боль-

шого жюри, и, когда мы арестуем Майкла Моретти, вы будете 

свидетелем обвинения. 

5. Перед ним стоял человек, сотни раз обходивший закон, человек, 

добившийся освобождения наемных убийц, человек, планиро-

вавший деятельность самой преступной организации в мире. 

6. Дженнифер быстро пообедала и принялась просматривать бума-

ги, готовясь к завтрашнему судебному разбирательству. 

7. Днем, когда Дженнифер проводила снятие показаний под прися-

гой, ей позвонила Синтия. 

8. Она мчалась домой как сумасшедшая, нарушая все правила до-

рожного движения. 

9. Санитар прижимал кислородную маску к лицу мальчика, кото-

рый все еще был без сознания. 

10. Сколько раз она делала это раньше, «читая» лица присяжных, 

предугадывая, каким будет их вердикт. 
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  7.   Match the words on the left with their definitions on the 

right. Then choose the best word from those given to complete 
each of the sentences which follow 

 

1. procedure a) to hold another or oneself responsible for 

criminal misconduct; to involve sb or one-

self in an accusation of a crime 

2. fire b) duty of caring for, guarding; imprisonment 

3. insurance  c) when someone deliberately kills himself or 

herself 

4. secret service d) deliberately cruel and unfair, especially to 

someone who has harmed you 

5. assumed identity e) the process by which large amount of illegal-

ly obtained money (from drug trafficking, 

terrorist activity or other serious crimes) are 

given the appearance of having originated 

from a legitimate source 

6. vindictive f) a US government department dealing with 

special kinds of police work, especially pro-

tecting the President 

7. money-laundering g) name which a person, especially a criminal, 

uses to hide his own 

8. reprimand h) a right of exemption from a duty or penalty; 

a favor or benefit granted to one and contra-

ry to the general rule 

9. immunity i) official expression of disapproval 

10. commit suicide j) any measure taken as a safeguard against 

loss, failure, etc. 

11. custody k) (informal) dismiss an employee 

12. incriminate l) the regular order of doing things, especially 

legal and political 
 

1. Robert Di Silva said to the special grand jury, "I'd like to make a sug-

gestion about … ." 

2. She set fire to her house and then claimed … . 

3. The manager earned himself a severe … for criticizing the referee.  

4. At ten o'clock that night, Adam Warner, accompanied by four … men, 

cautiously knocked at the door of Room 14 of the Capitol Motel. 
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5. It is widely believed that Al Capone first introduced the term "…" 

6. We were devastated when we heard the news that Kurt Cobein had … 

7. A man has been remanded in …charged with the murder of an eight-

year-old boy. 

8. "I refuse to answer on the grounds that it might … me." 

9. "Yes, sir." A … note crept into Thomas Colfax's voice. "She's the Or-

ganization's house counsel now." 

10. If I'm satisfied with your testimony, we'll provide you with enough 

money to live in any country you choose under … 

11. "What would you expect in return?" "First, complete …. Second, 

I want to get out of the country. I’ll need a passport and papers – a new 

identity." 

12. "Hi, Mom. You're home early. Did you get…?" 
 

  8.   Put a tick to show the most typical collocations 
 

 counsel prisoner bill crime 

defence     

federal     

humanity     

conterfeit     

prosecuting     

domestic     

legal     

life-sentence     

obligatory     

political     

incidental     

original     

plaintiff”s     

crime     

capital     

tax     

private     

legal     
 

  9.   Replace the highlighted words with a suitable idiomatic 

expression given in the box. 
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a bit under the weather, be able to eat a horse, frighten the life out of sb, 

as happy as the day is long, as fit as a fiddle, in high spirits, be on cloud 

nine, shake in one’s shoes,  
 

1. Dr. Mendoza examined Joshua’s other eye. “You are very fit in-

deed.” 

2. I just don’t feel very well. 

3. I’ve had nothing since lunch. I’m very hungry. 

4. Joshua gracefully skied up onto the sand. He was extremely content.  

5. Jennifer stood there, trembling with fear. 

6. Everyone seemed to be lively, enjoying things. 

7. The telephone call frightened Jennifer a lot. 

8. Joshua was extremely happy when Jennifer allowed him to go water 

skiing.  
 

  10.   Replace the words in bold with a suitable expression to 

make a new sentence similar in meaning to the original 
 

1. Joshua looked up and asked, “Is somebody sick?” 

2. You sure like to throw your money away, Mom”. 

3. He should never have given up Jennifer. 

4. Let’s say I decided to go along with you 

5. Let’s lay down the ground rules. 

6. Thomas Colfax looked away. 

7. Let’s get out of this place. 

8. He’s been up and around. 

9. Something has come up. 

10. “You’ll have to check him in first.”  
 

a) escape from 

b) raise one’s eyes 

c) arise, occur 

d) waste 

e) arrive and register at a hotel 

f) abandon 

g) say with authority what must be  done 

h) agree 
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i) turn one’s eyes away 

j) be well enough 

 

  11.   Put in the correct prepositions 
 

1) The beach at La Concha was crowded … tourists greedily soaking up 

the sun before returning … the routine … their everyday lives. 

2) She stood there watching, her heart still pounding … fright. 

3) Jennifer rose … her feet. 

4) Joshua winced … pain but he did not cry out. 

5) If I’m satisfied … your testimony, we’ll provide you … enough money 

to live … any country you choose … an assumed identity. 

6) … return … that, you’ll have to agree … the following. 

7) What happens … people? What happens … honor? 

8) Jennifer was awakened … the soft drumming … the early morning 

rain, and she lay … bed listening … it gently hammering … the house. 

9) She drove home like a madwoman, exceeding the speed limit, going … 

red lights. 

10) Her mouth was dry … fear. 

11) She looked … the doctor’s face, reading it, searching … the small, 

telltale signs that would reveal whether he had good news … her. 

12) He was playing some kind … cruel prank … her. 
 

Discussion 

 

  12.   Agree or disagree to the statements. Give your arguments 

for or against them 
 

1. Every woman would die or even would kill for her child. 

2. Dr Raul Mendoza could have saved Joshua if he had made a more de-

tailed and full examination. 

3. Adam made the wrong choice. He should never have given up Jen-

nifer. 

4. Thomas Colfax’s confession was of great importance for Adam Warner. 
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5. The Mafia is the most vicious crime organization the civilized world 

had ever known. 

 

  13.   Comment on the following ideas 
 

1. He was in an impossible situation. A no-win situation. (Adam Warn-

er) 

2. So Michael Moretti had put out a contract on Thomas Colfax. It was 

the best possible break he could have had. (Adam Warner)  

3. Tony Granelli must be turning over in his grave. What happens to 

people? Whatever happened to honor? (Thomas Colfax) 

4. He would have given a month’s pay to know the identity of the man in 

the truck. (Major General Wallace) 

5. Michael saved her. It was ironic. Not Adam, but Michael. (Jennifer 

Parker) 
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(Chapters 52 – 56) 
 

Vocabulary preview 

 

  1.   Read the text carefully. The following words and word 

combinations will help you to avoid difficulties in under-
standing 

— 52 — 
undercover opera-

tion 

секретная операция hit удар, удачная 

попытка 

law enforcement правоприменение; 

применение закона 

business 

associates 

партнеры по 

бизнесу 

organized crime организованная  

преступность 

liaise поддерживать связь 

racketeering рэкетирство, рэкет counterpart коллега 

work side by side работать совместно illegal activ-

ity 

незаконная 

деятельность 

the  FBI (Federal 

Bureau of Investi-

gation) 

Федеральное бюро 

расследований 

США 

small-time мелкий, 

незначительный 

the Postal and Cus-

toms Services 

почта и таможня crook обманщик плут 

the Internal Reve-

nue  Service 

налоговая служба net сеть 

the Federal Bureau 

of Narcotics 

бюро по борьбе с 

наркотиками 

handle dis-

creetly 

действовать 

осторожно, 

осмотрительно 

scope масштаб quarry добыча, 

преследуемый 

зверь 

investigation расследование warning знак, признак  

murder убийство steady неуклонный 

conspiracy заговор small hours первые часы после 

полуночи 

commit murder совершить убийство miserable жалкий, 

несчастный 

extortion вымогательство face smth столкнуться с ч-л 

PART 13 
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tax evasion уклонение от 

уплаты налога 

obligation обязательство, долг 

fraud обман, 

мошенничество 

bear носить, нести 

arson поджог prosecutor обвинитель 

loan-sharking акулий промысел protector защитник 

drugs наркотики credibility доверие 

Pandora’s box ящик Пандоры, ис-

точник всяческих 

бед 

accomplish совершать  

wipe out уничтожить 

(противника) 

stun оглушать. 

ошеломлять 
 

The largest undercover operation in law enforcement in the United 

States began to move ahead. 

The Federal Strike Force against Organized Crime and Racketeering 

worked side by side with the FBI, the Postal and Customs Services, the 

Internal Revenue Service, the Federal Bureau of Narcotics, and half a doz-

en other agencies. 

The scope of the investigation included murder, conspiracy to commit 

murder, racketeering, extortion, income tax evasion, union frauds, arson, 

loan-sharking and drugs. 

Thomas Colfax had given them the key to a Pandora's box of crime 

and corruption that was going to help wipe out a major part of organized 

crime. 

Michael Moretti's Family would be hardest hit, but the evidence 

touched dozens of other Families around the country. 

Across the United States and abroad, government agents were quietly 

questioning friends and business associates of the men on their lists. 

Agents in Turkey, Mexico, San Salvador, Marseilles and Honduras were 

liaising with their counterparts, giving them information on illegal activi-

ties taking place in those countries. Small-time crooks were pulled into the 

net, and when they talked they were given their freedom in exchange for 

evidence against the top crime figures. It was all being handled discreetly, 

so that the main quarry would have no warning of the storm that was about 

to break over their heads. 

As chairman of the Senate Investigating Committee, Adam Warner re-

ceived a steady stream of visitors at his home in Georgetown, and the ses-

sions in his study often lasted until the small hours of the morning. There 
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was little doubt that when this was over and Michael Moretti's Organiza-

tion was broken, the presidential race would be an easy victory for Adam. 

He should have been a happy man. He was miserable, facing the 

greatest moral crisis of his life. Jennifer Parker was deeply involved, and 

Adam had to warn her, to tell her to escape while she still had a chance. 

And yet, he had another obligation: an obligation to the committee that 

bore his name, an obligation to the United States Senate itself. He was 

Jennifer's prosecutor. How could he be her protector? If he warned her and 

it was discovered, it would destroy the credibility of his investigating 

committee and everything it had accomplished. It would destroy his future, 

his family. 

Adam had been stunned by Colfax's mention of Jennifer having a 

child. 

He knew he had to speak to Jennifer. 

Adam dialed her office number and a secretary said. "I 'm sorry, Mr. 

Adams, Miss Parker is not in." 

"It's–it's very important. Do you know where I can reach her?" 

"No sir. Can someone else help you?" 

No one could help him. 

* * * 
 

replace the 

receiver 

положить трубку take a jiffy подожди минутку 

suede замша, замшевый pick up the tele-

phone 

снять трубку 

strain напряжение dial набирать номер 

bear up держаться стойко interminable бесконечный 

sharply проницательно urgent срочный 

fondly нежно leave a message оставить 

сообщение 

amaze изумлять, поражать slam down бросать со стуком 

have an affair 

with sb 

быть в связи с к.-л. frustration крушение 

(надежд), 

разочарование 

desirable желанный den небольшой 

обособленный 

кабинет 

susceptible впечатлительный, 

влюбчивый 

look out выглядывать 

take sb away удалять arrest warrant ордер на  арест 
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glance мельком взглянуть look sb over посмотреть 

изучающе 

intrusion on 

sb’s privacy 

вторжение в частную 

жизнь 

be picked up быть 

арестованным 

reminder напоминание a load of coke партия кокаина 

tangible ясный, ощутимый bail out   брать на поруки 

quarters квартира, помещение, 

жилище 

utter  произносить 

shudder содрогаться start over начать заново 

look drawn and 

haggard 

выглядеть 

изможденным, 

осунувшимся 

debt долг 

 

During the next week, Adam tried to reach Jennifer several times each 

day. Her secretary would only say, "I’m sorry, Mr. Adams, but Miss Par-

ker is away from the office." 

Adam was sitting in the study starting to call Jennifer for the third time 

that day when Mary Beth walked into the room. Adam casually replaced 

the receiver. 

Mary Beth walked up to him and ran her fingers through his hair. 

"You look tired, darling." 

"I’m fine." 

She moved over to a suede armchair across from Adam's desk and sat 

down. "It's all coming together, isn't it, Adam?" 

"It looks that way." 

"I hope it's over soon, for your sake. The strain must be terrible." 

"I'm bearing up under it, Mary Beth. Don't worry about me." 

"But I do worry. Jennifer Parker's name is on that list, isn't it?" 

Adam looked at her sharply. "How did you know that?" 

She laughed. "Angel, you've turned this house into a public meeting 

place. I can't help but hear a little of what goes on. Everybody seems so 

terribly excited about catching Michael Moretti and his woman friend." 

She watched Adam's face, but there was no reaction. 

Mary Beth looked at her husband fondly and thought. How naive men 

are. She knew more about Jennifer Parker than Adam did. It had always 

amazed Mary Beth how brilliant a man could be in business or politics, 

and yet be so silly when it came to women. Look how many truly great 

men had been married to cheap little floozies. Mary Beth understood about 

her husband having an affair with Jennifer Parker. After all, Adam was a 



 474 

very attractive and desirable man. And like all men, he was susceptible. 

Her philosophy was to forgive and never forget. 

Mary Beth knew what was best for her husband. Everything she did 

was for Adam's own good. Well, when all this was over, she would take 

Adam away somewhere. He did look tired. They would leave Samantha 

with the housekeeper and go someplace romantic. Perhaps Tahiti. 

Mary Beth glanced out the window and saw two of the secret service 

men talking. She had mixed feelings about their presence. Mary Beth dis-

liked the intrusion on her privacy, but at the same time, their being there 

was a reminder that her husband was a candidate for the presidency of the 

United States. No, how foolish of her. Her husband was going to be the 

next President of the United States. Everyone said so. The idea of living in 

the White House was so tangible that just thinking about it warmed her. 

Her favorite occupation, while Adam was busy with all his meetings, was 

to redecorate the White House. She would sit alone in her room for hours, 

changing furniture around in her mind, planning all the exciting things she 

was going to do when she became First Lady. 

She had seen the rooms that most visitors were not allowed in: the 

White House Library with its almost three thousand books, the China 

Room and the Diplomatic Reception Room, and the family quarters and the 

seven guest bedrooms on the second floor. 

She and Adam would live in that house, become a part of its history. 

Mary Beth shuddered at the thought of how close Adam had come to 

throwing away their chances because of that Parker woman. Well, that was 

all over, thank God. 

She watched Adam now as he sat at his desk, looking drawn and hag-

gard. 

"Can I fix you a cup of coffee, darling?" 

Adam started to say no, then changed his mind. "That would be nice." 

"It will just take a jiffy." 

The moment Mary Beth left the room, Adam picked up the telephone 

again and began to dial. It was evening and he knew Jennifer's office was 

closed, but there should be someone at the answering service. After what 

seemed an interminable period of time, the operator answered. 

"This is urgent," Adam said. "I’ve been trying to reach Jennifer Parker 

for several days. This is Mr. Adams." 
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"One moment, please." The voice came back on the line. "I’m sorry, 

Mr. Adams. I have no word on where Miss Parker is. Do you want to leave 

a message?" 

"No." Adam slammed down the receiver, filled with frustration, know-

ing that even if he did leave a message for Jennifer to call him, there was 

no way she could return that call. 

He sat in his den, looking out at the night, thinking about the dozens of 

arrest warrants that would soon be drawn up. One of them would be for 

murder. 

It would have Jennifer's name on it. 

It was five days before Michael Moretti returned to the mountain cabin 

where Jennifer was staying. She had spent those days resting, eating, tak-

ing long walks around the paths. When she heard Michael's car drive up, 

Jennifer went out to greet him. 

Michael looked her over and said, "You look a lot better." 

"I feel better. Thank you." 

They walked along the path leading to the lake. 

Michael said, "I have something for you to do." 

"What is it?" 

"I want you to leave for Singapore tomorrow." 

"Singapore?" 

"An airline steward was picked up at the airport there, carrying a load 

of coke. His name is Stefan Bjork. He's in jail. I want you to bail him out 

before he starts talking." 

"All right." 

"Get back as fast as you can. I’ll miss you." 

He drew her close and kissed her very softly on her lips, then whis-

pered, "I love you, Jennifer." 

And she knew that he had never uttered those words to anyone before.  

But it was too late. It was finished. Something had died in her forever, 

and she was left with only the guilt and the loneliness. She had made up 

her mind to tell Michael that she was leaving. There would be no Adam 

and no Michael. She had to go away somewhere, alone, and start over. She 

had a debt to pay. She would do this last thing for Michael and tell him her 

plans when she returned. 

She left for Singapore the next morning. 
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— 53 — 
booth кабина bowing техника владения смыч-

ком; игра на скрипич-

ных инструментах 

newcomer вновь прибывший tenant наниматель, арендатор, 

съемщик; временный 

владелец 

current текущий lit up оживляться 

stack груда, куча; масса, 

множество 

scratch  царапина 

flip прыжок через голо-

ву в воздухе, сальто  

sledgehammer трамбовка; кувалда 

sit-down сидячая/итальянская 

забастовка  

grab внезапная попытка 

схватить; быстрое хва-

тательное движение 

turn over переворачивать  lapel отворот, лацкан (пиджа-

ка и т. п.)  

look up смотреть вверх, 

поднимать глаза 

jerk sb  резко толкать, дергать 

a weather-

beaten man   

загорелый; 

обветренный, 

загрубелый 

shove away отталкивать 

keep the 

change 

оставить сдачу crash down рушиться с грохотом, 

треском, разбиваться 

вдребезги  

run into sb налетать, наталки-

ваться (на ч.-л.); 

сталкиваться (с ч.-л.). 

betray изменять, предавать, 

продавать 

hung up положение инвесто-

ра, ценные бумаги 

которого упали в 

цене  

sneak подкрадываться 

pace the 

office 

шагать, 

расхаживать, 

прохаживаться 

conspire  

against 

устраивать заговор про-

тив к.-л. 

usher in приводить, вводить  make a fool of 

sb 

одурачить к.-л. 

timid робкий; 

застенчивый 

vengeance месть, мщение 

appreciate оценивать, (высоко) 

ценить 

stir шевелить(ся); двигать (ся)  
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Nick Vito, Tony Santo, Salvatore Fiore and Joseph Colella were hav-

ing lunch at Tony's Place. They sat at a front booth, and every time the 

door opened they automatically glanced up to check out the newcomers. 

Michael Moretti was in the back room, and while there was no current 

conflict among the Families, it was always better to play it safe. 

The door opened and the four men looked up. It was the newspaper 

boy with the afternoon New York Post. 

Joseph Colella called out, "Over here, sonny." He turned to the others. 

"I wanna check the lineup at Hialeah. I got a hot horse runnin' today." 

The newspaper boy, a weather-beaten man in his seventies, handed Jo-

seph Colella a paper and Colella gave him a dollar. "Keep the change." 

That was what Michael Moretti would have said. Joe Colella started to 

open the paper and Nick Vito's eye was caught by a photograph on the 

front page. 

"Hey!" he said. "I seen that guy before!" 

Tony Santo took a look over Vito's shoulder. "Of course you have. 

That's Adam Warner. He's runnin' for President." 

"No," Vito insisted. "I mean I seen him." He furrowed his brow, trying 

to remember. Suddenly it came to him. 

"Got it! He was the guy in the bar down in Acapulco with Jennifer 

Parker." 

"What’re you talkin' about?" 

"Remember when I was down there last month deliverin' a package? I 

saw this guy with Jennifer. They was havin' a drink together." 

Salvatore Fiore was staring at him. "Are you sure?" 

"Yeah. Why?" 

Fiore said slowly, "I think maybe you better tell Mike." 

Michael Moretti looked at Nick Vito and said, "You're out of your 

mind. What would Jennifer Parker be doing with Senator Warner?" 

"Beats me, boss. All I know is they was sittin’ in this bar, havin' a 

drink." 

"Just the two of them?" 

"Yeah." 

Salvatore Fiorc said, "I thought you oughtta hear about it, Mike. Why 

would Jennifer be havin' a drink with him?" 

That was exactly what Michael wanted to know. Jennifer had talked 

about Acapulco and the convention, and she had mentioned half a dozen 

people she had run into. But she had not said a word about Adam Warner. 
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He turned to Tony Santo. "Who's the business manager of the janitor's 

union now?" 

"Charlie Corelli." 

Five minutes later, Michael was speaking to Charles Corelli on the tel-

ephone. 

"… The Belmont Towers," Michael said. "A friend of mine lived there 

nine years ago. I'd like to talk to the guy who was the janitor there then." 

Michael listened for a moment. "I appreciate it, pal. I owe you one." He 

hung up. 

Nick Vito, Santo, Fiore and Colella were watching him. 

"Haven't you got anything to do? Get out of here." The four men hur-

riedly left. 

Michael sat there, thinking, picturing Jennifer and Adam Warner to-

gether. Why had she never mentioned him? And Joshua's father, who had 

died in the Viet Nam war. Why hadn't Jennifer ever talked about him? 

Michael Moretti began to pace the office. 

Three hours later Tony Santo ushered in a timid, badly dressed man in 

his sixties who was obviously terrified. 

"This is Wally Kawolski," Tony said. 

