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Phenomenal Praise for Stephen White

Critical Conditions

“[A] well-constructed, thoughtful medical procedural.™
—Publishers Weekly

“A dazzling talent.” —Tony Hillerman
“Spine-tingling. In his sixth suspense novel, Stephen
White . . . comes up with another compulsive read . . .

guaranteeing anticipation for number seven.”
—Library Journal

“Stephen White is one writer who never disappoints.”
—Hartford Courant

Remote Control

“Impressive. Wild. The pace never flags.”
—Chicago Tribune

“Top-notch. A tightly constructed thriller.”
—Library Journal

“White’s finest hour. Nonstop injections of adrenaline.”
—Kirkus Reviews (starred review)

“Dark and fascinating. Stephen White writes thrillers of
the first order.” —Nelson DeMille

“Taut. Breathless. Great entertainment. White keeps
getting better.” —Denver Post

“A sweaty-palm thriller. Page-turning action.
Psychological suspense at its best.” —Jeffery Deaver
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“Gripping. Keeps the reader hooked.” —Publishers Weekly

“Fun. White offers acute characterizations.”
—Rocky Mountain News

“Smoothly constructed. Intriguing and suspenseful. An
absorbing thriller.” —Newport News Daily Press

“A compelling tale of intrigue and murder as contemporary
as today’s headlines.” —Abilene Reporter-News

“Fresh and compelling. Stephen White expertly winds his
way through the psychological suspense.”
—~Colorado Springs Gazette

“Fascinating. Colorful.” —Sunday Oklahoman

Higher Authority
“Sinister and scary.” —New York Times Book Review

“A powerful piece of storytelling. Tense . . . chilling.”
—John Dunning

“Absorbing, intriguing, chilling.”
—San Diego Union-Tribune

“As intricate as it is mesmerizing.”’ —Denver Post

“A dazzler.” —Cleveland Plain Dealer

“Stephen White scores again . . . a captivating read!”
—Milwaukee Journal

“An intriguing, compelling grabber.”
—Boulder Daily Camera



Harm’s Way
“Gripping.” —New York Times Book Review

“A genuine puzzle that should keep readers guessing.”
—Denver Post

“Taut, tightly spooled storytelling . . . difficult to put
down.” —Rocky Mountain News

“Engrossing.” —Publishers Weekly (starred review)

“Superb. One of the best thrillers of the year.”
—Cleveland Plain Dealer

Private Practices

“Detective writing at its best.”
—West Coast Review of Books

“White weaves a near-flawless web of evil.”
—Publishers Weekly

“A can’t-miss read.” —Larry King

“Intriguing. Solid, satisfying entertainment.”
—San Diego Union-Tribune
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to Al Silverman
one was a privilege,
six is an honor






The law,

in its majestic equality,

forbids the rich

as well as the poor

to sleep under bridges,

to beg in the streets,

and to steal bread.
—Anatole France

Freedom’s just another word
for nothing left to lose.
—Kris Kristofferson

“Me and Bobby McGee”
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I hold the hands of people I never touch.

[ provide comfort to people I never embrace.

I watch people walk into brick walls, the same ones over
and over again, and I coax them to turn around and try to
walk 1n a different direction.

People rarely see me gladly. As a rule, I catch the residue
of their despair. I see people who are broken, and people
who only think they are broken. I see people who have had
their faces rubbed in their failures. I see weak people want-
ing anesthesia and strong people who wonder what they
have done to make such an enemy of fate. [ am often the fi-
nal pit stop people take before they crawl across the finish
line that 1s marked: I give up.

Some people beg me to help.

Some people dare me to help.

Sometimes the beggars and dare-ers look the same. Abso-
lutely the same. I'm supposed to know how to tell them apart.

Some people who visit me need scar tissue to cover their
wounds. Some people who visit me need their wounds opened
further, explored for signs of infection and contamination. |
make those calls, too.

Some days I'm invigorated by it all. Some days I'm
numbed.

Always, I’'m humbled by the role of helper.

And, occasionally, I’'m ambushed.






One

Diane Estevez poked her head into my office at twelve-
thirty. “You free for lunch?” she asked.

I try not to schedule appointments on Friday afternoon
and had nothing on my calendar until three o’clock, when I
had to pick up Lauren at the District Attorney’s office to
drive her to DIA for a flight to Washington. Her mother had
just been hospitalized with a suspected heart attack, and my
wife was heading home to be with her family.

I answered Diane, “Yes, as a matter of fact, lunch sounds
great. We haven’t done that for a while.”

“I have one call to make, then I’'m ready. How about Jax?
Is Jax okay?”

“Jax 1s good.”

Diane went to make her call, and I locked away a couple
of charts that were on my desk. She and I share an old Vic-
torian house that we had renovated to house our clinical
psychology practices. At the time we made the financial
leap of faith required to invest in the building, we both had
thriving fee-for-service practices that paid the bills and re-
warded us handsomely for our labor. Over the last few years,
though, changes in health care financing had altered the land-
scape for most health care providers, us included.

