
Chapter 3

Sunday, August 6, 5:00 a.m.

I N THE NIGHT'S last darkness, Drew Smith bolted up from a

I deep sleep. Sweat beaded his forehead and his hands were

shaking. It was the dream again. He eased back, baffled and

bothered. Medhat had been dead for more than twenty years and

yet from time to time his old buddy would pay him these haunt-

ing visits. What was it all about?

He had never felt so alone, bereft, and shaken.

Then a thought and a smile came over him. He was looking

forward to spending the afternoon with Julio, Chevy and the kids.

Morning came blue-gray across Rock Creek Park's treetops,

bringing the promise of sunlight

Sunday, August 6, 6:00 a.m.

Not far across town, Mrs. Glenda Fitzpatrick suffered a mild

asthma attack and couldn't sleep. The octogenarian decided to sit

in her rocker near the open window of her second-floor bed-
room. Six a.m. according to her clock, and soon she would go

downstairs, prepare her tea and toast, and then get ready for

Mass. For the moment she decided to just rock and watch the
sunrise, pray her rosary, and thank the good Lord for giving her

another day. As she puffed on her inhaler, something caught her
attention down on the street The rocking stopped. She put on