Michael rose and shook Kawolski's hand. "Thanks for coming over, 

Wally. I appreciate it. Sit down. Can I get you anything?" 

"No, no thank you, Mr. Moretti. I’m fine, sir. Thank you very much." 

He was doing everything but bowing. 

"Don't be nervous. I just want to ask you a couple of questions, Wal-

ly." 

"Sure, Mr. Moretti. Anything you want to know. Anything at all." 

"Are you still working at the Belmont Towers?" 

"Me? No, sir. I left there, oh, about five years ago. My mother-in-law 

has bad arthritis and–" 

"Do you remember the tenants?" 

"Yes, sir. Most of 'em, I guess. They was kind of–" 

"Do you remember a Jennifer Parker?" 

Walter Kawolski's face lit up. "Oh, sure. She was a fine lady. I even 

remember her apartment number. Nineteen twenty-nine. Like the year the 

market crashed, you know? I liked her." 

"Did Miss Parker have a lot of visitors, Wally?" 

Wally slowly scratched his head. "Well, that's hard to say. Mr. Moret-

ti. I only saw her when she was comin' in or goin’ out, like." 
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"Did any men ever spend the night in her apartment?" 

Walter Kawolski shook his head. "Oh, no, sir." 

So all this had been about nothing. He felt a sharp wave of relief. He 

had known all along that Jennifer would never – 

"Her boyfriend might have come home and caught her." 

Michael thought he must have misunderstood. ''Her boyfriend?" 

"Yeah. The guy Miss Parker was livin' with there." 

The words hit Michael in the stomach like a sledgehammer. He lost 

control of himself. He grabbed Walter Kawolski by the lapels and jerked 

him to his feet. "You stupid …! I asked you if–what was his name?" 

The little man was terrified. "I don't know, Mr. Moretti. I swear to 

God, I don't know!" 

Michael shoved him away. He picked up the newspaper and pushed it 

under Walter Kawolski's nose. 

Kawolski looked at Adam Warner's photograph and said excitedly, 

"That's him! That’s her boyfriend." 

And Michael felt the world crashing down around him. Jennifer had 

lied to him all this time; she had betrayed him with Adam Warner! The two 

of them had been sneaking behind his back, conspiring against him, making 

a fool of him. She had put horns on him.  

The ancient juices of vengeance stirred strongly within Michael 

Moretti, and he knew he was going to kill them both. 

— 54 — 
stopover транзитный билет spotlessly  незапятнанно; 

безупречно 

slum трущобы fine for littering штраф за беспорядок 

garb наряд, одеяние enforce придавать законную си-

лу; осуществлять, приво-

дить в исполнение 

be subject to 

imprisonment 

подлежать 

тюремному 

заключению 

lobby большой коридор, холл, 

вестибюль; приемная; 

фойе 

taxi  рулить, управлять 

самолетом на земле 

immaculately безупречно, 

безукоризненно   

luggage cart (ручная) тележка; 

тачка 

check in регистрировать(ся), 

записывать (ся) 

supervise смотреть, 

наблюдать; 

надзирать 

in touch with 

sb 

в контакте (с к.-л.) 



 480 

barbed wire колючая проволока atrium атрий, атриум (в антич-

ном римском доме глав-

ное помещение) 

intern (in) интернировать  suite многокомнатный номер в 

гостинице; квартира, 

состоящая из нескольких 

комнат 

adamant непреклонный, 

категоричный 

overlook  обзор, осмотр с высоты 

deal in drugs торговать 

наркотиками 

person-to- 

person call 

вызов определенного 

лица 

control the 

finance and 

commerce 

контролировать 

деятельность фи-

нансовых и торго-

вых органов 

circuit кругооборот; объезд: 

округ (судебный) 

police inspec-

tor 

инспектор полиции switchboard коммутатор 

reasonable справедливый, 

обоснованный;  

indefinable 

accent 

неопределяемый акцент  

shrines and 

pagodas 

место поклонения, 

святыня 

bug устанавливать аппарату-

ру для подслушивания, 

тайного наблюдения; 

подслушивать 
 

Jennifer flew from New York to London to Singapore, with a two-hour 

stopover in Bahrain. The almost-new airport at the oil emirate was already 

a slum, filled with men, women and children in native garb, sleeping on the 

floors and on benches. In front of the airport liquor store was a printed 

warning that anyone drinking in a public place was subject to imprison-

ment. The atmosphere was hostile, and Jennifer was glad when her flight 

was called. 

The 747 jet landed at Changi Airport in Singapore at four-forty in the 

afternoon. It was a brand new airport, fourteen miles from the center of the 

city, replacing the old International Airport, and as the plane taxied down 

the runway Jennifer could see signs of construction still going on. 

The Customs building was large and airy and modern, with rows of 

luggage carts for the convenience of passengers. The Customs officers 

were efficient and polite, and in fifteen minutes Jennifer was finished and 

headed for the taxi stand. 

Outside the entrance, a heavy middle-aged Chinese man approached 

her. "Miss Jennifer Parker?" 

"Yes." 
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"I am Chou Ling." Moretti's contact in Singapore. "I have a limousine 

waiting." 

Chou Ling supervised the storing of Jennifer's luggage in the trunk of 

the limousine, and a few minutes later they were headed toward the city. 

"Did you have a pleasant flight?" Chou Ling asked. 

"Yes, thank you." But Jennifer's mind was on Stefan Bjork. 

As though reading her thoughts, Chou Ling nodded to a building ahead 

of them. "That is Changi Prison. Bjork is in there." 

Jennifer turned to look. Changi Prison was a large building off the 

highway, surrounded by a green fence and electrified barbed wire. There 

were watchtowers at each comer, manned by armed guards, and the en-

trance was blocked by a second barbed wire fence and, beyond that, more 

guards at the gate. 

"During the war," Chou Ling informed Jennifer, "all British personnel 

on the island were interned there." 

"When will I be able to get to see Bjork?" 

Chou Ling replied delicately, "It is a very sensitive situation, Miss 

Parker. The government is most adamant about drug use. Even first offend-

ers are dealt with ruthlessly. People who deal in drugs . . ." Chou Ling 

shrugged expressively. "Singapore is controlled by a few powerful fami-

lies. The Shaw family, C. K. Tang, Tan Chin Tuan and Lee Kuan Yew, the 

Prime Minister. These families control the finance and commerce of Sin-

gapore. They do not wish drugs here." 

"We must have some friends here with influence." 

"There is a police inspector, David Touh–a most reasonable man." 

Jennifer wondered how much "reasonable" cost, but she did not ask. 

There would be time enough for that later. She sat back and studied the 

scenery. They were passing through the suburbs of Singapore now, and the 

overwhelming impression was of greenery and flowers blooming every-

where. On both sides of MacPherson Road were modern shopping com-

plexes alongside ancient shrines and pagodas. Some of the people walking 

along the streets wore ancient costumes and turbans, while others were 

smartly dressed in the latest western styles. The city seemed a colorful 

mixture of an ancient culture and a modem metropolis. The shopping cen-

ters looked new and everything was spotlessly clean. Jennifer commented 

on that. 

Chou Ling smiled. "There is a simple explanation. There is a five-

hundred-dollar fine for littering, and it is strictly enforced." 
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The car turned on to Stevens Road, and on a hill above them Jennifer 

saw a lovely white building completely surrounded by trees and flowers. 

"That is the Shangri-La, your hotel." 

The lobby was enormous, white and immaculately clean, with marble 

pillars and glass everywhere. 

While Jennifer was checking in, Chou Ling said, "Inspector Touh will 

be in touch with you." He handed Jennifer a card. "You can always reach 

me at this number." 

A smiling bellman took Jennifer's luggage and led her through an atri-

um to the elevator. There was an enormous garden under a waterfall, and a 

swimming pool. The Shangri-La was the most breathtaking hotel Jennifer 

had ever seen. Her suite on the second floor consisted of a large living 

room and bedroom, and a terrace overlooking a colorful sea of white and 

red anthuriums, purple bougainvillea and coconut palms. It's like being in 

the middle of a Gauguin, Jennifer thought. 

A breeze was blowing. It was the kind of day Joshua loved. Can we go 

sailing this afternoon, Mom? Stop doing that, Jennifer told herself. 

She walked over to the telephone. "I would like to place a call to the 

United States. New York City. Person-to-person to Mr. Michael Moretti." 

She gave the telephone number. 

The operator said, "I’m so sorry. All the circuits are busy. Please try 

again later." 

"Thank you." 

Downstairs, the operator looked for approval to the man standing next 

to the switchboard. 

He nodded. "Good," he said. "Very good." 

The call from Inspector Touh came an hour after Jennifer checked into 

the hotel. 

"Miss Jennifer Parker?" 

"Speaking." 

"This is Inspector David Touh." He had a soft, indefinable accent. 

"Yes, Inspector. I've been expecting your call. I'm anxious to arrange–

" 

The inspector interrupted. "I wonder if I might have the pleasure of 

your company at dinner this evening." 

A warning. He was probably afraid of the phone being bugged. 

"I would be delighted." 
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deafen оглушать,   заглушать double-park парковать (к уже при-

паркованному автомо-

билю) 

dim sum неясный, непонятный shift перемещать(ся); 

передвигать(ся); 

appetizer то, что возбуждает 

аппетит; закуска 

outgoing отзывчивый, 

дружелюбный; 

коммуникабельный 

command власть, господство trishaw велорикша 

sexist женофоб outlaw объявлять (к.-л.) вне 

закона; изгонять за пре-

делы  

get into an 

argument 

повздорить, поссо-

риться с кем-л. 

shoulder 

one’s way 

проталкиваться  

din шум, грохот, гудение  grip схватывание; сжатие, 

зажатие; хватка 

carry on a 

conversation 

продолжать; вести 

разговор 

proprietor собственник, владелец; 

обладатель, хозяин 

resemble походить,иметь 

сходство 

teeming изобиловать, кишеть  

slippery  скользкий throng толпиться, собираться 

толпами 

stir шевеление; движение bewilder смущать, ставить в ту-

пик; сбивать с толку, 

приводить в замеша-

тельств 

platters  большое плоское 

блюдо 

illegal беззаконный, незакон-

ный, противозаконный, 

неправомерный, проти-

воправный 

yell вопить, кричать exquisite изысканный, изящный, 

тонкий 

succession последовательность; 

непрерывный ряд 

dicker вести меновую торгов-

лю; торговаться по ме-

лочам  

bring up the 

subject 

начать обсуждение 

темы 

flash through 

one’s mind 

мгновенно появиться, 

вспомниться; осенить, 

прийти в голову, блес-

нуть 

snap one’s 

fingers 

щелкать пальцами determinedly убедительнo 

 

The Great Shanghai was an enormous, noisy restaurant filled, for the 

most part, with natives who were loudly eating and talking. There was a 
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three-piece band on a platform, and an attractive girl in a cheongsam was 

singing popular American songs. 

The maitre d' said to Jennifer, "A table for one?" 

"I'm meeting someone. Inspector Touh." 

The maitre d's face broke into a smile. "The inspector is waiting for 

you. This way, please." He led Jennifer to a table at the front of the room, 

next to the bandstand. 

Inspector David Touh was a tall, thin, attractive man in his early for-

ties, with delicate features and dark, liquid eyes. He was beautifully and 

almost formally dressed in a dark suit. 

He held Jennifer's chair for her, then sat down. The band was playing 

a deafening rock song. 

Inspector Touh leaned across to Jennifer and said, "May I order a 

drink for you?" 

"Yes, thank you." 

"You must try a chendol." 

"A – what?" 

"It is made with coconut milk, coconut sugar and little pieces of gela-

tin. You will like it." 

The inspector glanced up and a waitress was at his side instantly. The 

inspector ordered the two drinks and dim sum, Chinese appetizers. "I hope 

you do not mind if 1 order your dinner for you?" 

"Not at all. I would be pleased." 

"I understand that in your country women are used to taking command. 

Here it is still the man who is in charge." 

A sexist, Jennifer thought, but she was in no mood to get into an argu-

ment. She needed this man. Because of the incredible din and the music, it 

was almost impossible to carry on a conversation. Jennifer sat back and 

looked around the room. Jennifer had been to other Oriental countries, but 

the people in Singapore seemed extraordinarily beautiful, men and women 

both. 

The waitress put Jennifer's drink in front of her. It resembled a choco-

late soda with slippery lumps in it. 

Inspector Touh read her expression. "You must stir it. 

"I can't hear you." 

He shouted, "You must stir it!" 
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Jennifer dutifully stirred her drink. She tasted it. 

It was awful, much too sweet, but Jennifer nodded and said, "It's–it's 

different." 

Half a dozen platters of dim sum appeared on the table. Some of them 

were odd shaped delicacies that Jennifer had never seen before, and she 

decided not to ask what they were. The food was delicious. 

Inspector Touh explained, yelling over the roar of the room, 

"This restaurant is renowned for the Nonya style of food. That is a 

mixture of Chinese ingredients and Malay spices. No recipes have ever 

been written down." 

"I'd like to talk to you about Stefan Bjork," Jennifer said.  

"I can't hear you." The noise of the band was deafening.  

Jennifer leaned closer. "I want to know when I can see Stefan Bjork." 

Inspector Touh shrugged and pantomimed that he could not hear. Jen-

nifer suddenly wondered whether he had chosen this table so they could talk 

safely, or whether he had selected it so they could not talk at all. 

An endless succession of dishes followed the dim sum and it was a su-

perb meal. The only thing that disturbed Jennifer was that she had not once 

been able to bring up the subject of Stefan Bjork. 

When they had finished eating and were out on the street, Inspector 

Touh said, "I have my car here." He snapped his fingers and a black Mer-

cedes that had been double-parked pulled up to them. The inspector opened 

the back door for Jennifer. A large uniformed policeman was behind the 

wheel. Something was not right. If Inspector Touh wanted to discuss con-

fidential matters with me, Jennifer thought, he would have arranged for 

us to be alone. 

She got into the back seat of the car and the inspector slid in beside 

her. "This is your first time in Singapore, is it not?" 

"Yes." 

“Ah, then, there is much for you to see." 

"I didn't come here to sight-see, Inspector. I must return home as 

quickly as possible." 

Inspector Touh sighed. "You Caucasians are always in such a rush. 

Have you heard of Bugis Street?" 

"No." 
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Jennifer shifted in her seat so that she could study Inspector Touh. He 

had a face that was highly mobile and his gestures were expressive. He 

seemed outgoing and communicative, and yet he had spent the entire even-

ing saying exactly nothing. 

The car stopped for a trishaw, one of the three-wheeled carriages ped-

aled by natives. Inspector Touh watched with contempt as the trishaw car-

ried two tourists down the street. 

"We shall outlaw those one day." 

Jennifer and Inspector Touh got out of the car a block away from 

Bugis Street. 

"No automobiles are allowed in there," Inspector Touh explained. 

He took Jennifer's arm and they started walking along the busy side-

walk. In a few minutes, the crowds were so thick it was almost impossible 

to move. Bugis Street was narrow, with stalls on both sides, fruit stalls and 

vegetable stands and stalls that sold fish and meat. There were outdoor 

restaurants with chairs set around small tables. Jennifer stood there, drink-

ing in the sights and the sounds and the smells and the riot of colors. In-

spector Touh took her arm and shouldered his way through the crowd, 

clearing a path. They reached a restaurant with three tables in front of it, 

all occupied. The inspector gripped the arm of a passing waiter, and a mo-

ment later the proprietor was at their side. The inspector said something to 

him in Chinese. The proprietor walked over to one of the tables, spoke to 

the guests, and they looked at the inspector and quickly rose and left. The 

inspector and Jennifer were seated at the table. 

"Can I order something for you?" 

"No, thank you." Jennifer looked at the teeming sea of people throng-

ing the sidewalks and streets. Under other circumstances she might have 

enjoyed this. Singapore was a fascinating city, a city to share with someone 

you cared about. 

Inspector Touh was saying, "Watch. It is almost midnight." 

Jennifer looked up. At first she noticed nothing. Then she saw that all 

the shopkeepers were simultaneously beginning to close up their stands. In 

ten minutes, every stall was closed and locked and their owners had disap-

peared. 

"What's happening?" Jennifer asked. 

"You will see." 
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There was a murmur from the crowd at the far end of the street, and 

the people began to move toward the sidewalk, leaving a cleared place in 

the street. A Chinese girl in a long, tight-fitting evening gown was walking 

down the center of the street. She was the most beautiful woman Jennifer 

had ever seen. She walked proudly and slowly, pausing to greet people at 

various tables, then moving on. 

As the girl neared the table where Jennifer and the inspector were sit-

ting, Jennifer got a better look at her, and up close, she was even lovelier. 

Her features were soft and delicate, and her figure was breathtaking. Her 

white silk gown was slit at the sides so that one could see the delicately 

curved thigh and small, perfectly formed breasts. 

As Jennifer turned to speak to the inspector, another girl appeared. She 

was, if possible, even lovelier than the first. Two more were walking be-

hind her, and in a moment Bugis Street was filled with beautiful young 

girls. They were a mixture of Malaysian, Indian and Chinese. 

"They're prostitutes," Jennifer guessed. 

"Yes. Transsexuals." 

Jennifer stared at him. It was not possible. She turned and looked at 

the girls again. She could see absolutely nothing masculine about any of 

them. 

"You're joking." 

"They are known as Billy Boys." 

Jennifer was bewildered. "But they–" 

"They have all had an operation. They think of themselves as women.'' 

He shrugged. "So, why not? They do no harm. You understand," he added, 

"that prostitution is illegal here. But the Billy Boys are good for tourism 

and as long as they do not disturb the guests, the police close an eye to it." 

Jennifer looked again at the exquisite young people moving down the 

street, stopping at tables to make deals with customers. 

"They do well. They charge up to two hundred dollars. When they get 

too old to work, they become Mamasans." 

Most of the girls were seated at tables now with men, dickering for 

their services. One by one, they began to rise and leave with their clients. 

"They handle up to two or three transactions a night," the inspector ex-

plained. "They take over Bugis Street at midnight and they must be out by 

six in the morning so that the stands can open for business again. We can 

leave whenever you're ready." 

"I'm ready." 
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As they moved along the street, an unbidden image of Ken Bailey 

flashed through Jennifer's mind and she thought, I hope you are happy. 

On the drive back to the hotel, Jennifer made up her mind that, chauf-

feur or no chauffeur, she was going to bring up Bjork's name. 

As the car turned on to Orchard Road, Jennifer said determinedly, 

"About Stefan Bjork –" 

"Ah, yes. I have arranged for you to visit him at ten o'clock tomorrow 

morning." 

— 55 — 
summon вызывать в суд indictment обвинение, предъявле-

ние обвинения в суде 

jubilant ликующий; 

торжествующий 

coordinate 

our moves 

координировать, 

согласовывать 

grand 

jury 

большое жюри; присяж-

ные, решающие вопрос о 

предании суду 

make the 

arrangements 

делать приготовления (к) 

 

In Washington, D.C., Adam Warner was summoned from a meeting to 

take an urgent telephone call from New York. 

District Attorney Robert Di Silva was on the phone. He was jubilant. 

"The special grand jury just returned the indictments we asked for. Every 

one of them! We're all set to move." There was no response. "Are you 

there, Senator?" 

"I'm here." Adam forced enthusiasm into his voice. "That's great 

news." 

"We should be able to start closing in within twenty-four hours. If you 

can fly up to New York, I think we should have a final meeting tomorrow 

morning with all the agencies so we can coordinate our moves. Can you do 

that, Senator?" 

"Yes," Adam said. 

"I'll make the arrangements. Ten o'clock tomorrow morning." 

"I'll be there." Adam replaced the receiver. 

The special grand jury just returned the indictments we asked for. 

Every one of them! 

Adam picked up the telephone again and began to dial. 

— 56 — 
stucco отделочный, штукатурный 

гипс 

investigation расследование, 

следствие  
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sullen замкнутый, сердитый, 

угрюмый 

accumulate 

evidence 

against 

накапливать ули-

ки против к.-л. 

protuberant выпуклый, выдающийся 

вперед 

mobster бандит, гангстер 

thyroid щитовидная железа blackmailer шантажист 

bruise синяк, кровоподтек; ушиб; 

контузия 

acquittal оправдание 

plea судебный акт, процесс, 

тяжба  

represent представлять (ка-

кое-л. лицо или 

организацию) 

bail out освобождать из заключе-

ния под залог или поручи-

тельство; отпускать на 

поруки 

testimony показание 

свидетеля, давать 

показание 

cast a look  бросить взгляд linchpin чека (колеса) 

apply for 

smth 

подавать заявление о mob толпа, сборище; 

воровская шайка 

hoarsely хрипло, сипло; охрипшим 

голосом 

go into court обращаться в суд 

goodwill доброжелательность; 

благосклонность, 

расположение  

turn to ashes превращать в 

пепел 

prosperous процветающий, 

удачливый, состоятельный 

be indicted 

for  theft  

быть обвиненным 

в краже 

mound насыпь; холм; курган; 

могильный холм 

murder and 

conspiracy 

умысел, замысел; 

тайный сговор 

law enforce-

ment agen-

cies 

правоохранительныe 

органы 

federal crime преступление по 

федеральному 

уголовному праву 

jubilation ликование self-loathing ненависть к 

самому себе 
 

The visitors' room at Changi Prison was a small, bare room with 

whitewashed stucco walls, containing one long table with hard wooden 

chairs set on either side. Jennifer was seated in one of the chairs, waiting. 

She looked up as the door opened and Stefan Bjork walked in, accompa-

nied by a uniformed guard. 