Diane and I had adopted different strategies to confront
the revolution in the way health care was provided and paid
for. She went into the psychological evaluation business
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with a vengeance, while I retreated into the narrow oasis of
doing only fee-for-service psychotherapy. The common-
ality between us was that neither of us belonged to any
managed care rosters of certified or approved providers if
that membership required that we either reduce our fee or
agree 1n advance to limit the care we might provide to our
patients.

In the managed-care revolution, we were saboteurs. For-
tunately, it was a luxury we could each afford. She had a
wealthy husband. I had a working wife and a lot of experi-
ence living on lean income.

Jax Fish House, where Diane wanted to have lunch, was
on the west end of Pearl] Street in Boulder, only a couple of
blocks away from our offices on Walnut. She arrived first
and settled onto the chair I would have chosen if she had
offered me the choice, which she never did.

She snapped open her napkin and draped it over her lap.
“So, you ready? ’Cause this is what’s going on—I got a call
from John Trent today. You know Trent?”

I thought I had heard the name. “He’s a psychologist,
right? I think I may have met him at the IDC luncheon you
dragged me to. But I don’t really know him.” IDC is the In-
terdisciplinary Committee on Child Custody, a group of men-
tal health professionals, lawyers, and judges intent on making
the process of determining child custody more humane. To
me, the committee’s task felt, at best, Sisyphisian, at worst,
quixotic. Diane was an officer and a recruiter for the orga-
nization. I was one of her recruiting failures.

“Yeah, he’s the one. John’s kind of new in town, what,
eight months, a year, something like that? Maybe not that
long. He’s from the Midwest somewhere, Kansas maybe,
he’s been trying to get established. He does gatekeeping out
at Prairie View Hospital, does custody evals, and some foren-
sic work at the jail. Anyway, I’m indirectly involved with a
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custody case with him, nothing special, really, a run-of-the-
mill Boulder divorce.” She watched me fumble with the
bread on the table. “You paying attention here? I’m not just
talking for exercise, you know. The details are important.”

“Every word, Diane. I’m hearing every word.”

“Okay. This is what it is, then, the custody eval? My psy-
chotherapy patient is the husband-slash-father. He’s a de-
cent guy with some character flaws that I certainly wouldn’t
put up with for a weekend, but then I wouldn’t have mar-
ried him, would I? Still, he has a heart the size of Bill Gates’s
wallet and some parental instincts that you just can’t train.
Okay?”

I nodded and kept eye contact. I really wanted to open
my menu. [ didn’t dare.

“The wife-slash-mother isn’t in treatment with anyone,
but I suspect she’s a narcissistic personality disorder who
sucks Absolut when her kids aren’t around. She’s been in-
vestigated twice by Social Services—once for psychologi-
cal abuse after she threw a tantrum at her daughter’s school,
once for neglect after she stranded her kids with a babysitter
while she slept off a binge.”

“I’m with you so far.”

“My patient—the father—files for divorce awhile back
and asks for custody of the kids. Girl, seven, girl, four. Court
assigns the custody eval to John Trent and a social worker
named Dani Wu who he’s teamed up with to do evals. I know
Dani from IDC. She’s good people. She’s good with kids, I
like her work.”

Our waiter dropped by. “Hello,” he said, “welcome to
Jax. May I bring you something to drink?”

Before my lips had parted, Diane said, “Iced tea? Alan,
that okay with you?” Lifting her eyes to the waiter, she said,
“Make it two, no no no, don’t leave. Alan, you like specials?”

“Generally I do, but—"" I held up the menu forlornly.

She faced the waiter. “Good. We’ll have two specials.
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And some bread, please, and thank you.” She sipped at her
water and turned back to me. “If that was rude, and I’ m rela-
tively certain it was, forgive me, but I have to get back for a
two o’clock and sometimes waiters disappear for so long
in this town that I start looking for their pictures on milk
cartons.”

She wanted me to smile, so I did. When I didn’t get a
chance to be with Diane for a while, I really missed her.

“So back to John Trent. From my point of view, custody
determination is a no-brainer. Both my patient and his wife
are flawed, but if my patient has a common cold, his once-
beloved has Ebola. My patient has warned me from the
start that it wasn’t going to be easy. His wife’s father, it turns
out, is connected big-time, like with gold-plated Monster
Cable. He’s some super Republican muckety-muck from
La Junta, you know, is friends with George and Barbara,
golfs with Gerald in Beaver Creek, advises Newt about PR,
is on Colin’s Christmas card list. You get my drift?”

“Yes.” I also got my iced tea. I squeezed a lemon into it
and stirred in a packet of sugar. I liked the sweetener that
came in either the blue packet or the pink packet but I could
never remember which one I liked, so I used sugar unless
Lauren was around to remind me whether I preferred the pink
or the blue.

“That’s not all my patient is up against. Not only is his
wife’s father connected, it turns out her sister is married to
some entrepreneur gazillionaire.”

“I’m with you.”

“Good. So the custody eval starts a month ago. John Trent
seems like he knows what he’s doing with it. He gets the
appropriate releases and does a heads-up interview with my
patient. Dani Wu sees the kids. Trent calls me once to ask
my opinions and find out how the treatment is going. Be-
tween the lines he’s letting me know everything is going to