Bjork was in his thirties, a tall, sullen-faced man with protuberant 

eyes. A thyroid condition, Jennifer thought. There were vivid bruises on 

his cheeks and forehead. He sat down opposite Jennifer. 

"I'm Jennifer Parker, your attorney. I'm going to try to get you out of 

here." 
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He looked at her and said, "You better make it soon." 

It could have been a threat or a plea. Jennifer remembered Michael's 

words: I want you to bail him out before he starts talking. 

"Are they treating you all right?" 

He cast a covert look at the guard standing near the door."Yeah. 

Okay." 

"I've applied for bail for you." 

"What are the chances?" Bjork was unable to conceal the hope in his 

voice. 

"I think they're pretty good. It will be two or three days at the most." 

"I have to get out of this place." 

Jennifer rose to her feet. "I'll see you soon." 

"Thanks," Stefan said. He held out his hand. 

The guard said sharply, "No!" 

They both turned. 

"No touching." 

Stefan Bjork gave Jennifer a look and then said hoarsely, 

"Hurry!" 

When Jennifer returned to her hotel, there was a telephone message 

that Inspector Touh had called. As she was reading it, the phone rang. 

It was the inspector. 

"While you are waiting, Miss Parker, I thought you might enjoy a little 

tour of our city." 

Jennifer's first reaction was to say no, but she realized there was noth-

ing she could do until she had Bjork safely on a plane out of here. Until 

then, it was important to keep Inspector Touh's goodwill. 

Jennifer said, "Thank you. I would enjoy that." 

They stopped to have lunch at Kampachi, and then headed for the 

countryside, driving north on Bukit Timah Road to Malaysia, going 

through a series of colorful little villages with a variety of food stands and 

shops. The people seemed well-dressed and prosperous looking. Jennifer 

and Inspector Touh stopped at the Kranji Cemetery and War Memorial, 

walking up the steps and through the open blue gates. In front of them was 

a large marble cross, and in the background an enormous column. The 

cemetery was a sea of white crosses. 

"The war was very bad for us," Inspector Touts said. "We all lost 

many friends and family members."' 
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Jennifer said nothing. Her mind could see a grave in Sands Point. But 

she could not let herself think about what lay beneath the small mound. 

In Manhattan, a meeting of law enforcement agencies was in progress 

at the Police Intelligence Unit on Hudson Street. There was an air of jubi-

lation in the crowded room. Many of the men had gone into the investiga-

tion with cynicism, for they had been through this kind of exercise before. 

Over the past years they had managed to accumulate overwhelming evi-

dence against mobsters and murderers and blackmailers, and in case after 

case, high-priced legal talent had won acquittals for the criminals they rep-

resented. This time it was going to be different.They had the testimony of 

the Consigliere Thomas Colfax, and no one would be able to shake him. 

For more than twenty-five years he had been the linchpin of the mob. He 

would go into court, give names, dates, and facts and figures. And now 

they were being given the go-ahead to move. 

Adam had worked harder than anyone in the room to make this mo-

ment happen. It was to have been the triumphal carriage that would take 

him to the White House. Now that the moment was here, it had turned to 

ashes. In front of Adam was a list of people who had been indicted by the 

special grand jury. The fourth name on the list was Jennifer Parker, and the 

charges opposite her name were murder and conspiracy to commit half a 

dozen different federal crimes.  

Adam Warner looked around the room and forced himself to speak. 

"You're – you're all to be congratulated." 

He tried to say more, but the words would not come out. He was filled 

with such self-loathing that it was a physical pain. 
 

be out of sb’s 

reach 

вне досягаемости, 

недоступный 

shiver трепетать; дрожать, 

трястись 

savor смаковать churning злоупотребления брокера 

с целью увеличения ко-

миссионных 

headquarters главное управление, 

центр; центральный 

орган 

fanks клыки 

warrant ордер; предписание; 

приказ 

saurian  относящийся к ископае-

мым ящерам; напомина-

ющий ящерицу 

savage дикий, первобытный, 

беспощадный 

savagely жестоко, свирепо, зло, 

беспощадно 
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dilapidated полуразрушенный, 

разоренный, неопрятный 

slash удар хлыстом, бичом, 

плетью 

musky мускусный eyeball глазное яблоко 

sunken tanks затонувший; 

погруженный 

jaw челюсть, пасть 

slither скользить, плавно 

передвигаться; 

соскальзывать 

rip разрезать, распарывать, 

рвать 

pen небольшая огороженная 

площадка  

expose показывать, выставлять 

напоказ 

wallet бумажник devour пожирать; поглощать, 

уничтожать 
 

The Spanish are right, Michael Moretti thought. Vengeance is a dish 

best eaten cold. The only reason Jennifer Parker was still alive was be-

cause she was out of his reach. But she would be returning soon. And in 

the meantime, Michael could savor what was going to happen to her. She 

had betrayed him in every way a woman could betray a man. For that he 

was going to see that she received special attention. 

In Singapore, Jennifer tried again to put a call through to Michael. 

"I'm sorry," the switchboard operator told her, "the circuits to the 

United States are busy." 

"Will you keep trying, please?" 

"Of course, Miss Parker." 

The operator looked up at the man standing guard beside the switch-

board, and he gave her a conspiratorial smile. 

At his downtown headquarters, Robert Di Silva was looking at a war-

rant that had just been delivered. It had Jennifer Parker's name on it. 

I've finally got her, he thought. And he felt a savage satisfaction. 

The telephone operator announced, "Inspector Touh is in the lobby to 

see you." 

Jennifer was surprised, for she had not been expecting him. He must 

have some news about Stefan Bjork. 

Jennifer took the elevator down to the lobby. 

"Forgive me for not telephoning," Inspector Toon apologized. "I 

thought it best to speak to you personally."  

"You have some news?"  

"We can talk in the car. I want to show you something." 

They drove along Yio Chu Kang Road. 



 493 

"Is there a problem?"' Jennifer asked. 

"None at all. Bail will be set for the day after tomorrow. 

Then where was he taking her? 

They were passing a group of buildings on Jalan Goatopah Road, and 

the driver brought the car to a stop. 

Inspector Touh turned to Jennifer. "I’m sure this will interest you." 

"What is it?" 

"Come along. You will see." 

The interior of the building was old and dilapidated-looking, but the 

overpowering impression was of the smell, wild and primitive and musky. 

It was like nothing Jennifer had ever smelled before. 

A young girl hurried forward and said, "Would you like an escort? I –" 

Inspector Touh waved her aside. "We won't need you." 

He took Jennifer's arm and they walked outside into the grounds. There 

were half a dozen large sunken tanks and from them came a series of 

strange slithering sounds. Jennifer and Inspector Touh reached the first 

pen. There was a sign: Keep Your Hands Off the Pool. Danger. Jennifer 

looked down. The tank was filled with alligators and crocodiles, dozens of 

them, all in continuous movement, sliding over and under one another. 

Jennifer shuddered. "What is this?" 

"It is a crocodile farm." He looked down at the reptiles. "When they 

are between three and six years old they are skinned and turned into wal-

lets and belts and shoes. You see that most of them have their mouths open. 

That is the way they relax. It is when they close their mouths that you must 

be careful." 

They moved on to a tank with two enormous alligators in it. 

"These are fifteen years old. They are used only for breeding purpos-

es." 

Jennifer shivered. "They're so ugly. I don't know how they can stand 

each other." 

Inspector Touh said, "They can't. As a matter of fact, they do not often 

mate." 

"They're prehistoric." 

"Precisely. They go back millions of years, with the same primitive 

mechanisms they had at the beginning of time." 

Jennifer wondered why he had brought her here. If the inspector 

thought that these horrible-looking beasts would interest her, he was mis-

taken. "May we go now?" Jennifer asked. 
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"In a moment." The inspector looked up toward the young girl who had 

met them inside. She was carrying a tray toward the first tank. 

"Today is feeding day," the inspector said. "Watch." 

He moved with Jennifer toward the first tank. "They feed them fish 

and pigs' lungs once every three days." 

The girl began throwing food into the pen, and instantly it erupted into 

a churning, swirling mass of activity. The alligators and crocodiles lunged 

for the raw, bloody food, tearing into it with their saurian fangs. As Jen-

nifer watched, two of them went for the same piece of meat, and instantly 

they turned on each other, savagely attacking, biting and slashing until the 

pen started to fill with blood. The eyeball of one was torn loose, but its 

teeth were sunk into the jaws of its attacker and it would not let go. As the 

blood began pouring out more heavily, staining the water, the other croco-

diles joined in, savaging their two wounded mates, ripping at their heads 

until the raw skin was exposed. They began to devour them alive. 

Jennifer felt faint. "Please, let's get out of here." 

Inspector Touh put his hand on her arm. "One moment." 

He stood there watching, and after a while he led Jennifer away. 

That night, Jennifer dreamt of the crocodiles clawing and tearing each 

other to pieces. Two of them suddenly turned into Michael and Adam, and 

in the middle of her nightmare Jennifer woke up, trembling. She was 

unable to go back to sleep. 
 

raid совершать налет, 

набег, облаву 

pay homage свидетельствовать 

почтение, отдавать 

должное 

orchestrate оркестрировать; 

инструментировать 

FBI agents агенты ФБР (США) 

simultaneously вместе, одновременно, 

совместно 

hold the 

line 

не вешать трубки 

be arrested быть арестованным cancel аннулировать, 

отменять; 

отказываться 

illegal bookmak-

ing operations 

незаконные 

букмекерские 

операции 

straighten 

out 

приводить в порядок 

smuggling  контрабанда be mixed 

up 

быть замешанным в 

ч.-л) 

halt останавливать, задер-

живать 

inefficiency неспособность, не-

умение 
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bank manager управляющий банком look into исследовать 

on charge of 

laundering Or-

ganization mon-

ey 

по обвинению в отмы-

вании денег организа-

ции 

release освобождение из 

заключения; осво-

бождать, выпускать 

на волю 

discount скидка, дисконт, 

процент скидки 

undertaker владелец 

похоронного бюро  

place under 

arrest 

арестовать mourner присутствующий на 

похоронах 

seize конфисковать, 

налагать арест 

tuba, sax 

and drums 

туба (духовой муз, 

инструмент) саксо-

фон, барабан 

  the de-

ceased 

покойный, умерший 

check out освободить номер в 

гостинице 

easel мольберт 

arsonist поджигатель credential удостоверение 

личности 

crackdown применение суровых 

мер, наступление на 

демократию, жестокое 

преследование 

extradition экстрадиция (выдача 

арестованного дру-

гому государству) 

 

The raids began. Federal and local law-enforcement agents struck in a 

dozen different states and in half a dozen foreign countries, and the raids 

were orchestrated to take place simultaneously.  

In Ohio, a senator was arrested while making a speech to a women's 

club on honesty in government.  

In New Orleans, an illegal national bookmaking operation was shut 

down.  

In Amsterdam, a diamond smuggling operation was halted.  

A bank manager in Gary, Indiana, was arrested on charges of launder-

ing Organization money.  

In Kansas City, a large discount house filled with stolen goods was 

raided.  

In Phoenix, Arizona, half a dozen detectives on the vice squad were 

placed under arrest.  

In Naples, a cocaine factory was seized.  

In Detroit, a nationwide automobile theft ring was broken up. 
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Unable to reach Jennifer by telephone, Adam Warner went to her of-

fice. 

Cynthia recognized him instantly. 

"I'm sorry, Senator Warner, Miss Parker is out of the country." 

"Where is she?" 

"The Shangri-La Hotel in Singapore."  

Adam's spirits rose. He could telephone her and warn her not to return.  

The hotel housekeeper walked in as Jennifer was getting out of the 

shower. 

"Excuse me. What time will you be checking out today?"  

"I'm not checking out today. I'm leaving tomorrow."  

The housekeeper looked puzzled. "I was told to get this suite ready for 

a party coming in late tonight."  

"Who told you to do that?"  

"The manager." 

Downstairs, an overseas call was coming in at the switchboard. There 

was a different operator on duty and a different man was standing over her. 

The operator spoke into her mouthpiece. "New York City calling Miss 

Jennifer Parker?" 

She looked at the man standing next to her. He shook his head. 

"I'm sorry. Miss Parker has checked out." 

The sweeping raids continued. Arrests were made in Honduras, San 

Salvador, Turkey and Mexico. The net swept up dealers and killers and 

bank robbers and arsonists. There were crackdowns in Fort Lauderdale and 

Atlantic City and Palm Springs.  

And they continued.  

 

In New York, Robert Di Silva was keeping close track of the progress 

being made. His heart beat faster as he thought about the net that was clos-

ing in on Jennifer Parker and Michael Moretti.  

 

Michael Moretti escaped the police dragnet by sheer chance. It was the 

anniversary of his father in-law's death, and Michael and Rosa had gone to 

the cemetery to pay homage to her father. 

Five minutes after they left, a carload of FBI agents arrived at Michael 

Moretti's house and another carload at his office. When they learned he 

was not in either place, the agents settled down to wait. 
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Jennifer realized that she had neglected to make a plane reservation for 

Stefan Bjork back to the States. She called Singapore Airlines. 

"This is Jennifer Parker. I'm booked on your Flight One-Twelve leav-

ing tomorrow afternoon for London. I'd like to make an additional reserva-

tion." 

"Thank you. Would you hold the line, please?" 

Jennifer waited and after a few minutes the voice came back on the 

line. Was that Parker? P-A-R-K-E-R?" 

"Yes." 

"Your reservation has been canceled, Miss Parker." 

Jennifer felt a small shock. "Canceled? By whom? " 

"I do not know. You have been taken off our passenger list." 

"There’s been some mistake. I'd like you to put me back on that list." 

"I'm sorry, Miss Parker. Flight One-Twelve is full." 

Inspector Touh was the one to straighten everything out, Jennifer de-

cided. She had agreed to have dinner with him. She would find out what 

was happening then. 

He picked her up early.  

Jennifer told the inspector about the mix-up in her hotel and plane res-

ervations. 

He shrugged. "Our famous inefficiency, I am afraid. I will look into it." 

"What about Stefan Bjork?" 

"Everything is arranged. He will be released tomorrow morning." 

Inspector Touh said something to the driver in Chinese and the car 

made a U-turn. 

"You have not seen Kallang Road. You will find it most interesting." 

The car made a left turn on to Lavender Street, then one block later a 

right turn to Kallang Bahru. There were large signs advertising florists and 

casket companies. A few blocks later the car made another turn. 

"Where are we?" 

Inspector Touh turned to Jennifer and said quietly, "We are on the 

Street With No Name." 

The car began to move very slowly. There were only undertakers on 

both sides of the street, row after row of them: Tan Kee Seng, Clin Noh, 

Ang Yung Long, Goh Soon. Ahead, a funeral was in progress. All the 

mourners were dressed in white and a three-piece band was playing: a tu-

ba, a sax and drums. A body was laid out on a table with wreaths of flow-
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ers around it and a large photograph of the deceased sat on an easel facing 

the front. Mourners were sitting around, eating. 

Jennifer turned to the inspector. "What is this?" 

"These are the houses of death. The natives call them the die houses. 

The word death is difficult for them to pronounce." He looked at Jennifer 

and said, "But death is only a part of life, is it not?" 

Jennifer looked into his cold eyes and was suddenly frightened. 

They went to the Golden Phoenix, and it was not until they were seated 

that Jennifer had a chance to question him. 

"Inspector Touh, did you have a reason for taking me to the crocodile 

farm and the die houses?" 

He looked at her and said evenly, "Of course. I thought they would in-

terest you. Especially since you came here to free your client, Mr. Bjork. 

Many of our young people are dying because of the drugs that are brought 

into our country, Miss Parker. I could have taken you to the hospital where 

we try to treat them, but I felt it might be more informative for you to see 

where they end up." 

"All that has nothing to do with me." 

"That is a matter of opinion." All the friendliness had gone out of his voice. 

Jennifer said, "Look, Inspector Touh, I'm sure you’re being well paid to–" 

"There is not enough money in the world for anyone to pay me." 

He stood up and nodded to someone, and Jennifer turned. 

Two men in gray suits were approaching the table. 

"Miss Jennifer Parker?" 

"Yes." 

There was no need for them to pull out their FBI credentials. She knew 

before they spoke. "FBI. We have extradition papers and a warrant for your 

arrest. We’re taking you back to New York on the midnight plane." 

Comprehension 

 

  2.   Give detailed answers to the following questions 
 

1. What was the aim of the largest undercover operation in law enforce-

ment in the United States? 

2. What was the reason for the greatest moral crisis of Adam’s life? 
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3. Why did Mary Beth have mixed feelings about the intrusion on her 

privacy? 

4. What was Mary Beth’s farourite occupation while Adam was busy 

with all his meetings? What did she dream of? 

5. Why did Michael Moretti want Jennifer to fly to Singapore? 

6. What news did Nick Vito bring to Michael Moretti? 

7. What meeting took place in Manhattan at the Police Intelligence Unit 

on Hudson Street? 

8. What did Inspector Touch show Jennifer? 

9. What raids began in a dozen different states and in a half a dozen for-

eign countries? 

10. Did Adam manage to warn Jennifer? Why or why not? 

11. How did Michael Moretti escape the police dragnet? 

12. What reason did Inspector Touch have for taking Jennifer to the Croc-

odile farm? 
 

  3.   Find evidence in the text to support the following state-

ments 
 

1. Thomas Colfax had given law enforcement agencies the key to a Pan-

dora’s Box of crime and corruption. 

2. Nick Vito destroyed Michael Moretti and Jennifer’s relationship. 

3. There was jubilation at the Police Intelligence Unit on Hudson Street. 

4. Finally Robert Di Silva won the battle with Jennifer Parker. 

5. The raids conducted by federal and local law-enforcement agents were 

destructive and heavy. 
 

  4.   Consider the following topics. Make use of the words and 

word combinations given in brackets 
 

1. The largest undercover operation against organized crime (law 

enforcement, to move ahead, to work side by side, the FBI, the Postal, the 

Customs Service, the Federal Bureau of Narcotics, murder, conspiracy to 

commit murder, racketeering, extortion, income tax evasion, union frauds, 

arson, loan-sharking, drugs, the key to Pandora’s Box, Moretti’s Family, 

dozens of other Families, to give information on illegal activities, to be 

pulled into the net, to give freedom in exchange for evidence, the top crime 

figures, to break over the heads) 
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2. Adam Warner was facing the greatest moral crisis of his life 

(chairman of the Senate Investigating Committee, to receive, a steady 

stream of visitors, until the small hours of the morning, an easy victory, 

miserable, to be deeply involved, to warn sb, to have another obligation to 

the committee, a prosecutor, to be discovered, to destroy the credibility of 

the investigating committee, to destroy one’s future, to be stunned by smth, 

to dial the office number, to be away from the office, to try to reach for 

several days, to leave a message, to return the call) 
 

3. Cultural peculiarities Jennifer became aware of on the way to 

Singapore and in the City (to fly from … to, a two-hour stopover, Bah-

rain, an airport at the oil emirate,  to be a slum, to be filled with, in native 

garb, to sleep on smth, a printed warning, to be subject to imprisonment, 

hostile, a 747 jet, to land at Changi Airport in Singapore, a brand new air-

port, the Customs building, large, airy and modern, rows of luggage carts 

for the convenience of passengers. the Customs officers, to be efficient and 

polite, to be headed toward the city, to be controlled by a few powerful 

families, to study the scenery, to pass through the suburbs of Singapore, 

modern shopping complexes, ancient shrines and pagodas, to wear ancient 

costumes and turbans, to be smartly dressed in the latest western styles, a 

colorful mixture of an ancient culture and a modem metropolis, shopping 

centers, to look new, to be spotlessly clean, a five-hundred-dollar fine for 

littering, to be strictly enforced, the Shangri-La, a lovely white building, to 

be enormous, white and immaculately clean, marble pillars and glass, a 

waterfall, the most breathtaking hotel, a suit, to consist of, white and red 

anthuriums, purple bougainvillea and coconut palms) 
 

4. Inspector Touh and Jennifer’s tour of the city ( the first time in 

Singapore, to sight-see, as quickly as possible, a three-wheeled carriage 

pedaled by natives, to outlaw, to start walking along the busy sidewalk, 

almost impossible to move, fruit stalls and vegetable stands and stalls, a 

fascinating city, to be closed and locked, to disappear, to be filled with 

beautiful young girls, to be known as Billy Boys, to do no harm, to be ille-

gal, to be good for tourism, not to disturb the guests, to close an eye to 

smth, to pass a group of buildings on Jalan  Goatopah Road, old and dilap-

idated-looking, overpowering impression,  wild and primitive and musky, 

half a dozen large sunken tanks, a series of strange slithering sounds, to be 
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filled with alligators and crocodiles, horrible-looking beasts, a feeding day, 

savagely attacking, biting and slashing, tearing each other to pieces, to de-

vour, the houses of death, to look into one’s cold eyes, to be frightened) 
 

5. Jennifer’s meeting with Stefan Bjork at Changi Prison (Changi 

Prison, a large building off the highway, to be surrounded by a green fence 

and electrified barbed wire, watchtowers at each corner, armed guards, to 

be blocked by a second barbed wire fence, the visitors’ room, to be accom-

panied by a uniformed guard, a sullen-faced man in his thirties, tall, to 

have protuberant eyes, a thyroid condition, to have vivid bruises on cheeks 

and forehead, a threat or a plea, to bail sb out, to treat sb, to cast a look at 

sb, to apply for bail, to be unable to conceal the hope in the voice, to get 

out of the place ) 
 

Activator 

 

  5.   Give the English equivalents of the following Russian 

words and word combinations 
 

1. залог, поручительство 2. брать на поруки 3. шантажист 

4. оправдание 5. показание свидетеля 6. быть обвиненным в краже 

7. месть, мщение 8. уничтожать 9. освобождать номер в гостинице 

10. поджигатель 11. обращаться в суд 12. совершать налет, облаву 

13. азартная игра 14. налагать арест 15. предупреждать, предостере-

гать 16. предатель, изменник 17. незаконные букмекерские операции 

18. заключать в тюрьму 19. задерживать, арестовывать 20. уклонение 

от уплаты налога 21. устраивать заговор  22. федеральное бюро по 

борьбе с наркотиками 
 

  6.   Translate into English using the words and word combina-

tions from the text 
 

1. Федеральное бюро по борьбе с организованной преступностью и 

рэкетом работало бок о бок с ФБР, таможней, почтой, налоговой 

службой, федеральным бюро по борьбе с наркотиками. 
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2. Расследовались убийства, заговоры с целью убийства, неуплата 

налогов, торговля наркотиками, подделка ценных бумаг. 

3. Томас Колфакс дал им ключ от ящика Пандоры, заполненного 

преступлениями и коррупцией. 

4. Дженнифер Паркер была замешана в преступной деятельности, 

и Адам должен был предупредить ее, сказать, чтобы она скры-

лась, пока есть такая возможность. 

5. Мэри Бэт не нравилось вторжение в ее жизнь, но, с другой сто-

роны, это напоминало ей, что ее муж – кандидат в президенты 

США. 

6. Сидя на диване, он думал, что скоро будут подписаны десятки 

ордеров на арест. Один из них будет за убийство. В него будет 

впечатано имя Дженнифер.  

7. Многие из собравшихся потратили долгие годы, по крупицам 

собирая улики против гангстеров, убийц и вымогателей, но каж-

дый раз талантливый адвокат добивался их освобождения. 

8. "Испанцы правы, – подумал Майкл Моретти, – месть хороша 

тогда, когда она остынет." 

9. В городе Гэри, штат Индиана, был арестован директор банка, 

который «отмывал» деньги организации. 

10. Начались облавы: в тюрьму садились убийцы, грабители и тор-

говцы наркотиками. 
 

  7.   Match the words on the left with their definitions on the 

right. Then choose the best word from those given to com-

plete each of the sentences which follow 
 

1. raid a) large criminal organizations that plan and con-

trol serious crimes such as robbing banks and 

selling drugs 

2. tenant b) someone who is guilty of a serious crime or of 

several crimes 

3. extradition c) a body of people (generally 23 in number) se-

lected and summoned according to law to serve 

as a constituent part of a court of criminal juris-

diction 



 503 

4. criminal   d) one who holds land permanently or temporarily; 

one who purchases an estate and  is entitled to 

possession 

5. smuggle e) force a person to make a payment of money for 

not making known something to harm his char-

acter 

6. blackmail f) get (goods) secretly and illegally (into, out of a 

country, through the customs) 

7. organized 

crime 

g) sudden visit by police to make arrests 

8. obligation h) (informal) use electronic devices (in the room, 

etc.) in order to listen secretly to conversations 

9. deal in drugs i) sum of money to  be paid as a  penalty for break-

ing a law or  rule 

10. grand jury j) handing over (a person) from the country where  

he  is said  to have committed, or has been con-

vinced of, a crime 

11. bug k) promise, duty or condition that shows what ac-

tion  ought to be taken 

12. fine l) sell, smuggle, supply, traffic(in) illegal substance 
 

1. Police need more resources to fight …. 

2. The police are hunting for a dangerous … 

3. A lawyer owes … of confidence to the client. 

4. The country imposes the death penalty for …. 

5. District Attorney Robert Di Silva was on the phone. He was jubilant. 

"The special … just returned the indictments we asked for.” 

6. The property is currently occupied by a life …  

7. The new government will seek the … of the suspected terrorists. 

8. She says she was virtually … into giving up her claim to the property. 

9. Friends managed … him secretly out of the country.  

10. He was injured during a police … on his nightclub. 

11. There is a five-hundred-dollar … for littering, and it is strictly en-

forced. 

12. He was probably afraid of the phone being …  
 

  8.   Put a tick to show the most typical collocations 
 

 bail murder vengeance investigation 
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exact     

commit     

deny     

take     

conduct     

give     

avenge     

get     

wreak     

mount     

make     

witness     

pursue     

stand     

carry out     
 

  9.   Replace the highlighted words with a suitable idiomatic 

expression given in the box 
 

set one’s sights/heart on, bring to light, take for granted, set the world to 

rights, put one’s foot down, take control of smth, take one’s breath away, 

put one’s mind to 
 

1. Please direct all your thoughts towards the problem in hand. 

2. They sat up till small hours discussing important problems. 

3. Adam Warner longed for becoming President. 

4. You really should be firm with him or there’ll be trouble later. 

5. Today’s newspaper has revealed some fascinating information about 

the Moretti Family. 

6. Jennifer immediately started organizing the situation. 

7. After many years of marriage Adam Warner and Mary Beth didn’t 

appreciate each other’s qualities. 

8. His words surprised Adam Warner greatly. 
 

  10.   Match the words in bold with the definition below 
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1. Thomas Colfax had given them the key to a Pandora Box of crime and 

corruption that was going to help wipe out a major part of organized 

crime. 

2. Small-time crooks were pulled into the net, and when they talked 

they were given their freedom in exchange for evidence against the top 

crime figures. 

3. Adam picked up the telephone again and began to dial. 

4. Michael looked her over and said, “You look a lot better.” 

5. Walter Kowalski’s face lit up. 

6. While Jennifer was checking in, Chou Ling said,” Inspector Touh will 

be in touch with you.” 

7. The only thing that disturbed Jennifer was that she had not been able 

to bring up the subject of Stefan Bjork 

8. “Come along. You will see.”  

9. She would find out what was happening then. 

10. He sat in his den, looking out at the night, thinking about the dozens of 

arrest warrants that would be drawn up. 
 

a) get rid of, remove 

b) inspect, examine 

c) hurry up, make haste 

d) learn by study, inquiry 

e) mention for discussion 

f) take hold of and lift 

g) register at a hotel 

h) become bright 

i) arrest 

j) write out 
 

  11.   Put in the correct prepositions 
 

1. The visitor’s room … Changi Prison was a small, bare room … 

whitewashed stucco walls, containing one long table … hard wooden 

chars.  

2. … them was a large marble cross, and … the background an enormous 

column.  

3. The fourth name … the list was Jennifer Parker.  
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4. Bail will be set for the day … tomorrow.  

5. As a matter … fact, they do not often mate.  

6. In Ohio, a senator was arrested while making a speech to a women’s 

club … honesty … government.  

7. In Phoenix, Arizona, half a dozen detectives … the vice squad were 

placed … arrest.  

8. There was a different operator … duty and a different man was stand-

ing over him.  

9. There were only undertakers … both sides … the street, row … row 

… them.  

10. All the mourners were dressed …white and a three-piece band was 

playing … a tuba, a sax and drums. 

11. Jennifer looked … his eyes and was suddenly frightened. 

12. She knew that he had never uttered those words … anyone before. 
 

Discussion 

 

  12.   Agree or disagree to the statements. Give your arguments 

for or against them 
 

1. Famous people should be ready for intrusion on their privacy. 

2. Death is only a part of life. 

3. Notorious cases can help a presidential candidate both to rise to power 

and fall from it. 

4. Inspector Touh had a reason for taking Jennifer to the crocodile farm. 

 

  13.   Comment on the following ideas 
 

1. Vengeance is a dish best eaten cold. (Michael Moretti) 

2. How brilliant a man can be in business or politics, and yet be silly 

when it comes to women. (Mary Beth) 

3. Men are naïve and susceptible. The best philosophy for women is to 

forgive and never forget. (Mary Beth) 

4. There was little doubt that when this was over and Michael Moretti's 

Organization was broken, the presidential race would be an easy victo-

ry for Adam. (The author) 
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5. I understand that in your country women are used to taking command. 

In Singapore it is still the man who is in charge. (Inspector Touh) 

6. There is not enough money in the world to pay me. (Inspector Touh) 

7. Something had died in Jennifer forever, and she was left with only the 

guilt and the loneliness. (Jennifer Parker) 
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(Chapters 57–64) 
 

 

Vocabulary preview 

 

  1.   Read the text carefully. The following words and word 

combinations will help you to avoid difficulties in under-
standing 

— 57 — 
be late for an 

appointment 

опоздать на встречу sing доносить 

reschedule перепланировать, 

назначить на другое 

число 

give sb solid 

evidence 

предоставить 

основательные, 

веские улики 

dial the number набрать номер tip off the au-

thorities 

давать полиции 

информацию 

hang up повесить 

телефонную трубку 

a garbage dump мусорная свалка 

filter (in) просачиваться, 

проникать  

handpick тщательно 

выбирать, 

подбирать 

crawl быть 

переполненным, 

кишеть 

murderous смертоносный; 

смертельный, 

убийственный 

furiously бешено, яростно, 

неистово; 

порывисто, 

creep содрогаться 

disaster беда, бедствие, 

несчастье 

buzz гудеть, жужжать 

disbelief неверие; недоверие blow out one’s 

brains 

пустить пулю в лоб 

gambling азартная игра; игра 

на деньги 

blueprint проект 

ledger бухгалтерская 

главная книга, 

гроссбух 

snap щелкать, лязгать, 

хлопать (ч.-л.) 

impound конфисковать, 

реквизировать 

set things up уладить дела 

PART 14 
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obtain infor-

mation 

получать 

информацию 

heat допрос с 

пристрастием 

leak течь, утечка put the heat on 

sb 

припереть кого-

либо к стенке 

suspect подозревать slammer тюрьма 

give an ultima-

tum 

предъявить 

ультиматум 

ominous зловещий, 

угрожающий 

supersede  заменять, смещать, 

занимать место 

the IRS  infor-

mation retrieval 

system 

информационно-

поисковая система, 

ИПС 

round up производить облаву slam down the 

receiver  

бросить трубку 

net the small fry отлавливать мелкую 

рыбешку 

testimony свидетельское 

показание 

expendables расходный 

материал 

come through выпутаться из 

неприятного 

положения 

pull in втягивать   
 

When Michael Moretti left his father-in-law's grave, he was already 

late for an appointment. He decided to call the office and reschedule it. He 

stopped at a telephone booth along the highway and dialed the number. The 

phone rang once and a voice answered, "Acme Builders." 

Michael said, "This is Mike. Tell –"  

"Mr. Moretti isn't here. Call back later." 

Michael felt his body tightening. All he said was "Tony's Place." 

He hung up and hurried back to the car. Rosa looked at his face and 

asked, "Is everything all right, Michael?" 

"I don't know. I'm going to drop you off at your cousin's. Stay there un-

til you hear from me." 

Tony followed Michael into the office in the rear of the restaurant. 

''I got word that the Feds are crawlin' all over your house and the 

downtown office, Mike." 

"Thanks," Michael said. "I don't want to be disturbed." 

"You won't be." 

Michael waited until Tony walked out of the room and closed the door 

behind him. Then Michael picked up the telephone and furiously began to 

dial. 

It took Michael Moretti less than twenty minutes to learn that a major 

disaster was taking place. As the reports of the raids and arrests began to 

filter in, Michael received them with mounting disbelief. All his soldiers 
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and lieutenants were being picked up. Drops were being raided; gambling 

operations were being seized; confidential ledgers and records were being 

impounded. What was happening was a nightmare. The police had to be 

obtaining information from someone in his Organization. 

Michael placed telephone calls to other Families around the country, 

and all of them demanded to know what was going on. They were being 

badly hurt and no one knew where the leak was coming from. They all sus-

pected it was coming from the Moretti Family. 

Jimmy Guardino, in Las Vegas, gave him an ultimatum. "I'm calling 

on behalf of the Commission, Michael." The National Commission was the 

supreme power that superseded the power of any individual Family when 

there was trouble. "The police are rounding up all the Families. Someone 

big is singing. The word we get is that it's one of your boys. We're giving 

you twenty-fours to find him and take care of him." 

In the past, police raids had always netted the small fry, the expenda-

bles. Now, for the first time, the men at the top were being pulled in. 

Someone big is singing. The word we get is that it's one of your boys. 

They had to be right. Michael's Family had been the hardest hit, and the 

police were looking for him. Someone had given them solid evidence, or 

they never would have mounted a campaign this big. But who could it be? 

Michael sat back, thinking. 

Whoever was tipping off the authorities had inside information that 

was known only to Michael and his two top lieutenants, Salvatore Fiore 

and Joseph Colella. Only the three of them knew where the ledgers were 

hidden, and the FBI had found them. The only other person who would 

have had the information was Thomas Colfax, but Colfax was buried under 

a garbage dump in New Jersey. 

Michael sat there and thought about Salvatore Fiore and Joseph 

Colella. It was difficult to believe that either one of them could have bro-

ken omerta and talked. They had been with him from the beginning; he had 

handpicked them. He had allowed them to have their own loan-sharking 

operation on the side and to run a small prostitution ring. Why would they 

betray him? The answer, of course, was simple: the chair he was sitting in. 

They wanted his chair. Once he was out, they could move in and take over. 

They were a team; they had to be in it together. 

Michael was filled with a murderous rage. The stupid bastards were 

trying to pull him down, but they would not live long enough to enjoy it. 

The first thing he had to do was arrange bail for his men who had been 



 511 

arrested. He needed a lawyer he could trust–Colfax was dead, and Jen-

nifer–Jennifer! Michael could feel the coldness creeping around his heart 

again. In his head he could hear himself saying, Get back as fast as you 

can. I'll miss you. I love you, Jennifer. He had said that and she had be-

trayed him. She would pay for that. 

Michael made a telephone call and sat back to wait, and fifteen 

minutes later Nick Vito hurried into the office. 

"What's happening?" Michael asked. 

"The place is still buzzin' with Feds, Mike. I drove around the block a 

couple of times, but I did like you said. I stayed away." 

"I've got a job for you. Nick." 

"Sure, boss. What can I do for you?" 

"Take care of Salvatore and Joe." 

Nick Vito stared at him. "I–I don't understand. When you say, take 

care of them, you don't mean –" 

Michael shouted, "I mean blow their brains out!" 

Nick Vito stammered. "It's just that I-I-I mean–Sal and Joe are your 

top men!" 

Michael Moretti moved to his feet, his eyes dangerous. "You want to 

tell me how to run my business, Nick?" 

"No, Mike. I–sure. I'll take care of them for you. When –?" 

"Now. Right away. I don't want them to live to see the moon tonight. 

Do you understand?" 

"Yeah. I understand." 

Michael's hands tightened into fists. "If I had time, I'd take care of 

them myself. I want them to hurt, Nick. Make it slow, you hear? Suppilu 

suppilu." 

"Sure. Okay." 

The door opened and Tony hurried in, his face gray. "There's two FBI 

agents out there with a warrant for your arrest. I swear to God I don't know 

how they knew you was here. They –"  

Michael Moretti turned to Nick Vito and snapped, "Out the back way. 

Move!" He turned to Tony. "Tell them I'm in the can. I'll be right with 

them." 

Michael picked up the telephone and dialed a number. One minute lat-

er he was talking to a judge of the Superior Court of New York. 

"There are two Feds out here with a warrant for my arrest." 

"What are the charges, Mike?" 
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"I don't know and I don't give a shit. I'm calling you to set things up so 

that I'm bailed out. I can't sit around in the slammer. I've got things to do." 

There was a silence and the judge's voice said carefully, 

"I'm afraid I won't be able to help you this time, Michael. The heat's on 

all over and if I try to interfere –" 

When Michael Moretti spoke, there was an ominous note in his voice. 

"Listen to me, you asshole, and listen good. If I spend one hour in jail, I'll 

see to it that you're behind bars for the rest of your life. I've been taking 

good care of you for a long time. You want me to tell the D.A. how many 

cases you fixed for me? Would you like me to give the IRS the number of 

your Swiss bank account? Would you –"  

"For God's sake, Michael!" 

"Then move!" 

"I’ll see what I can do," Judge Lawrence Waldman said. "I'll try to–" 

"Try to, shit! Do it! Do you hear me, Larry? Do it!" Michael slammed 

down the receiver. 

His mind was working swiftly and coolly. He was not concerned about 

being taken to jail. He knew that Judge Waldman would do as he was told, 

and he could trust Nick Vito to attend to Fiore and Colella. Without their 

testimony, the government could not prove a thing against him. 

Michael looked in the small mirror on the wall, combed back his hair, 

straightened his tie, and went out to meet the two FBI agents. 

Judge Lawrence Waldman came through, as Michael had known he 

would. At the preliminary hearing, an attorney selected by Judge Waldman 

requested bail, and it was set at five hundred thousand dollars. 

Di Silva stood there, angry and frustrated, as Michael Moretti walked 

out of the courtroom. 

— 58 — 
beyond  вне; выше, сверх filly молодая кобыла  

traitor предатель bet on держать пари, биться 

об заклад 

loose свободный; спущен-

ный с цепи, выпу-

щенный из клетки 

tip сведения, полученные 

частным образом  

be fanatically 

loyal to sb 

быть фанатично 

преданным 

cheer on ободрять  

be in a dilem-

ma 

стоять перед 

дилеммой 

spine спинной хребет; 

позвоночник 

do a favor оказать услугу muffled заглушенный 
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help sb out a 

jam 

помочь кому-то в 

затруднительной 

ситуации 

slump резко падать 

softhearted добрый, 

мягкосердечный; 

отзывчивый 

instant мгновение, миг, момент  

whereabouts приблизительное 

местонахождение 

pari mutuel тотализатор 

hang around бродить вокруг, 

слоняться 

anonymous анонимный, 

безымянный, 

неподписанный 

get to трогать чьи-л. 

чувства 

place соотносить (ч.-л.  

с ч.-л.) 

let oneself in войти в дом precinct административный 

округ, относящийся к 

определенному поли-

цейскому или избира-

тельному участку в 

городе 

pound бить, колотить be on the pay-

roll  

числиться в ведомости 

scare пугать; испугать, 

напугать 

heat накал чувств 

silencer глушитель spill one's 

guts 

признаться, сознаться, 

выдать секрет, прого-

вориться 

squeeze the 

trigger 

нажать на курок snap обрубать, резко обры-

вать (к.-л.) 

firing pin боек взрывателя owe быть должным (к.-л.) 

slam бросать со стуком, 

швырять; рушиться, 

врезаться с грохо-

том 

appreciative восприимчивый, 

благодарный 

cartridge патрон; гильза retire оставлять, уволь-

нять(ся); уходить в 

отставку 

bullet пуля; ядро Internal Secu-

rity Division 

отдел внутренней 

безопасности 

muzzle дуло  Police Com-

missioner 

комиссар полиции 

shatter разбить вдребезги, 

раздробить 

outsmart перехитрить 

bridge переносица keep the fury сдерживать ярость 
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make certain убедиться, 

удостовериться  

sun visor солнцезащитный 

щиток (в автомобиле) 

witness свидетель blow oneself взорваться 
 

Nick Vito was a man of limited intelligence. His value to the Organi-

zation lay in the fact that he followed orders without question and that he 

carried them out efficiently. Nick Vito had been up against guns and knives 

dozens of times, but he had never known fear. He knew it now. Something 

was happening that was beyond his understanding, and he had a feeling 

that somehow he was responsible for it. 

All day he had been hearing about the raids that were taking place, the 

sweeping arrests that were being made. The street talk was that there was a 

traitor loose, someone high up in the Organization. Even with his limited 

intellect, Nick Vito was able to connect the fact that he had let Thomas 

Colfax live and that, shortly afterward, someone had started betraying the 

Family to the authorities. Nick Vito knew that it could not be Salvatore 

Fiore or Joseph Colella. The two men were like brothers to him and they 

were both as fanatically loyal to Michael Moretti as he was. But there was 

no way he could ever explain that to Michael, not without getting himself 

chopped into small pieces; because the only other one who could be re-

sponsible was Thomas Colfax, and Colfax was supposed to be dead. 

Nick Vito was in a dilemma. He loved the Little Flower and the giant. 

Fiore and Colella had done him dozens of favors in the past, just as Thom-

as Colfax had; but he had helped Colfax out of a jam, and look what it had 

gotten him. So Nick Vito decided he was not going to be softhearted again. 

It was his own life he had to protect now. Once he killed Fiore and Colella, 

he would be in the clear. But because they were like brothers to him, he 

would see that they died quickly. 

It was simple for Nick Vito to determine their whereabouts, for they 

always had to be available in case Michael needed them. Little Salvatore 

Fiore was visiting his mistress's apartment on 83rd Street near the Museum 

of Natural History. Nick knew that Salvatore always left there at five 

o'clock to go home to his wife. It was now three. Nick debated with him-

self. He could either hang around the front of the apartment building or go 

upstairs and take Salvatore inside the apartment. He decided he was too 

nervous to wait. The fact that he was nervous made Nick Vito more nerv-

ous. The whole thing was beginning to get to him. When this is over, he 

thought, I'm gonna ask Mike for a vacation. Maybe I'll take a couple of 
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young girls and go dawn to the Bahamas. Just thinking about that made 

him feel better. 

Nick Vito parked his car around the corner from the apartment house 

and walked up to the building. He let himself in the front door with a piece 

of celluloid, ignored the elevator and walked up the stairs to the third floor. 

He moved toward the door at the end of the corridor, and when he reached 

it he pounded on it. 

"Open up! Police!" 

He heard quick sounds from behind the door and a few moments later 

it opened on a heavy chain and he could see the face and part of the naked 

figure of Marina, Salvatore Fiore's mistress. 

"Nick!" she said. "You crazy idiot. You scared the hell out of me." 

She took the chain off the door and opened it. "Sal, it’s Nick!" 

Littie Salvatore Fiore walked in from the bedroom, naked. "Hey, 

Nicky boy! What you doin' here?" 

"Sal, I got a message for you from Mike." 

Nick Vito raised a .22 automatic with a silencer and squeezed the trig-

ger. The firing pin slammed into the .22 caliber cartridge, sending the bul-

let out of the muzzle at a thousand feet a second. The first bullet shattered 

the bridge of Salvatore Fiore's nose. The second bullet put out his left eye. 

As Marina opened her mouth to scream, Nick Vito turned and put a bullet 

in her head. As she fell to the floor, he put one more bullet in her chest, to 

make certain. Nick thought, Mike wouldn't like it if I left any witnesses 

around. 

Big Joseph Colella owned a horse that was running in the eighth race 

at Belmont Park in Long Island. Belmont was a one-and-one-half-mile 

track, the perfect length for the filly that the giant was running. He had 

advised Nick to bet on it. In the past, Nick had won a lot on Colella's tips. 

Colella always put a little money on for Nick when his horses ran. As Nick 

Vito walked toward Colella's box, he thought regretfully about the fact that 

there would be no more tips. The eighth race had just started. Colella was 

standing up in his box, cheering his horse on. It was a large-purse race and 

the crowd was screaming and yelling as the horses rounded the first turn. 

Nick Vito stepped into the box behind Colella and said, "How you 

doin', pal?" 

"Hey, Nick! You got here just in time. Beauty Queen's gonna win this 

one. I put a little bet on it for you." 

"That's great, Joe." 
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Nick Vito pressed the .22 caliber gun against Joseph Colella's spine 

and fired three times through his coat. The muffled noise went unnoticed in 

the cheering crowd. Nick watched Joseph Colella slump to the ground. He 

debated for an instant whether to take the pari-mutuel tickets out of 

Colella's pocket, then decided against it. After all, the horse could lose. 

Nick Vito turned and unhurriedly walked toward the exit, one anonymous 

figure among thousands. 

Michael Moretti's private line rang. 

"Mr. Moretti?" 

"Who wants him?" 

"This is Captain Tanner." 

It took Michael a second to place the name. A police captain. Queens 

precinct. On the payroll. 

"This is Moretti." 

"I just received some information I think might interest you." 

"Where are you calling from?" 

"A public telephone booth." 

"Go ahead." 

"I found out where all the heat's coming from." 

"You're too late. They've been taken care of already." 

"They? Oh. I only heard about Thomas Colfax." 

"You don't know what the hell you're talking about. Colfax is dead." 

It was Captain Tanner's turn to be confused. "What are you talking 

about? Thomas Colfax is sitting at the Marine Base in Quantico right now, 

speaking to everybody who'll listen." 

"You're out of your mind," Michael snapped. "I happen to know–" He 

stopped. What did he know? He had told Nick Vito to kill Thomas Colfax, 

and Vito had said that he had. Michael sat there thinking. "How sure are 

you about this, Tanner?" 

"Mr. Moretti, would I be calling you if I wasn’t sure? " 

"I'll check it out. If you're right, I owe you one." 

"Thank you, Mr. Moretti." 

Captain Tanner replaced the receiver, pleased with himself. In the past 

he had found Michael Moretti to be a very appreciative man. This could be 

the big one, the one that could enable him to retire. He stepped out of the 

telephone booth into the cold October air. 
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There were two men standing outside the booth, and as the captain 

started to step around them, one of them blocked his way. He held up an 

identification card. 

"Captain Tanner? I'm Lieutenant West, Internal Security Division. The 

Police Commissioner would like to have a word with you." 

Michael Moretti hung up the receiver slowly. He knew with a sure an-

imal instinct that Nick Vito had lied to him. Thomas Colfax was still alive. 

That would explain everything that was happening. He was the one who 

had turned traitor. And Michael had sent Nick Vito out to kill Fiore and 

Colella. Jesus, he had been stupid! Outsmarted by a dumb hired gun-man 

into wasting his two top men! He was filled with an icy rage. 

He dialed a number and spoke briefly into the telephone. After he 

made a second telephone call, he sat back and waited. 

When he heard Nick Vito on the phone, Michael forced himself to 

keep the fury he felt out of his voice "How did it go, Nick?" 

"Okay, boss. Just like you said. They both suffered a lot. " 

"I can always count on you, Nick, can't I?" 

"You know you can, boss." 

"Nick, I want you to do me one last favor. One of the boys left a car at 

the comer of York and Ninety-fifth Street. It's a tan Camaro. The keys are 

behind the sun visor. We're going to use it for a job tonight. Drive it over 

here, will you?" 

"Sure, boss. How soon do you need it? I was going to–" 

"I need it now. Right away. Nick." 

"I'm on my way." 

"Good-bye, Nick." 

Michael replaced the receiver. He wished he could be there to watch 

Nick Vito blow himself to hell, but he had one more urgent thing to do. 

Jennifer Parker would be on her way back soon, and he wanted to get 

everything ready for her. 
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It's like some kind of goddamned Hollywood movie production, Ma-

jor General Roy Wallace thought, with my prisoner as the star. 

The large conference room at the United States Marine Corps base 

was filled with technicians from the Signal Corps, scurrying around setting 

up cameras and sound and lighting equipment, using an arcane jargon. 
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"Kill the brute and hit the inkies. Bring a baby over here . . ." 

They were getting ready to put Thomas Colfax's testimony on film. 

"It's extra insurance," District Attorney Di Silva had argued. "We 

know that no one can get to him, but it will be good to have it on the rec-

ord, anyway.'" And the others had gone along with him. 

The only person absent was Thomas Colfax. He would be brought in 

at the last minute, when everything was in readiness for him. 

Just like a goddamn movie star. 

Thomas Colfax was having a meeting in his cell with David Terry of 

the Justice Department, the man in charge of creating new identities for 

witnesses who wished to disappear. 

"Let me explain a bit about the Federal Witness Security Program," 

Terry said. "When the trial is over, we'll send you to whichever country 

you choose. Your furniture and other belongings will be shipped to a ware-

house in Washington, with a coded number. We'll forward it to you later. 

There won't be any way for anyone to trace you. We'll supply you with a 

new identity and background and, if you wish, a new appearance." 

"I'll take care of that." He trusted no one to know what he was going to 

do with his appearance. 

"Ordinarily when we set people up with a new identity, we find jobs 

for them in whatever field they're suited for, and we supply them with some 

money. In your case, Mr. Colfax, I understand that money is no problem." 

Thomas Colfax wondered what David Terry would say if he knew how 

much money was salted away in his bank accounts in Germany, Switzer-

land and Hong Kong. Even Thomas Colfax had not been able to keep track 

of it all, but a modest estimate, he would guess, would be nine or ten mil-

lion dollars. 

"No," Colfax said, "I don't think money will be a problem." 

"All right, then. The first thing to decide is where you would like to go. 

Do you have any particular area in mind?" 

It was such a simple question, yet so much lay behind it. What the man 

was really saying was, Where do you want to spend the rest of your life? 

For Colfax knew that when he got to wherever he was going, he would 

never be able to leave. It would become his new habitat, his protective 

cover, and he would not be safe anywhere else in the world. 

"Brazil." 

It was the logical choice. He already owned a two-hundred-thousand-

acre plantation there in the name of a Panamanian corporation that could 
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not be traced back to him. The plantation itself was like a fortress. He 

could afford to buy himself enough protection so that even if Michael 

Moretti did finally learn where he was, no one would be able to touch him. 

He could buy anything, including all the women he wanted. Thomas Colfax 

liked Latin women. People thought that when a man reached the age of 

sixty-five he was finished sexually, that he no longer had any interest, but 

Colfax had found that his appetite had grown as he had gotten older. 

"Brazil will be easy to arrange," David Terry was saying. "Our gov-

ernment will buy you a small house there, and –” 

"That won't be necessary." Colfax almost laughed aloud at the thought 

of his having to live in a small house. "All I will require of you is that you 

provide me with the new identification and safe transportation. I'll take 

care everything else." 

"As you wish, Mr. Colfax." David Terry rose to his feet. "I think we've 

covered just about everything." He smiled reassuringly. "This is going to 

be one of the easy ones. I'll begin setting things in motion. As soon as 

you're finished testifying, you'll be on an airplane to South America." 

"Thank you." Thomas Colfax watched his visitor leave and he was 

filled with a sense of elation. He had done it! Michael Moretti had made 

the mistake of underestimating him, and it was going to be Moretti's final 

mistake. Colfax was going to bury him so deep that he would never rise 

again. 

And his testimony was going to be filmed. That would be interesting. 

He wondered whether they would use makeup on him. He studied himself 

in the small mirror on the wall. Not bad, he thought, for a man my age. 

I still have my looks. Those young South American girls love older men 

with gray hair. 

He heard the sound of the cell door opening, and he turned. A marine 

sergeant was bringing in Colfax's lunch. There would be plenty of time to 

eat before the filming began. 

The first day, Thomas Colfax had complained about the food that was 

served to him, and from then on General Wallace had arranged for all of 

Colfax's meals to be catered. In the weeks that Colfax had been confined at 

the fort, his slightest suggestion had become their command. They wanted 

to do everything they could to please him, and Colfax took full advantage 

of it. He had had comfortable furniture moved in, and a television set, and 

he received a daily supply of newspapers and current magazines. 



 521 

The sergeant placed the tray of food on a table set for two, and he 

made the same comment he made every day. 

"Looks good enough to eat, sir." 

Colfax smiled politely and sat down at the table. Roast beef rare, the 

way he liked it, mashed potatoes and Yorkshire pudding. He waited as the 

marine pulled up a chair and sat down across from him. The sergeant 

picked up a knife and fork, cut off a piece of the meat and began to eat. 

Another of General Wallace's ideas. Thomas Colfax had his own taster. 

Like the kings of ancient times, he thought. He watched as the marine 

sampled the roast beef, the potatoes and the Yorkshire pudding. 

"How is it?" 

"To tell you the truth, sir, I prefer my beef on the well-done side." 

Colfax picked up his own knife and fork and began to eat. The ser-

geant was mistaken. The meat was cooked perfectly, the potatoes were 

creamy and hot and the Yorkshire pudding was done to a turn. 

Colfax reached for the horseradish and spread it lightly over the beef. 

It was with the second bite that Colfax knew something was terribly 

wrong. There was a sudden burning sensation in his mouth that seemed to 

shoot through his whole body. He felt as though he were on fire. His throat 

was closing, paralyzed, and he began gasping for air. The marine sergeant 

sitting across from him was staring at him. Thomas Colfax clutched his 

throat and tried to tell the sergeant what was happening, but no words 

would come out. The fire in him was spreading more swiftly now, filling 

him with an unbearable agony. His body stiffened in a terrible spasm and 

he toppled over backwards to the floor. 

The sergeant watched him for a moment, then bent over the body and 

lifted Thomas Colfax's eyelid to make sure he was dead. 

Then he called for help. 
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Singapore Airlines Flight 246 landed at Heathrow Airport in London 

at seven-thirty A.M. The other passengers were detained in their seats until 

Jennifer and the two FBI agents were out of the plane and in the airport's 

security office. 

Jennifer was desperately anxious to see a newspaper to find out what 

was happening at home, but her two silent escorts denied her request and 

refused to be drawn into conversation. 

Two hours later, the three of them boarded a TWA plane bound for 

New York. 

In the United States Court House at Foley Square an emergency meet-

ing was taking place. Present were Adam Warner, Robert Di Silva, Major 

General Roy Wallace, and half a dozen representatives from the FBI, the 

Justice Department and the Treasury Department. 

"How the hell could this have happened"?" Robert Di Silva's voice 

was trembling with rage. He turned to the general. 

"You were told how important Thomas Colfax was to us. " 

The general spread his hands helplessly. "We took every precaution 

we could, sir. We're checking now to see how they could have smuggled 

prussic acid into–" 

"I don't give a shit how they did it! Colfax is dead! " 

The man from the Treasury Department spoke up. "How much does 

Colfax's death hurt us?" 

"A hell of a lot," Di Silva replied. "Putting a man on a witness stand is 

one thing. Showing a lot of ledgers and accounts is something else. You 

can bet your ass that some smart attorney's going to start talking about how 

those books could have been faked." 

"Where do we go from here?" a man from the Treasury Department 

asked. 
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The District Attorney replied, "We keep doing what we're doing. Jen-

nifer Parker's on her way back from Singapore. We have enough to put her 

away forever. While she's going down, we're going to get her to pull Mi-

chael Moretti down with her." He turned to Adam. "Don't you agree, Sena-

tor?" 

Adam felt ill. "Excuse me." 

He quickly left the room. 
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The signalman on the ground, wearing oversized earmuffs, waved his 

two semaphores, guiding the jumbo 747 toward the waiting ramp. The 

plane pulled up to a fixed circle and, at a signal, the pilot cut the four Pratt 

& Whitney turbofan engines. 

Inside the giant plane a steward's voice came over the loudspeaker, 

"Ladies and gentlemen, we have just landed at New York's Kennedy Air-

port. We thank you for flying TWA. Will all passengers please remain in 

their seats until a further announcement? Thank you." 

There were general murmurs of protest. A moment later the doors were 

opened by the ramp crew. The two FBI agents seated with Jennifer in the 

front of the plane rose to their feet. 

One of them turned to Jennifer and said, "Let's go." 

The passengers watched with curiosity as the three people left the 

plane. A few minutes later the steward's voice came over the loudspeaker 

again. "Thank you for your patience, ladies and gentlemen. You may now 

disembark." 

A government limousine was waiting at a side entrance to the airport. 

The first stop was the Metropolitan Correctional Center at 150 Park Row 

that connected into the United States Court House at Foley Square. 

After Jennifer had been booked, one of the FBI men said, "Sorry, we 

can't keep you here. We have orders to take you out to Riker's Island." 

The ride to Riker's Island was made in silence. Jennifer sat in the back 

seat between the two FBI men, saying nothing, but her mind was busy. The 

two men had been uncommunicative during the entire trip across the ocean, 
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so Jennifer had no way of knowing how much trouble she was in. She 

knew that it was serious, for it was not easy to obtain a warrant of extradi-

tion. 

She could do nothing to help herself while she was in jail. Her first 

priority was to get out on bail. 

 

They were crossing the bridge to Riker's Island now, and Jennifer 

looked out at the familiar view, a view she had seen a hundred times on the 

way to talk to clients. And now she was a prisoner.  

But not for long, Jennifer thought, Michael will get me out. 

The two FBI men escorted Jennifer into the reception building and one 

of the men handed the guard the extradition warrant. 

"Jennifer Parker." 

The guard glanced at it. "We've been expecting you, Miss Parker. You 

have a reservation in Detention Cell Three." 

"I have the right to one phone call." 

The guard nodded toward the telephone on his desk "Sure." 

Jennifer picked it up, silently praying that Michael Moretti was in. She 

began to dial. 

Michael Moretti had been waiting for Jennifer's call. For the last twen-

ty-four hours he had been able to think of nothing else. He had been in-

formed when Jennifer had landed in London, when her plane had left 

Heathrow, and when she had arrived back in New York. He had sat at his 

desk, mentally tracking Jennifer on her way to Riker's Island. He had visu-

alized her entering the prison. She would demand to make a phone call 

before they put her in a cell. She would call him. That was all he asked. He 

would have her out of there in an hour, and then she would be on her way 

to him. Michael Moretti was living for the moment when Jennifer Parker 

walked through the door. 

Jennifer had done the unforgivable. She had given her body to the man 

who was trying to destroy him. And what else had she given him? What 

secrets had she told him? 

Adam Warner was the father of Jennifer's son. Michael was certain of 

that now. Jennifer had lied to him from the beginning, had told him that 

Joshua's father was dead. Well, that was a prophecy that will soon be ful-

filled, Michael told himself. He was caught in an ironic conflict. On the 

one hand, he had a powerful weapon he could use to discredit and destroy 

Adam Warner. He could blackmail Warner with the threat of exposing his 
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relationship with Jennifer; but if he did that, he would be exposing himself. 

When the Families learned–and they would learn–that Michael's woman 

was the mistress of the head of the Senate Investigating Committee, Mi-

chael would become a laughingstock. He would no longer be able to hold 

up his head or command his men. A cuckold was not fit to be a don. So the 

blackmail threat was a double-edged sword and, as tempting as it was, Mi-

chael knew that he dare not use it. He would have to destroy his enemies in 

another way. 

Michael looked at the small, crudely drawn map on the desk in front of 

him. It was Adam Warner's route to when he was going to attend a private 

fund-raising dinner party that evening. The map had cost Michael Moretti 

five thousand dollars. It was going to cost Adam Warner his life. 

The telephone rang on Michael's desk and he involuntarily started. He 

picked it up and heard Jennifer's voice on the other end. That voice that had 

whispered endearments into his ear, that had begged him to make love to 

her, that– 

"Michael–are you there?" 

"I’m here. Where are you?" 

"They've got me at Riker's Island. They're holding me on a murder 

charge. Bail hasn't been set yet. When can you–?" 

"I'll have you out of there in no time. Just sit tight. Okay?" 

"Yes, Michael." He could hear the relief in her voice. 

"I'll have Gino pick you up." 

A few moments later Michael reached for the telephone and dialed a 

number. He spoke into the phone for several minutes. 

"I don’t care how high the bail is. I want her out now." 

He replaced the receiver and pressed a button on his desk. Gino Gallo 

came in. 

"Jennifer Parker's at Riker's Island. She should be sprung in an hour or 

two. Pick her up and bring her here." 

"Right, boss." 

Michael leaned back in his chair. "Tell her we won't have to worry 

about Adam Warner after today." 

Gino Gallo's face brightened. "No?" 

"No. He's on his way to deliver a speech, but he'll never get there. He's 

going to have an accident at the bridge at New Canaan." 

Gino Gallo smiled. "That's great, boss." 

Michael gestured toward the door. "Move." 
 



 527 
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District Attorney Di Silva fought Jennifer's bail with every stratagem 

at his command. They were appearing before William Bennett, a judge of 

the Supreme Court of New York. 

"Your Honor," Robert Di Silva said, "the defendant is charged with a 

dozen counts of felony. We had to extradite her from Singapore. If she's 

granted bail, she'll flee to someplace where there is no extradition. I ask 

that Your Honor deny bail." 

John Lester, a former judge who was representing Jennifer, said, "The 

District Attorney is guilty of gross distortion, Your Honor. My client did 

not flee anywhere. She was in Singapore on business. If the government 

had asked her to return she would have done so voluntarily. She's a reputa-

ble attorney with a large practice here. It would be inconceivable that she 

would run away." 

The arguments went on for more than thirty minutes. At the end of that 

time, Judge Bennett said, "Bail is granted in the sum of five hundred thou-

sand dollars." 

"Thank you, Your Honor," Jennifer's attorney said. "We'll pay the 

bail." 

Fifteen minutes later, Gino Gallo was helping Jennifer into the back of 

a Mercedes limousine. 

"That didn't take long," he said. 

Jennifer did not reply. Her mind was on what was happening. She had 

been completely isolated in Singapore. She had no idea of what had been 

going on in the United States, but she was certain that her arrest was not an 

unrelated incident. They would not be after her alone. She badly needed to 

talk to Michael and find out what had been happening. Di Silva had to be 

very sure of himself to have had her brought back on a murder charge. He – 

Gino Gallo said two words that caught Jennifer's attention. ". . . Adam 

Warner . . ." 

Jennifer had not been listening. 

"What did you say?" 

"I said we won't have to worry about Adam Warner no more. Mike is 

havin' him took care of." 

Jennifer could feel her heart begin to pound. "He is? When?" 

Gino Gallo raised his hand from the wheel to glance at his watch. "In 

about fifteen minutes. It's set up to look like an accident." 

Jennifer's mouth was suddenly dry. "Where –" She could not get the 

words out. "Where–where is it going to happen?" 



 529 

"New Canaan. The bridge." 

They were passing through Queens. Ahead was a shopping center with 

a pharmacy. 

"Gino, will you pull up in front of that drugstore? I have to get some-

thing." 

"Sure." He skillfully turned the wheel and swung into the entrance to 

the shopping center. "Can I help you?" 

"No. no. I'll–I’ll only be a minute." 

Jennifer got out of the car and hurried inside, nerves screaming. There 

was a telephone booth at the back of the store. Jennifer reached into her 

purse. She had no change except for some Singapore coins. She hurried 

over to the cashier and pulled out a dollar. 

"Could I have change, please?" 

The bored cashier took Jennifer's money and gave her a handful of sil-

ver. Jennifer dashed back to the telephone. A stout woman was picking up 

the receiver and dialing. 

Jennifer said, "I have an emergency. I wonder if I could--- " 

The woman glared at her and kept dialing. 

"Hello, Hazel," the woman whooped. "My horoscope was right. I’ve 

had the worst day! You know the shoes I was going to pick up at 

Delman's? Would you believe they sold the only pair they had in my size?" 

Jennifer touched the woman's arm and begged, "Please!" 

"Get your own phone," the woman hissed. She turned back to the re-

ceiver. "Remember the suede ones we saw? Gone! So you know what I 

did? I said to that clerk . . ." 

Jennifer closed her eyes and stood there, oblivious to everything but 

the torment inside her. Michael must not kill Adam. She had to do whatev-

er she could to save him. 

The woman hung up and turned to Jennifer. "I should make another 

call, just to teach you a lesson," she said. 

As she walked away, smiling at her little victory, Jennifer made a grab 

for the phone. She called Adam's office. 

"I’m sorry," his secretary said, "but Senator Warner is not in. Do you 

wish to leave a message?" 

"It's urgent," Jennifer said. "Do you know where he can be reached?" 

"No, I’m sorry. If you would like to–" 

Jennifer hung up. She stood there a moment, thinking, then quickly di-

aled another number. "Robert Di Silva." 
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There was an interminable wait and then: "The District Attorney's of-

fice." 

"I have to speak to Mr. Di Silva. This is Jennifer Parker." 

"I’m sorry. Mr. Di Silva is in a conference. He can't be dis–" 

"You get him on this telephone. This is an emergency. Hurry!" Jen-

nifer's voice was trembling. 

Di Silva's secretary hesitated. "Just a moment." 

A minute later, Robert Di Silva was on the telephone. "Yes?" His 

voice was unfriendly. 

"Listen, and listen carefully," Jennifer said. "Adam Warner's going to 

be killed. It's going to happen in the next ten or fifteen minutes. They're 

planning to do it at the New Canaan Bridge." 

She hung up. There was nothing more she could do. A brief vision of 

Adam's torn body came into her mind and she shuddered. She looked at her 

watch and silently prayed that Di Silva would be able to get help there in 

time. 

* * * 

Robert Di Silva replaced the receiver and looked at the half- dozen 

men in his office. "That was a weird call." 

"Who was it?" 

"Jennifer Parker. She said they're going to assassinate Senator Warn-

er." 

"Why did she call you?" 

"Who knows?" 

"Do you think it's on the level?" 

District Attorney Di Silva said, "Hell, no." 

Jennifer walked through the office door and, in spite of himself, Mi-

chael could not help reacting to her beauty. It was the same way he felt 

every time he saw her. Outside, she was the loveliest woman he had ever 

seen. But inside she was treacherous, deadly. He looked at the lips that had 

kissed Adam Warner and at the body that had lain in Adam Warner's arms. 

She was walking in saying, "Michael, I'm so glad to see you. Thank 

you for arranging everything so quickly. " 

"No problem. I've been waiting for you, Jennifer." She would never 

know how much he meant that. 

She sank into an armchair. "Michael, what in God’s name is going on? 

What's happening?" 
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He studied her, half admiring her. She was responsible for helping to 

bring his empire crashing down, and she was sitting there innocently ask-

ing what was going on! 

"Do you know why they brought me back?" 

Sure, he thought. So you can sing some more for them. He remem-

bered the little yellow canary with its broken neck. That would be Jennifer 

soon. 

Jennifer looked into his black eyes. "Are you all right?'' 

"I've never been better." He leaned back in his chair "In a few minutes, 

all our problems are going to be over." 

"What do you mean?" 

"Senator Warner is going to have an accident. That'll cool off the 

committee pretty good." He looked at the clock on the wall. "I should be 

getting a phone call any minute." 

There was something odd in Michael's manner, something forbidding. 

Jennifer was filled with a sudden premonition of danger. She knew she had 

to get out of there. 

She stood up. "I haven't had a chance to unpack. I’ll go–" 

"Sit down." The undertone in Michael's voice sent a chill down her 

back. 

"Michael–" 

"Sit down." 

She glanced toward the door. Gino Gallo was standing there, his back 

against it, watching Jennifer with no expression on his face. 

"You're not going anywhere," Michael told her. 

"I don't under–" 

"Don't talk. Don't say another word." 

They sat there waiting, staring at each other, and the only sound in the 

room was the loud ticking of the clock on the wall. Jennifer tried to read 

Michael's eyes, but they were blank, filled with nothing, giving away noth-

ing. 

The sudden ringing of the telephone jarred the stillness of the room. 

Michael picked up the receiver. "Hello? . . . Are you sure? ... All right. Get 

out of there." He replaced the receiver and looked up at Jennifer. "The 

bridge at New Canaan is swarming with cops." 
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Jennifer could feel the relief flooding through her body. It became a 

sense of exhilaration. Michael was watching her and she made an effort 

not to let her emotions show. 

Jennifer asked, "What does that mean?" 

Michael said slowly, "Nothing. Because that's not where Adam Warn-

er is going to die." 

— 62 — 
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The twin bridges of the Garden State Parkway were not named on the 

map. The Garden State Parkway crossed the Raritan River between the 

Amboys, splitting into the twobridges, one northbound and the other south-

bound. 

The limousine was just west of Perth Amboy, heading toward the 

southbound bridge. Adam Warner was seated in back, with a secret service 

man beside him, and two secret service men in front. 

Agent Clay Reddin had been assigned to the senator’s guard detail six 

months earlier, and he had come to know Adam Warner well. He had al-

ways thought of him as an open, accessible man, but all day the senator 
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had been strangely silent and withdrawn. Deeply troubled were the words 

that came to Agent Reddin. There was no question in his mind but that 

Senator Warner was going to be the next President of the United States, 

and it was Reddin's responsibility to see that nothing happened to him. He 

reviewed again the precautions that had been taken to safeguard the sena-

tor, and he was satisfied that nothing could go wrong. Agent Reddin 

glanced again at the probable President-to-be, and wondered what he was 

thinking. 

Adam Warner's mind was on the ordeal that was confronting him. He 

had been informed by Di Silva that Jennifer Parker had been arrested. The 

thought of her being locked away like an animal was anathema to him. His 

mind kept returning to the wonderful moments they had shared together. 

He had loved Jennifer as he had never loved another woman. 

One of the secret service men in the front seat was saying, "We should 

be arriving in Atlantic City right on schedule, Mr. President." 

Mr. President. That phrase again. According to all the latest polls, he 

was far ahead. He was the country's new folk hero, and Adam knew it was 

due in no small measure to the crime investigation he had headed, the in-

vestigation that would destroy Jennifer Parker. 

Adam glanced up and saw that they were approaching the twin bridg-

es. There was a side road just before the bridge and a huge semitrailer 

truck was stopped at the entrance on the opposite side of the road. As the 

limousine neared the bridge, the truck started to pull out, so that the two 

vehicles arrived at the bridge at the same time. 

The secret service driver applied his brakes and slowed down. "Look 

at that idiot." 

The shortwave radio crackled into life. "Beacon One! Come in, Bea-

con One!" 

The agent in the front seat next to the driver picked up the transmitter. 

"This is Beacon One." 

The large truck was abreast of the limousine now as it started across 

the span. It was a behemoth, completely blocking out the view on the driv-

er's side of the car. The limousine driver started to speed up to get ahead of 

it, but the truck simultaneously increased its speed. 

"What the hell does he think he's doing?" the driver muttered. 

"We've had an urgent call from the District Attorney's office. Fox One 

is in danger! Do you read me?" 
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Without warning, the truck veered to the right, hitting the side of the 

limousine, forcing it against the bridge railing. In seconds, the three secret 

service men in the car had their guns out. 

"Get down!" 

Adam found himself pushed down onto the floor, while Agent Reddin 

shielded Adam's body. The secret service agents rolled down the windows 

on the left side of the limousine, guns pointed. There was nothing at which 

to shoot. The side of the huge semitrailer blotted out everything. The driver 

was up ahead, out of sight. There was another jolt and a grinding crash as 

the limousine was knocked into the railing again. The driver swung the 

wheel to the left, fighting to keep the car on the bridge, but the truck kept 

forcing him back. The cold Raritan River swirled two hundred feet below 

them. 

The secret service agent next to the driver had grabbed his radio mi-

crophone and was calling wildly into it. "This is Beacon One! Mayday! 

Mayday! Come in all units!" 

But everyone in the limousine knew that it was too late for anyone to 

save them. The driver tried to stop the car, but the truck's huge fenders 

were locked into it, sweeping the limousine along. It was only a matter of 

seconds before the huge truck would edge them over the side of the bridge. 

The agent driving the car tried evasive tactics, alternately using the brake 

and the accelerator to slow down and speed up, but the truck had the car 

cruelly pinned against the bridge railing. There was no room for the car to 

maneuver. The truck blocked off any escape on the left side, and on the 

right side the limousine was being pushed against the iron railing of the 

bridge. The agent fought the wheel desperately as the truck pressed hard 

into the limousine once again, and everyone in the car could feel the bridge 

railing start to give way. 

The truck was jamming harder now, forcing the limousine over the 

side. Those in the car could feel the sudden list as the front wheels broke 

through the railing and went over the edge of the bridge. The car was tee-

tering on the brink and each man, in his own way, prepared to die. 

Adam felt no fear, only an ineffable sadness at the loss, the waste. It 

was Jennifer he should have shared his life with, had children with–and 

suddenly Adam knew, from somewhere deep within himself, that they had 

had a child. The limousine gave another lurch and Adam cried out once 

aloud at the injustice of what had happened, what was happening. 
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From overhead came the roar of two police helicopters as they 

swooped down out of the sky, and a moment later there was the sound of 

machine guns. The semitrailer lurched and all motion suddenly stopped. 

Adam and the others could hear the helicopters circling overhead. The men 

remained motionless, knowing that the slightest movement could send the 

car over the bridge, into the waters below. 

There was the distant scream of police sirens drawing nearer, and a 

few minutes later the sound of voices barking out commands. The engine of 

the truck roared into life again. Slowly, carefully, the truck moved, inching 

away from the trapped car, removing the pressure against it. The limousine 

tilted for one terrible instant, and then was still. A moment later, the truck 

had been backed out of the way and Adam and the others could see out of 

the left-hand windows. 

There were half a dozen squad cars and uniformed policemen with 

drawn guns swarming over the bridge. 

A police captain was at the side of the battered car. 

"We'll never get the doors open," he said. "We're going to bring you 

out through the windows–real easy." 

Adam was lifted out of the window first, slowly and carefully, so as 

not to upset the balance of the car and send it over the side. The three se-

cret service men were next. 

When all the men had been removed from the car, the police captain 

turned to Adam and asked, "Are you all right, sir? " 

Adam turned to look at the car hanging over the edge of the bridge, 

and then at the dark water of the river far below. 

"Yes," he said. "I'm all right." 

Michael Moretti glanced up at the clock on the wall. "It's all over." He 

turned to face Jennifer. "Your boyfriend's in the river by now." 

She was watching him, her face pale. "You can't –" 

"Don't worry. You're going to have a fair trial." He turned to Gino 

Gallo. "Did you tell her that Adam Warner was going to be blown away in 

New Canaan?" 

"Just like you told me, boss." 

Michael looked at Jennifer. "The trial's over. " 

He rose to his feet and walked over to where Jennifer was sitting. He 

grabbed her blouse and pulled her to her feet. 
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"I loved you," he whispered. He hit her hard across the face. Jennifer 

did not flinch. He hit her again, harder, then a third time, and she fell to the 

floor. 

"Get up. We're taking a trip." 

Jennifer lay there, dizzy from the blows, trying to clear her head. Mi-

chael hauled her roughly to her feet. 

"You want me to take care of her?" Gino Gallo asked. 

"No. Bring the car around the back. " 

"Right, boss." He hurried out of the room. 

Jennifer and Michael were alone. 

"Why?" he asked. "We owned the world, and you threw it away. Why?" 

She did not answer. 

Michael moved toward her and grabbed her arm. "I'm going to put you 

in the river with your lover! You can keep each other company." 

Gino Gallo came back into the room, his face white. "Boss! There's a –" 

There was a crashing sound from outside the room. Michael dived for 

the gun in his desk drawer. He had it in his hand when the door burst open. 

Two federal agents came through the door, guns drawn. 

"Freeze!" 

In that split second, Michael made his decision. He raised the gun and 

turned and fired at Jennifer. He saw the bullets go into her a second before 

the agents started shooting. He watched the blood spurt out of her chest, 

then he felt a bullet tear into him, and then another. He saw Jennifer lying 

on the floor, and Michael did not know which was the greater agony, her 

death or his. He felt the hammer blow of another bullet, and then he felt 

nothing. 

— 63 — 
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Two interns were wheeling Jennifer out of the operating room and into 

Intensive Care. A uniformed policeman followed at Jennifer's side. The 

hospital corridor was a bedlam of policemen, detectives and reporters. 

A man walked up to the reception desk and said, "I want to see Jen-

nifer Parker." 

"Are you a member of her family?" 

"No. I'm a friend." 

"I'm sorry. No visitors. She's in Intensive Care." 

"I’ll wait." 

"It could be a long time." 

"That doesn't matter," Ken Bailey said. 

A side door opened and Adam Warner, gaunt and haggard, entered, 

flanked by a team of secret service men. 

A doctor was waiting to greet him. "This way, Senator Warner." He 

led Adam into a small office. 

"How is she?" Adam asked. 

"I’m not optimistic. We removed three bullets from her." 

The door opened and District Attorney Robert Di Silva hurried in. He 

looked at Adam Warner and said, "I’m sure glad you're okay." 

Adam said, "I understand I owe my thanks to you. How did you 

know?" 

"Jennifer Parker called me. She told me they were setting you up in 

New Canaan. I figured it was probably some kind of diversionary ploy, but 

I couldn't take a chance, so I covered it. Meanwhile, I got hold of the route 
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you were taking and we sent some choppers after you to protect you. My 

hunch is that Parker tried to set you up." 

"No," Adam said. "No." 

Robert Di Silva shrugged. "Have it your way, Senator. The important 

thing is that you're alive." As an afterthought he turned to the doctor. "Is 

she going to live?" 

"Her chances are not very good." 

The District Attorney saw the look on Adam Warner's face and misin-

terpreted it. "Don't worry. If she makes it, we've got her nailed down tight." 

He looked at Adam more closely. "You look like hell. Why don't you 

go home and get some rest?" 

"I want to see Jennifer Parker first." 

The doctor said, "She's in a coma. She may not come out of it." 

"I would like to see her, please." 

"Of course, Senator. This way." 

The doctor led the way out of the room, with Adam following and Di 

Silva behind him. They walked a few feet down the corridor to a sign that 

said INTENSIVE CARE UNIT – KEEP OUT. 

The doctor opened the door and held it for the two men. "She's in the 

first room." 

There was a policeman in front of the door, guarding it. He came to at-

tention as he saw the District Attorney. 

"No one gets near that room without written authorization from me. 

You understand?" Di Silva asked. 

"Yes, sir." 

Adam and Di Silva walked into the room. There were three beds, two 

of them empty. Jennifer lay in the third, tubes running into her nostrils and 

wrists. Adam moved close to the bed and stared down at her. Jennifer's 

face was very pale against the white pillows, and her eyes were closed. In 

repose, her face seemed younger and softer. Adam was looking at the inno-

cent girl he had met years ago, the girl who had said angrily to him, If any-

one had paid me off, do you think I'd be living in a place like this? I don't 

care what you do. All I want is to be left alone. He remembered her cour-

age and idealism and her vulnerability. She had been on the side of the an-

gels, believing in justice and willing to fight for it. What had gone wrong? 

He had loved her and he loved her still, and he had made one wrong choice 
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that had poisoned all their lives, and he knew he would never feel free of 

guilt for as long as he lived. 

He turned to the doctor. "Let me know when she- “He could not say 

the words. "–what happens." 

"Of course," the doctor said. 

Adam Warner took one long last look at Jennifer and said a silent 

good-bye. Then he turned and walked out to face the waiting reporters. 

Through a dim, misty haze of semiconsciousness, Jennifer heard the 

men leave. She had not understood what they were saying, for their words 

were blurred by the pain that gripped her. She thought she had heard Ad-

am's voice, but she knew that could not be. He was dead. She tried to open 

her eyes, but the effort was too great. 

Jennifer's thoughts began to drift . . Abraham Wilson came running in-

to the room carrying a box. He stumbled and the box opened and a yellow 

canary flew out of it . . .Robert Di Silva was screaming, Catch it! Don't let 

it get away! 

. . . and Michael Moretti was holding it and laughing, and Father Ryan 

said, Look, everybody! It’s a miracle! and Connie Garrett was dancing 

around the room and everyone applauded . . . Mrs. Cooper said, I'm going 

to give you Wyoming . . . Wyoming . . . Wyoming . . . and Adam came in 

with dozens of red roses and Michael said, They're from me, and Jennifer 

said, I'll put them in a vase in water, and they shriveled and died and the 

water spilled onto the floor and became a lake, and she and Adam were 

sailing, and Michael was chasing them on water skis and he became Josh-

ua and he smiled at Jennifer and waved and started to lose his balance, and 

she screamed, Don't fall . . . Don't fall . . . Don't fall . . . and an enormous 

wave swept Joshua into the air and he held out his arms like Jesus and dis-

appeared. 

For an instant, Jennifer's mind cleared. 

Joshua was gone. 

Adam was gone. 

Michael was gone. 

She was alone. In the end, everyone was alone. Each person had to die 

his own death. It would be easy to die now. 
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A feeling of blessed peace began to steal over her. Soon there was no 

more pain. 

— 64 — 
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It was a cold January day in the Capitol when Adam Warner was 

sworn in as the fortieth President of the United States. His wife wore a 

sable hat and a dark sable coat that did wonderful things for her complex-

ion and almost concealed her pregnancy. She stood next to her daughter 

and they both watched proudly as Adam took the oath of office, and the 

country rejoiced for the three of them. They were the best of America: de-

cent and honest and good, they belonged in the White House. 

In a small law office in Kelso, Washington, Jennifer Parker sat alone 

looking at the inauguration on television. She watched until the last of the 

ceremony was over and Adam and Mary Beth and Samantha had left the 

podium, surrounded by secret service men. Then Jennifer turned off the 

television set and watched the images fade into nothingness. And it was 

like turning off the past: shutting out all that had happened to her, the love 

and the death and the joy and the pain. Nothing had been able to destroy 

her. She was a survivor. 

She put on her hat and coat and walked outside, pausing for a moment 

to look at the sign that said: Jennifer Parker. Attorney at Law, She thought 
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for an instant of the jury that had acquitted her. She was still a lawyer, as 

her father had been a lawyer. And she would go on, searching for the elu-

sive thing called justice. She turned and headed in the direction of the 

courthouse. 

Jennifer walked slowly down the deserted, windswept street. A light 

snow had begun to fall, casting a chiffon veil over the world. From an 

apartment building nearby there came a sudden burst of merriment, and it 

was such an alien sound that she stopped for a moment to listen. She pulled 

her coat tighter about her and moved on down the street, peering into the 

curtain of snow ahead, as though she were trying to see into the future. 

But she was looking into the past, trying to understand when it was 

that all the laughter died. 
 

Comprehension 

 

  2.   Give detailed answers to the following questions 
 

1. Did Michael Moretti reschedule an appointment? 

2. What did Michael Moretti learn? 

3. What kind of organization was the National Commission? 

4. What ultimatum did Jimmy Guardino give Michael? 

5. Why did Michael Moretti order Nick Vito to murder his two top lieu-

tenants, Salvatore Fiore and Joseph Colella? 

6. Michael Moretti called a judge of the Superior Court. What did he ask 

him? 

7.  What made Di Silva be angry and frustrated? 

8. Why did Nick Vito decide not to be softhearted again? 

9. Where did Nick find Fiore and Joseph Colella? 

10. How did Moretti find out that Thomas Colfax was still alive? 

11. Why was Michael filled with an icy rage? 

12. Why was the large conference room at the United States Marine Corps 

base crowded with technicians? 

13. Whom was Thomas Colfax having a meeting in his cell with? What 

did they discuss? 

14. Who brought in Colfax’s lunch? Did Thomas enjoy the meal? 

15. How long were the passengers detained in their seats at Heathrow 
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Airport? 

16. What meeting was taking place in the United States Court House at 

Foley Square? Who were the participants? 

17. Why did Colfax's death hurt the Justice Department and the Treasury 

Department a lot? 

18. Where was Jennifer brought after a jumbo 747 had landed at New 

York’s Kennedy Airport? 

19. Jennifer had the right to one telephone call. Whom did she phone up? 

20. What map did Michael look at? How much did it cost him? Why? 

21. What did Moretti order Gino Gallo to do? 

22. Who agued Jennifer’s bail? What were their arguments? How long did 

the dispute continue? 

23. How did Jennifer manage to prevent Adam Warner’s assassination?  

24. What did Adam feel facing death in the limousine? 

25. What happened to Jennifer and Michael? 

26. Who visited Jennifer when she was in hospital? 

27. Where was Jennifer looking at the inauguration? 
 

  3.   Find evidence in the text to support the following 
 

1. Judge Lawrence Waldman was corruptible. 

2. Nick Vito was in a dilemma. 

3. Thomas Colfax was absolutely sure of his safe future. 

4. Jennifer saved Adam Warner.  

5. Thomas Colfax was the one who had turned traitor 
 

  4.   Consider the following topics. Make use of the words and 

word combinations given in brackets  
 

1. A major disaster in the Organisation (a raid, an arrest, to filter 

in, disbelief, to pick up, gambling operation, to seize, a ledger, a record, to 

impound, a nightmare, to obtain information, to place telephone calls, to 

demand, to be badly hurt, a leak, to come from, to suspect; to give an ulti-

matum, to supersede; to net, to give solid evidence, to mount, to tip off, a 

ledger, to hide smth, to bury under smth, a garbage dump, to break smth, to 

handpick sb, a loan-sharking operation, to betray sb, to be out, to take 

over, to be filled with a murderous rage, to pull sb down, without one’s 

testimony, to prove a thing against sb,  a FBI agent, a warrant for sb to 

arrest, a preliminary hearing, to request bail, to set at) 
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2. Failure of putting Thomas Colfax testimony on film (to be 

filled with technicians, to set up cameras and sound and lighting equip-

ment, extra insurance, to get to sb, to have smth on the record, to bring in, 

at the last moment, to be in readiness for sb, one’s testimony, to be filmed, 

to use makeup, to study oneself, a marine sergeant, to eat before the film-

ing begin, to complain about smth, to cater, to please sb, to take full ad-

vantage of smth, a daily supply of smth, to place the tray of food on smth, 

to sit down across sb, to have one’s own taster, to sample smth, to pick up 

smth, a bite, a sudden burning sensation, to shoot through smth, to be on 

fire, to close, to paralyzed, to gasp for air, to stare at sb, to fill sb with 

smth, an unbearable agony, to topple over backwards to smth, to bend over 

sb, to lift smth, to make sure, to call for smth) 
 

3. Michael Moretti’s desire to revenge (to make a telephone call, to 

take care of sb, determine one’s whereabouts, to visit one’s apartment, tp 

park one’s car, to walk up the stairs to, to squeeze the trigger, to put a bul-

let in one’s head, to make certain, to stand up in one’s box, to press smth, 

to fire, muffed noise, to be unnoticed, to slump to the ground, anonymous 

figure, to hear sb on the phone, to keep the fury, to count on sb, to drive 

smth, to blow, to have an accident, a crashing sound from outside, to dive 

for smth in one’s desk driver, a federal agent, to come through the door, to 

make one’s decision, to raise smth, to fire at sb, to shoot, to spurt out of, a 

bullet, to lie on the floor) 
 

4. An attempt on Adam Warner’s life (a secret service man, to re-

view the precautions, to safeguard the senator, to approach the twin bridg-

es, a huge semi trailer truck, to be abreast of the limousine, to speed up, to 

the right, to hit the side of the limousine, to blot out every thing, to swing 

the wheel to the left, to keep the bridge, to be late to save sb, a matter of 

seconds, to try evasive tactics, to maneuver, to go the edge of the bridge, to 

prepare to die) 
 

Activator 

 

  5.   Give the English equivalents of the following Russian 

words and word combinations 
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1. несправедливость 2. секретная служба, разведка 3. отказать в 

поручительстве 4. грубое искажение 5. шантажировать 6. вступление 

в должность, инаугурация 7. быть приведенным к присяге 8. верить 

в справедливость 9. виновный по всем пунктам обвинения 10. удо-

влетворять ходатайство о передаче на поруки 11. убегать, спасаться 

бегством 12. получить право на экстрадицию из другой страны 13. 

тюрьма следственная и/или краткосрочного заключения 14. полу-

чить поручительство 15. вручать дежурному приказ об экстрадиции 

16. камера предварительного заключения 17. иметь право на один 

телефонный звонок 18. записать на пленку ч.-л. свидетельские пока-

зания 19. Министерство Юстиции 20. федеральная программа без-

опасности свидетеля 
 

  6.   Translate into English using the words and word combina-

tions from the text 
 

1. Кто-то дал им надежные улики, иначе они бы не осмелились на 

такую шумную операцию. 

2. На предварительном слушании дела адвокат, подобранный судь-

ей Уолдманом, потребовал выпустить обвиняемого под залог. 

3. Ходили слухи, что в их «семье» завелся предатель. 

4. Многие из собравшихся потратили долгие годы, по крупицам 

собирая улики против гангстеров, убийц и вымогателей, но каж-

дый раз талантливый адвокат добивался их освобождения. 

5. "Я вкратце расскажу вам о федеральной программе безопасности 

свидетелей," – сказал Терри. 

6. Его выступление, когда он будет давать показания, снимут на 

пленку. 

7. С момента ареста никто не сказал ей, в чем она обвиняется, по-

этому Дженнифер не знала, насколько серьезно ее положение. 

8. Агенты ФБР провели ее в административное здание, и один из 

них вручил дежурному бумаги на арест и экстрадицию. 

9. Окружной прокурор Роберт Ди Сильва изо всех сил старался 

сделать так, чтобы  Дженнифер не выпускали под залог. 

10. "Ваша честь," – сказал  Ди Сильва, – "мисс Паркер обвиняется в 

совершении тяжких преступлений." 
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11. Согласно последнему опросу общественного мнения, Адам Уор-

нер обогнал всех своих конкурентов. 

12. Был холодный январский день, когда Адам Уорнер произносил 

клятву, став сороковым президентом Соединенных  Штатов. 
 

  7.   Match the words on the left with their definitions on the 

right. Then choose the best word from those given to com-

plete each of the sentences which follow 
 

1. alien a) introduction of a new official, professor, etc. at a 

special ceremony 

2. injustice b) the official name that people use in a court when 

they speak to the judge 

3. impound c) to run or hurry away (from) 

4. assassinate d) a person who betrays a friend, is disloyal to his 

country 

5. traitor e) to kill a person (esp. a politician, ruler) for political 

reasons 

6. safeguard f) to set free or judicially discharge from an accusation 

of suspicion of guilt 

7. inauguration g) a person born in a foreign country, one not a citizen 

of the country in which he is living 

8. acquit h) to deprive a person of his liberty by legal authority 

9. Your Honor i) absence of justice 

10. arrest j) to protect, guard  

11. ultimatum k) final statement of conditions to be agreed without 

discussion 

12. flee l) to take possession of by law or by authority 
 

1. In a small law office in Kelso, Washington, Jennifer Parker sat alone 

looking at the… on television. 

2. "…," Robert Di Silva said, "the defendant is charged with a dozen 

counts of felony. 

3. If she's granted bail, she'll … to someplace where there is no extradition 

4. "Jennifer Parker. She said they're going … Senator Warner." 

5. The judge decided that the guilt was not proved and therefore … the 

defendant of burglary. 
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6. An Englishman is …in the United States. 

7. A reward has been offered for information that leads … of the murder-

er. 

8. She remains adamant that … was made. 

9. This legislation does not adequately … the right of consumers. 

10. Jimmy Guardino, in Las Vegas, gave him … 

11. Drops were being raided; gambling operations were being seized; con-

fidential ledgers and records were being…. 
 

  8.   Put a tick to show the most typical collocations 
 

 emergency guilt information 

leak    

feel    

cope with    

be haunted by    

disclose    

respond to    

suffer    

contain    

deal with    

dig up    

bring    

be consumed with    

obtain    

handle    

be overwhelmed 

with 

   

seek     

download    

 

  9   Replace the highlighted words with a suitable idiomatic ex-

pression given in the box 
 

on behalf of, in the clear, do sb dozens of favors, be up against, tip sb 

off, in no time, done to a turn, go along with sb, nail sb down, be on 

the level 
 

1. “I’m calling as the representative of the Commission, Michael.’’ 
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2. Whoever was giving a warning or a hint the authorities had inside 

information that was known only to Michael and his two top lieuten-

ants. 

3. Nick Vito had been faced guns and knifes dozens of times, but he had 

never known fear. 

4. Fiore and Colella had given more support to him than to another 

person. 

5. Once he killed Fiore and Colella, he would be free from suspicion. 

6. And the others had agreed with him. 

7. “I’ll have you out of there very quickly. Just sit tight. Okay?” 

8. The meat was cooked perfectly, the potatoes were creamy and hot and 

the Yorkshire pudding was cooked just enough. 

9. “Do you think it’s honest?” 

10. We’ll make her say clearly what she intends to do. 
 

  10.   Study the table, and then underline the correct preposi-

tions in the sentences below 
 

pull up to get a chair and sit down next to sb who is al-

ready sitting 

pull sb/sth about treat roughly 

pull sth apart tear or pull into its parts 

pull sth down destroy or demolish 

pull in (of, a train) enter a station; move in towards 

pull sb in a) attract; b) (informal) arrest 

pull sth off drive a motor-vehicle off the road into a lay-by; 

succeed in a plan,  in winning 

pull out (of) move out (in order to pass or go pound; detach 

pull (sth) over (cause a vehicle) to move or steer to one side 
 

1. Now for the first time, the men at the top were being pulled in / about. 

2. These stupid bastards were trying to pull him apart / down, but they 

would not live long enough to enjoy. 

3. He waited as the marine pulled up / out a chair and sat down across 

from him. 

4. While she’s going down, we’re going to get her to pull Michael 

Moretti over / down with her. 

5. As the limousine neared the bridge, the truck started to pull out / off, 

so that the two vehicles arrived at the bridge at the same time.  
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  11.   Put in the correct prepositions 
 

1. The police had to be obtaining information … someone … his Organi-

zation.  

2. Now … the first time, the men … the top were being pulled in.  

3. His value … The Organization lay … the fact that he followed orders 

… question.  

4. Nick Vito was … a dilemma.  

5. I put a little bet … it … you. 

6. The keys are … the sun visor.  

7. Ordinarily when we set people up … a new identity, we find jobs … 

them … whatever field they’re suited for, and we supply them… some 

money.  

8. There would be plenty … time to eat … the filming began.  

9. Captain Tanner replaced the receiver, pleased … himself. 

10. Tony followed … Michael … the office … the rear … the restaurant. 

11. They were being badly hurt and no one knew where the leak was com-

ing …. 

12. He knew … a sure animal instinct that Nick Vito had lied … him. 

13. Colfax almost laughed aloud … the thought … his having to live … a 

small house. 

14. David Terry rose … his feet. 

15. Stay there until you hear … me. 

16. Michael Moretti had made the mistake …underestimating him.  
 

Discussion 

 

  12.   Agree or disagree to the statements. Give your arguments 

for or against them 
 

1. A person can count only on himself and should trust no one. 

2. Justice has always been and remains to be elusive. 

3. Adam Warner had made one wrong choice that had poisoned his and 

Jennifer’s lives. 
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  13.   Comment on the following ideas 
 

1. Why would Salvatore Fiore and Joseph Colella betray him? The an-

swer, of course, was simple: the chair he was sitting in. They wanted 

his chair. (Michael Moretti) 

2. In the past he found Michael Moretti to be a very appreciative man. 

This could be the big one, the one that could enable him to retire. 

(Captain Tanner) 

3. Michael Moretti had made the mistake of underestimating Thomas 

Colfax, and it was going to be Moretti’s final mistake. (Thomas 

Colfax) 

4. Mr President. According to all the latest polls, he was the country’s 

new folk hero, and Adam knew it was due in no small measure to the 

crime investigation he had headed. (Adam Warner) 

5. He remembered Jennifer’s courage and idealism and her vulnerability. 

She had been on the side of the angels, believing in justice and willing 

to fight for it. What had gone wrong? (Adam Warner) 

Answer Keys 

 

Part 1 

 

 Ex. 5 

1g, 2d, 3a, 4c, 5b, 6e, 7h, 8f, 9i, 10l, 11p, 12q, 13k, 14j, 15n, 16m, 17o. 
 

 Ex. 6 

crimes: murder, robbery, rape, shoplifting, manslaughter, mayhem, racket 

people: thief, attorney, burglar, criminal, judge, witness, prisoner, jury, 

prosecutor, defendant, plaintiff, District Attorney, lawyer, mugger, criminal 

law professor, deputy 

places: prison, Criminal Court Building, court room, witness stand, cell, 

court, police station, witness room, jury box, chamber, law office, judge’s 

bench, spectator’s benches, murder trial 

 Ex. 7 
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1) District Attorney 2) fiercely ambitious 3) be involved in dozens of crimes 

ranging from fraud to murder 4) be arrested 5) swearing-in ceremony 

6) defendant  7) testify against 8) assemble evidence against sb 9) select the 

jury 10) take the oath 11) handle a case 12) mistrial 13) involuntary man-

slaughter 14) be on trial for 15) be caught in a murder16) Rackets Bureau 

17) witness stand 18) legal avenue of escape 19) objection overruled 

20) objection sustained 
 

 Ex.9. 

1) that was out of question 2) to bring to its knees 3) is at stake 4) went out 

of his way 5) was scared out of his wits 6) had taken no chances 7) stick 

around, to pick my brains 8) to refresh his memory about these dates 9) to 

make the rounds of law offices 10) it was simply taken for granted 11) a for-

tune 
 

 Ex. 10 

1) wait in the line 2) succeed in getting smth organized and tided up 3) 

make a sound/ make a noise 4) take a quick look 5) speak loud (er) 6) turn 

the eyes away 7) leave 8) raise the eyes 9) make sure someone can’t see or 

find smth or sb 10) make a very serious promise  
 

 Ex. 11 

1) against 2) in, during 3) on 4) upon, against 5) on, for, of 6) in 7) with 

8) under 9) on 10) in 11) with 12) away from 13) with 14) to 15) outside, of 

16) for, over 17) in 18) on  
 

Part 2 

 

 Ex. 5  

1) was empowered 2) serves 3) to convict 4) have verified 5) was tried 6) 

was convicted 7) is serving 8) fined 
 

 Ex. 6  

1) k 2) h 3) e 4) g 5) c 6) a 7) d 8) b 9) l 10) f 11) i 

1)assault 2) complicity 3) confinement 4) deposition 5) hold-up 6) justice 

7) justification 8)  penitentiary 9) shoplifting 10) theft 11)vagrancy  
 

 Ex. 7  

1) remain in the background 2) run for senator 3) disbar 4) prosecute 

5) plausible 6) trial panel 7) trial 8) assume responsibility 9) summons 
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10) vindictive 11) bargaining 12) burglary 13)assault 14)  take the law into 

one’s hands 15) be charged with murder 16) convict 17) circumstantial evi-

dence 18) rehabilitation 19) deprive sb of smth 20) armed robbery 21) make 

a reputation for himself 
 

 Ex. 9 

1) to remain in the background 2) cut and dried 3) twist my words around 

4) have been a snap 5) to take Adam’s word for it 6) had been steeling her-

self 7) were out to 8) get in touch with 9) carried on like a raging bull 10) 

turned them down 11) got up enough nerve to 12) took the law in his own 

hands 
 

 Ex. 10  

1) pay for 2) get into 3) run for 4)  paid out 5) paid over 6) pay for 7) run off 

with 8) got out 9) run away 10) pay off 11) get away with 12) ran off with 

13) getting her down 14) get down to 
 

 Ex. 11  

1) of 2) by 3).by 4) for, with 5) about, of 6) in 7) of, to, to, of 8) for, against 

9) of 10) for, into, of 11) by 12) by 13) to, of, with  
 

Part 3 

 

 Ex. 5.  

1) voire dire 2) pore over files on 3) be guilty of murder 4) put sb. on the  

stand 5) blood lust 6) overstep the bounds 7) drill smth. into sb 8) air of de-

fiance 9) put smth in legal language 10) verdict 11) witness smth 12) verdict 

of guilty 13) remove sb from 14) witness stand 15) testify on behalf of sb 

16) practice criminal law 17) reduce punishment to a manslaughter charge 

18) disbar 19) fair trial 20) foreman of the jury 21) contempt of court cita-

tion 22) plead guilty  
 

 Ex.7  

1) c 2) e 3) a 4) b 5) h 6) d 7) f 8) g 9) l 10) k 11) i 12) j  

1) brief.2) affidavits 3) Exhibit 4) testified 5) adversary 6) had witnessed 

7) be executed 8) extenuating 9) an acquittal 10) arson 11) presided 

12) prosecutor’s  
 

 Ex. 8  
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1) is entitled to 2) was resigning from 3) show up 4) to withdraw from  5) 

does …come up 6) presided over7) to take up 8) dwelt  on 9) Do …get along 

10) held up 11) covered up 12) familiarized herself with their techniques 

13) gave way to, gave way  to 14) was trembling with rage 15) is not after, is 

after 16) towered over  
 

 Ex. 9  

1) for, for 2) with 3) about 4) with 5) to, with 6) of 7) at 8) with 9) with 

10) up, from 11) by, of 12) of 13) at, with 14) to 15) by 16) on, of, on, on, on 

17) at, for, with 18) for, with 19) – 20) on 21) at   
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Part 4 

 

 Ex. 5  

1) deceptively 2) boast (of, about) 3) ban 4) take over 5) indict 6) be indicted 

for theft 7) impeccable reputation 8) bear fruit 9) inconclusive evidence 

10) vanity 11) no-win case12) deliver a verdict 13) malpractice 14) win a 

case 15) be a celebrity 16) offend 17) become involved with 18) lawsuit 

19)stockbroker 20) sue 21) appeal 22) plunge into work. 23) eyewitness 

24) humiliating 25) insult 
 

 Ex. 7  

1) c 2) j 3) a 4) i 5) h 6) b 7) d 8) g 9) e 10) f 

1) appeal 2)assets 3) legitimate 4) assets 5) conclusive 6) sued 7) negligence 

8) appealed 9) eyewitnesses 10) appealing 11) malpractice 12) insult  
 

 Ex. 8  

1) are getting up in the world 2) had had an argument 3) make their marks 

4) work  miracles 5)  run a check on Adam Warner 6) plunged into work 7) 

do me a favor 8) bounced back 9) sunk in 10) was indicted for 11) was under 

delusion 12) once in a while  
 

 Ex. 9  

1) bring up 2) taken aback 3) took over 4) taking on 5)brought forward 

6) take back 7) took to 8) brought up 9) taken out 10) brought in 11) take out 

12) brought out 
 

 Ex. 10  
1) for, to 2) for, of, against, in 3) for, into 4) in, of 5) in, of, by 6) in, in 7) 

in, under 8) up, in 9) by, to, in, with 10) at 11) to, out into 12) of, on, of.  
 

Part 5 

 

 Ex. 5  

1) superstitious 2) criminal law 3) investigation 4) prosecuting attorney 

5) defense attorney 6) arrogant 7) defy 8) cross examination 9) illegitimate 

10) heredity 11) become an expert 12) prosecution 13) breach 14) declare 

incompetent 15) fierce competition 16) humiliation 17) insane asylum 

18) irrelevant 19) paternity 20) rambling cross-examination 21) retaliation 
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 Ex. 7  

1) d 2) h 3) k 4) a 5) e 6) l 7) i 8) b 9) g 10) j 11) c 12) f  

1) charge 2) investigate 3) was released 4) criminal law 5) breach 6) prose-

cuting attorney 7) surveillance 8) suit 9) defence attorney 10) investigations 

11) escaped 12) biased   
 

 Ex. 8  

1) to mince words 2) takes a drop too much 3) reversed his earlier decision 

4) got his hands on 5) at her disposal 6) had straightened things out 7) take 

a crack at 8) sounds fishy 9) swing the others into line 10) held her temper 

in check 11) was a stumbling block 12) was left a fortune by 
 

 Ex. 9  

1) h, e 2) c 3) l 4) k, m 5) a 6) f 7) i 8) g 9) j 10) d 
 

 Ex. 10  

1) about, with, about, from 2) for, around 3) in, at, of 4) between 5) on, of, 

by, of, by 6) of, from 7) with 8) for 9) away 10) to, to 11) for 12) for, out 

13) from 14) – 15) out, at 16) in, to 
 

Part 6 

 

 Ex. 5  

1) acquittal 2) overlook smth 3) be liable 4) double jeopardy 5) final judge-

ment 6) defendant 7) criminal case 8) statute of limitations 9) assault case 

10) recall (reverse) sb’s decision 11) on the merit of the case 12) move for a 

new trial 13) have a case 14) legal ruling 15) injury award 16) pick up for 

assault and battery 17) impanel a jury 18) be released on bail 19) out-of-

court settlement 20) civil case 
 

 Ex. 7  

1) h 2) k 3) g 4) f 5) j 6) d 7) c 8) a 9) l 10) e 11) b 12) i 

1) res judicata 2) culpability 3) defendant 4) double jeopardy 5) litigation 

6) liable to 7) out on bail 8) bonuses 9) defendant 10) final judgement 

11) acquittals 12) vindicated 13) foreman 
 

 Ex.8  
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1) did justice to you 2) had not been at fault 3)  to get  a settlement 4) to 

wrap it up 5) at length 6) by all means 7) turn my stomach 8) is tied up with 

meetings 9) to swindle money out of sb 10) a natural 

 Ex. 9. 
 

an acquittal, n 

obtain an ~ получить оправдание 

bring in an ~ вынести оправдание 

a case , n 

bring a ~ представить дело в суд, суду, возбудить 

иск, обвинение, судебное дело 

handle a ~ = conduct a ~  вести судебный процесс, судебное заседа-

ние 

file a ~ подать иск 

win a ~ выиграть дело 

lose a ~ проиграть дело 

have a ~ иметь дело 

close a ~ прекратить дело; отказаться от иска, обви-

нения 

jury, n 

impanel a jury составлять список присяжных 

sequester= isolate, detach   изолировать 

swear (swore, sworn), v  клясться, присягать 

summon, v  созывать, собирать 
 

 Ex.10  
1) in, in 2) into 3) up, for 4) on,  of 5) on, of, under 6) by, from,  in 7) 

through  8) back, from  9) against, for, of 10) from, about,  with,  to 11) up, 

away 12) in, for 

Part 7 

 

 Ex. 5  
1) federal offence 2) to enter a case3) modus operandi 4) bank robbery 

5) guilty 6) to cease7) decline 8) preliminary hearing 9) be in favor of 

10) inaccessible11) to steal 12) to chop off 13) federal prosecutor 14) to 

plead 15) to get a kick out of smth 16) to move for a jury trial 17) suspi-

ciously18) versus 19) to approach 20) to brook no delays 21) to get the ar-

raignment 22) to set a trial date 23) to presume 24) suspect 25) to drop a 

case 26) prima facie evidence 
 

 Ex. 7  
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1) c 2) a 3) e 4) f 5) b 6) l 7) d 8) g 9) j 10) k 11) h 12) i  

1) offense 2) guilty 3) robberies 4) preliminary hearing 5) suspicious 6) pre-

sume 7) suspects 8)drop  case 9) arraigned 10) divorce 11) casting a vote 

12) challenger  

 Ex. 8  

vote| be entitled to, cast, give, count; case| drop, enter, have; trial| be on, be 

entitled to, put sb on, go to 
 Ex. 9  
1) to make an appearance at the party 2) in full swing 3) keeps good compa-

ny 4) caught him with his pants down 5) do the trick 6) drops names 7) put 

her at ease 8) dropped dead 9) kept guard 10) had been taken in 11) keep 

your head 12) was caught red-handed 
 Ex. 10  

1) set about 2) drop in 3) set in 4) has dropped off 5) has been set up 6) set 

upon 7) dropped out 8) dropped behind  
 

 Ex. 11  

1) –, out of 2) on 3) to, of 4) to 5) against 6) over 7) on, – 8) with 9) to 10) 

in 11) of 12) by  
 

Part 8 

 

 Ex. 5  

1) arrest 2) to accuse of 3) to pay a bribe 4) to be a credit to the profession 

5) dignity 6) charisma 7) backlog of cases 8) consensus 9) coverage 10) dis-

trust 11) encounter 12) intrude 13) legitimate 14) reassure 15) regret 16) 

shelter 17) spill over 18) tempt 19) trap 20) tribute 21) violate 22) violence 

23) vitality. 
 

 Ex. 7  

1) e 2) i 3) d 4) l 5) b 6) k 7) c 8) a 9) g 10) h 11) f 12) j  

1) to bribe 2) contender 3) disgraced 4) fee 5) inherited 6) inmates 7) peni-

tentiaries 8) venal 9) pending 10) insurance 11) being under any obligation 

12) realtor  
 

 Ex. 10  

1) catch at 2) catch up 3) catch … out 4) to catch up with 5) caught on 

6) caught on 7) caught alight 8) caught … red-handed 9)catch up 10) to 
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catch … up 11) to catch up 12) catch … in 
 

 Ex. 11  

1) with 2) from, of, with, in… 3) about, -- 4) of, around 5) from 6) in, of, to 

7) of 8) to, for, on, with 9) against 10) of, over 11) – 12) with 13) by 
 

Part 9 

 

 Ex. 5  

1) alias 2) dispensary 3) the pawn shop 4) a plea bargain 5) had circumvent-

ed 6) double-crossed 7) nailed 8) pay for her mother's sins 9) to make a deal 

10) to be revoked 11) to throw out a dragnet 12) with intent 13) was laid off 

14) to reason out 
 

 Ex.7  

1) h 2) k 3) l 4) i 5) f 6) e 7) m 8) a 9) d 10) b 11) j 12) c 13) g 

1) was acquitted 2) arson 3) bail 4) kidnapped 5) revoked 6) coroner's 

7) counsel 8) counsel 9) hearing 10) court formalities 11) grand larceny 

12) was abducted 
 

 Ex. 8 

. unfairly, unjustly | blame; illegally, publicly | execute; deliberately, physi-

cally, seriously | harm; completely, properly heal; abruptly, brutally, com-

pletely, rudely | shatter; almost, aloud | shriek; almost, aloud, hysterically, 

loudly, quietly, uncontrollably | sob; hard | stutter; carefully | trim 
 

 Ex. 9 

1. to be out of harm’s way    в безопасности; от греха подальше  

2. to hung on every word    жадно ловить каждое слово  

3. to do more harm than good   приносить больше вреда, чем пользы  

4. time heals       время лечит 

5. slip of the pen  опечатка, описка 

6. to rock back and forth  раскачиваться 

7. to nail on charge     предъявить обвинение, привлечь  

                                                         к уголовной ответственности  

8. to bleed to death     умереть от потери крови  

9. to revoke certificate    лишать сертификата  

10. to shatter into pieces    разбить на кусочки  

11. to crack a whip     щелкать кнутом/хлыстом 
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 Ex.10  

1) is in charge 2) come in handy 3) had come to a standstill 4) Get hold of 

yourself 5) could get his hands on  6) had nearly gone out of her mind 7) had 

nothing to do with  8) set the room on fire 9) picked a quarrel 10) to pick 

your brains 11) slipped my mind 
 

 Ex.11  

1) out 2) in 3) on 4) up 5) away 6) together 7) out 8) out 9) in 10) up 11) up 

12) off 
 

 Ex. 12  

1) for 2) from, from, to 3) at, in 4) of, in, by 5) of 6) at 7) to, to 8) at, at 

9) with 10) in 11) of 12) from, with 13) at 14) at, in 15) to 16) about. 
 

Part 10 

 

 Ex. 5  

1) was at the head 2) was caught red-handed, extenuating circumstances 

3) bled, an arcane cabal 4) court battles 5) charges were dismissed 6) to file 

an appeal 7) gross, put together 8) hit men 9) have inflicted upon 10) law 

enforcement 11) murder in the first degree 12) the smuggling of drugs 
 

 Ex.7  

1) d 2) g 3) f 4) m 5) j 6) l 7) b 8) n 9) c 10) e 11) i 12) k 13) a 14) h 

1) had dreaded 2) betrays 3) sentence 4) deport 5) had distorted 6) extortion 

7) animosity 8) counts 9) injustices 10) arcane 11) inquiry 12) combat 

13) stand 14) vengeance. 
 

 Ex.8 

give, hear |testimony; be, remain, stay |loyal; change, remove, take off 

|bandage; bury, discover, find, locate, reveal |remains 
 

 Ex. 9  

1) tarred with the same brush 2) play hooky 3) stopped dead in her tracks 

4) was at the helm 5) was completely at sea 6) were there in full force 7) will 

bring to light 8) got word 9) would keep him in line 10) want him out of our 

hair 11) taking the word of lobbyists 12) worked his fingers to the bone 
 

 Ex. 10  
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1) b 2) g 3) a 4) d 5) h 6) e 7) f 8) c 
 

 Ex. 11  

1) up 2) at, in 3) about 4) at, to 5) - , for 6) in, against 7) up, with, through 

8) about, with 9) down, up, back in 10) to 11) out 12) about 13) in, to  
 

Part 11 

 

 Ex. 5  

1) consolation 2) armed robbery 3) police station 4) bug 5) subpoena 

6) nominee for the presidency 7) threaten 8) conduct investigation 9) subvert 

justice 10) defy the law 11) place a bet 12) convention  13) American Bar 

Association 14) crime  rate 15) betray 16) confide 17) primary 18) incum-

bent 19) police captain on duty 20) handle the case 21) precinct 22) charge 
 

 Ex. 7  

1) g 2) i 3) j 4) h 5) l 6) k 7) a 8) d 9) b 10) с 11) f 12) e 

1) beware 2) confided 3) subpoena 4) precinct 5) overruled 6) Jurisprudence 

7) suborned 8) underage 9) prove 10) heist 11) putting pressure 12) were 

threatened 
 

 Ex. 8  

conduct, mount, pursue | investigation; consult, defy, practice, teach | law; 

handle case; attend, hold, stand | court; subvert | justice 
 

 Ex. 9  

1) didn’t look her age 2) to look on the bright side of things 3) looked the 

men up and down 4) looks down his nose at anyone 5) Look before you leap 

6) look me in the eye 7) to look small 8) is on the look out for 9) it’s not 

much to look at 10) a new look 
 

 Ex. 10  

1) around 2) up to 3) around 4) into 5) out at 6) for 7) into 8) forward to 
 

 Ex. 11  

1) in, of 2) in, – , from, on 3) of, of 4) about, of 5) out of 6) in, with, from,  

over 7) of 8) away from 9) in, of 10) to, on, on 11) of, on 12) at, in, with, to 

13) for, of, 14)  of, of 
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Part 12 

 

 Ex. 5 

1) cheat the law 2) crime organization 3) complete immunity 4) testify be-

fore the grand jury 5) compound 6) bring to trial, to put on trial 7) civilian 

prisoner 8) assumed identify 9) double the stockade guard 10) practice law 

11) custody 12) organized crime 13) witness 14) hand-pick the guards 

15) sickening violation of privacy 16) brief 17) commit suicide 18) trial depo-

sition 19) white slavery 20) secret session 21) money-laundering operation  
 

 Ex. 7  

1) l 2) k 3) j 4) f 5) g 6) d 7) e 8) i 9) h 10) c 11) b 12) a 

1) procedure 2) insurance 3) reprimand 4) secret service 5) money-

laundering 6) committed suicide 7) custody 8) incriminate 9) vindictive 10) 

an assumed identity 11) immunity 12) fired 
 

 Ex. 8  

defence, prosecuting, legal, plaintiff”s, private | counsel; federal, life-

sentence, political | prisoner; humanity, domestic, incidental, capital | 

crime; counterfeit, obligatory, original, crime, tax, legal | bill 

 

 Ex. 9  

1) as fit as a  fiddle 2) am a bit under the weather 3) am able to eat a horse 

4) as happy as the day is long 5) shaking in her shoes 6) in high spirit 7) 

frightened the life out of Jennifer 8)was on  cloud nine 
 

 Ex. 10  

1) b 2) d 3) f 4) h 5) g 6) i 7) a 8) j 9) c 10) e 
 

 Ex. 11  

1) with, to, of 2) from 3) to 4) with 5) with, with, in, under 6) in, for, to 7) 

to, to 8) by, of, in, to, against 9) through 10) with 11) into, for, for 12) of, on 
 

Part 13 

 Ex. 5  
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1) bail 2) bail out 3) blackmailer 4) acquittal 5) testimony 6) to be indicted 

for theft 7) vengeance 8) wipe out 9) check out 10) arsonist 11)go into court 

12) raid 13) gambling 14) place under  arrest 15) warn 16) traitor 17) illegal 

bookmaking operations 18) confine, imprison 19) pick up, arrest 20) tax 

evasion 21) conspire against 22) the Federal Bureau of Narcotics 
 

 Ex.7.  

1) g 2) d 3) j 4) b 5) f 6) e 7) a 8) k 9) l 10) c 11) h 12) i 

1) organized crime 2) criminal 3) an obligation 4) dealing in drugs 5) grand 

jury 6) tenant 7) extradition 8) blackmailed 9) to smuggle 10) raid 11) fine 

12) bugged 
 

 Ex. 8  

deny, give, get, make, stand | bail; commit, avenge, witness | murder; exact, 

take, wreak | vengeance; conduct, mount, pursue, carry out | investigation 
 

 Ex. 9  

1) put your mind to 2) setting the world to rights 3) set his sights on becom-

ing 4) put your foot down with 5) has brought to light 6) took control of 7) 

took each other for granted 8) took Adam Warner’s breath away 
 

 Ex. 10   

1) a 2) i 3) f 4) b 5) h 6) g 7) e 8) c 9) d 10) j 
 

 Ex. 11   

1) at, with, with 2) in front of, in 3) on 4) after 5) of 6.on, in 7) on, under 

8) on 9) on, of, after, of 10) in, – 11) into 12) to 

Part 14 

 Ex. 5  

1) injustice 2) secret service 3) deny bail 4) gross distortion 5) blackmail 

6) inauguration 7) be sworn in 8)believe in justice 9) guilty on all counts 

10) grant bail 11) flee 12) obtain a warrant of extradition 13) jail 14) get out 

on bail 15) hand the guard  the extradition warrant 16) detention cell 17) 

have the  right to one phone call 18) put one’s testimony on film 19) Justice 

Department 20) the Federal Witness Security Program 
 

 Ex. 7 

1) g 2) i 3) l 4) e 5) d 6) j 7) a 8) f 9) b 10) h 11) k 12) c 
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1) inauguration 2) Your Honor 3) flee 4) to assassinate 5) acquitted 6) an 

alien 7) to the arrest 8) an injustice 9) safeguard 10) an ultimatum 11) im-

pounded 
 

 Ex. 8 

cope with, deal with, handle, suffer | emergency; feel, be consumed with, be 

haunted by, be overwhelmed with, respond to, suffer | guilt; bring, contain, 

dig up, disclose, download, leak, obtain, seek | information 
 

 Ex. 9 

1) on behalf of 2) was tipping off 3) had been up against 4) had done him 

dozens of favors 5) in the clear 6) had gone along with 7) in no time 8) was 

done to a turn 9) it’s on the level 10) nail her down 
 

 Ex. 10  

1) in 2) down 3) up 4) down 5) out 
 

 Ex.11 

1) from, in 2) for, at 3) to, in, without 4) in 5) on, for 6) behind 7) with, for, 

in, with 8) of, before 9) with 10) –, into, in, of 11) from 12) with, to 13) at, 

of, in 14) to 15) from 16) of 
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KEY VOCABULARY 

 

Law terms 

1. abduct 9 

2. accuse someone of a 

crime 1 

3. acquit 9, 14 

4. acquittal 3,6 

5. adversary 3 

6. affidavit 3 

7. alien 14 

8. animosity 10 

9. appeal 4 

10. arcane 10 

11. arraign 7 

12. arrest 14 

13. arson 3,9 

14. assassinate 14 

15. assault 2 

16. assets 4 

17. assumed identity 12 

18. attorney 1 

19. bail 9 

20. be liable to 6 

21. be out on bail 6 

22. be under an obligation 8 

23. betray 10 

24. beware 11 

25. biased 5 

26. blackmail 13 

27. bonus 6 

28. breach 5 

29. bribe 8 

30. brief 3 

31. bug 13 

32. burglar 1 

33. case 1 

34. cast a vote 7 

35. cell 1 

36. challenger 7 

37. chamber 1 

38. charge 5 

39. charge someone with 1 

40. combat 10 

41. commit a crime or an 

offence 1 

42. commit suicide 12 

43. complicity 2 

44. conclusive 4 

45. confide 11 

46. confinement 2 

47. contender 8 

48. convict 2 

49. coroner 9 

50. counsel 9 

51. count 10 

52. court 1 

53. court formalities 9 

54. court room 1 

55. criminal 1, 13 

56. Criminal Court Building 

1 

57. criminal law 5 

58. criminal law professor 1 

59. culpability 6 

60. custody 12 

61. deal in drugs 13 

62. defend someone in court 1 

63. defendant 1, 6 
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64. defense attorney 5 

65. deport 10 

66. deposition 2 

67. deputy 1 

68. disgrace 

69. distort 10 

70. District Attorney 1 

71. divorce 7 

72. double jeopardy 6 

73. dread 10 

74. drop a case 7 

75. empower 2 

76. escape 5 

77. evidence 1 

78. execute 3 

79. exhibit 3 

80. extenuate 3 

81. extortion 10 

82. extradition 13 

83. eyewitness 4 

84. fee 8 

85. final judgement 6 

86. fine 2, 13 

87. fire 12 

88. flee 14 

89. foreman 6 

90. grand jury 13 

91. grand larceny 9 

92. guilty 7 

93. hearing 9 

94. heist 11 

95. hold-up 2 

96. immunity 12 

97. impound 14 

98. inauguration 14 

99. incriminate 12 

100. indictment 9 

101. inherit 8 

102. injustice 10, 14 

103. inmate 8 

104. inquiry 10 

105. insult 4 

106. insurance 8, 12 

107. investigate 1, 5 

108. judge 1 

109. judge’s bench 1 

110. jurisprudence 11 

111. jury 1 

112. jury box 1 

113. justice 2 

114. justification 2 

115. kidnap 9 

116. law office 1 

117. lawyer 1 

118. legitimate 4 

119. litigation 6 

120. malpractice 4 

121. manslaughter 1 

122. mayhem 1 

123. money-laundering 12 

124. mugger 1 

125. murder 1 

126. murder trial 1 

127. negligence 4 

128. obligation 13 

129. offence 7 

130. organized crime 13 

131. overrule 11 

132. pending 8 

133. penitentiary 2, 8 

134. plaintiff 1 

135. plead guilty or not guilty 1 

136. police station 1 

137. precinct 11 

138. preliminary hearing 7 

139. preside 3 

140. presume 7 

141. prison 1 

142. prisoner 1 

143. procedure 12 

144. proof 1 
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145. prosecute someone in 

court 1 

146. prosecuting attorney 5 

147. prosecutor 1, 3 

148. prove 11 

149. put pressure on 11 

150. put under arrest 1 

151. racket 1 

152. raid 13 

153. rape 1 

154. realtor 8 

155. release 5  

156. reprimand 12 

157. res judicata 6 

158. revoke 9 

159. robbery 1, 7 

160. safeguard 14 

161. secret service 12 

162. send someone to the elec-

tric chair 1 

163. sentence 10 

164. serve 2 

165. shoplifting 1, 2 

166. smuggle 13 

167. spectator’s benches 1 

168. stand 10 

169. suborn 11 

170. subpoena 11 

171. sue 4 

 

172. suit 5 

173. surveillance 5 

174. suspect 7 

175. suspicious 7 

176. tenant 13 

177. testified 3 

178. testify against sb 1 

179. theft 1, 2 

180. threaten 11 

181. traitor 14 

182. trial 1 

183. try smb for 2 

184. ultimatum 14 

185. underage 11 

186. vagrancy 2 

187. venal 8 

188. vengeance 10 

189. verdict 1 

190. verify 2 

191. vindicate 6 

192. vindictive 12 

193. warrant 1 

194. witness 1,3 

195. witness stand 1 

196. Your Hohor, 14 

 

IDIOMS 

1. a bit under the weather 12 

2. a new look 11 

3. as fit as a fiddle 12 

4. as happy as the day is long 

12 

5. at length 6 

6. at one’s disposal 5 

7. be a natural 6 

8. be a snap 2 

9. be a stumbling block 5 

10. be able to eat a horse 12 

11. be at fault 6 

12. be at sea 10 

13. be at stake 1 

14. be at the helm 10 

15. be in charge 9 
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16. be in full force 10 

17. be in full swing 7 

18. be left a fortune by sb 5 

19. be not much to look at 11 

20. be on cloud nine 12 

21. be on the level 14 

22. be on the look out for smth 

11 

23. be out of harm’s way 9 

24. be out of question 1 

25. be out of touch 8 

26. be out to 2 

27. be taken in 7 

28. be tarred with the same brush 

10 

29. be tied up in smth 6 

30. be under delusion 4 

31. be up against 14 

32. bleed to death 9 

33. bounce back 4 

34. bring smb 1 

35. bring to light 10, 13 

36. by all means 6 

37. carry on like a raging bull 2 

38. catch a glimpse of 8 

39. catch red-handed 7 

40. catch sb with their pants 

down 7 

41. come in handy 9 

42. come to a standstill 9 

43. cost a fortune 1 

44. crack a whip 9 

45. cut and dried 2 

46. do justice to sb 6 

47. do more harm than good 9 

48. do sb a favour 4 

49. do sb dozens of favors 14 

50. do the trick 7 

51. done to a turn 14 

52. drop dead 7 

53. drop names 7 

54. frighten the life out of sb 12 

55. get a settlement 6 

56. get hold of oneself 9 

57. get in touch with 2 

58. get one’s hand on smth 5, 9 

59. get out of one’s mind 9 

60. get up enough nerve to do 

smth 2 

61. get up in the world 4 

62. get word 10 

63. give way to smth 8 

64. go along with sb 14 

65. go out of one’s way 1 

66. have an argument 4 

67. have nothing to do with 9 

68. hold one’s temper in check 5 

69. household word 8 

70. hung on every word 9 

71. in high spirits 12 

72. in no time 14 

73. in the clear 14 

74. keep good company 7 

75. keep guard 7 

76. keep one’s head 7 

77. keep oneself busy 8 

78. keep sb in line 10 

79. look before you leap 11 

80. look down one’s nose at an-

yone 11 

81. look on the bright side of 

things 11 

82. look one’s age 11 

83. look sb in the eye 11 

84. look small 11 

85. look up and down 11 

86. make an appearance 7 

87. make one’s mark 4 

88. make the rounds of 1 

89. mince one’s words 5 

90. nail on charge 9 

91. nail sb down 14 
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92. on behalf of 14  

93. once in a while 4 

94. out of one’s wits 1 

95. out of one's hair 10 

96. pick a quarrel with sb 9 

97. pick sb’s brains 1, 9 

98. play hooky 10 

99. plunge into smth 4 

100. put one’s foot down 13 

101. put one’s mind to 13 

102. put sb at their ease 7 

103. refresh one’s memory about 

smth 1 

104. remain in the background 2 

105. reverse one’s decision 5 

106. revoke certificate 9 

107. rock back and forth 9 

108. run a check on sb 4 

109. set one’s sights/heart on 13 

110. set smth on fire 9 

111. set the world to rights 13 

112. shake in one’s shoes 12 

113. shatter into pieces 9 

114. shut oneself off 8 

115. sink in 4 

116. slip of the pen 9 

117. slip one’s memory 9 

118. sound fishy 5 

119. steel oneself 2 

120. stick around 1 

121. stop dead in one’s track 10 

122. straighten things out 5 

123. swindle money out of sb 6 

 

 

124. swing sb into line 5 

125. take a chance 1 

126. take a crack at smth 5 

127. take a drop 5 

128. take control of smth 13 

129. take for granted 1, 13 

130. take offence 8 

131. take one’s breath away 13 

132. take one’s word for it 2 

133. take sb by surprise 8 

134. take the law in one’s own 

hands 2 

135. take the word of 10 

136. time heals 9 

137. tip sb off 14 

138. to one’s knees 1 

139. turn one’s stomach 6 

140. turn smth down 2 

141. twist one’s words around 2 

142. wear oneself out 8 

143. work miracles 4 

144. work one’s fingers to the 

bone 10 

145. wrap smth up 6, 8 
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