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A short while ago, a very bright, and perhaps bril-
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a teacher.  In addition she was an excellent linguist, a
good musician, and a fine artist.  Ruth donated her
time and efforts to worthy causes, and to helping de-
serving people.  She will be missed.  This book is ded-
icated to her memory.





ACkNowLEDgmENTS

I would like to thank my writing mentor, Barry
Sheinkopf, for patiently teaching me how to turn a
bunch of story ideas into a completed novel.  Thanks,
Barry—I couldn’t have done it without you.

my thanks also to the excellent faculty, past and
present, of New York University School of Law, for
providing my hero, Ian Elkins, and his author, with an
outstanding legal education.





CHAPTER 1

H erb Kronen rubbed his eyes. he’d been at it since
right after lunch, when the accountants brought in the
schedules.  he looked up at the painting on the wall

to the right of his desk and tried to laugh.  it’d seemed funny
when Jerry sweeney hung it up eleven months before.  That was
the day they’d promoted Jerry to first assistant comptroller and
given him an office with a window.  on the same day herb had
been moved out of a cubicle, given Jerry’s old interior private
room, and made second assistant.  it was a life-sized painting of
a window.  Jerry’d called it something to shoot for.  if they all
worked real hard there’d be another series of promotions up the
line, and herb would get Jerry’s job and a real window.  

“how’s it going, buddy?” asked the near-seven-footer with
the turned up nose and shock of curly red hair.

“My eyes,” herb replied, “are coming out of my head.”
“What do you expect?” Jerry said.  “it’s third-quarter

statement season.  Put in some drops, and get a cup of coffee.
it’s going to be a long session.  And remember,” he concluded
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as he left, pointing to the picture.
herb let out a breath as he reached into a side drawer of

his gray-metal desk, extracted a bottle of eye drops, removed
his rimless reading glasses, and headed for the men’s room.

At eleven, they finally packed it in.  They had proofed
nearly ninety percent of the schedules and were too tired to
complete the job accurately.  it could be finished the next
morning and be ready for the accountants by noon.  As herb
trudged to his eight-year-old Pontiac in the middle of the em-
ployee’s parking lot, he envied the comptroller and other offi-
cers of the company who parked next to the three-story
industrial headquarters of his mid-cap corporate employer.
Maybe Jerry was right.  Maybe he could rise to the financial
apex of the company.  he did have an M.b.A. in accounting,
though he was now only a bookkeeper with a title.  There
were times he regretted not having gone into public account-
ing, but this job paid better, and he needed the money.  

he reached his Flushing home a little before midnight,
lucky that traffic was light and he was able to find a metered
spot two blocks from his building.  opening the door to his
dark, cramped studio apartment depressed him.  Good thing
he was compulsively neat, or the place would be a real mess.
he turned to the kitchen alcove and opened the fridge.  The
sandwich they’d ordered up for supper was wearing off, and
he was starved.  All he found was a half a loaf of rye bread
and a few slices of luncheon meat.  it would have to do.  he
had to be back in the office by eight to finish up; he didn’t
have time to go to the diner on Queens boulevard.

“bArbArA, could you GeT Me some more coffee, please?”
The near-eighty-year-old woman with heavily dyed chestnut
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hair held up her delicate china cup.
“sure thing, Mom.  i’ll bring in the pot and fill us both

up.”  slim, dark-haired, barbara left the dining room table,
went to the spacious kitchen, and returned with a half-full
carafe of coffee.  she filled both cups and set the carafe down
on a trivet on the side board.

The two women sipped in communal silence.  After a
while, the older woman spoke up.  “it’s good to have com-
pany.”

“Good being with you too, Mom.”
“it’s very lonely without your father.”  cora Kronen

sniffed and blotted an eye.
barbara groaned inwardly.  her mother was going into

her maudlin routine.  “i miss dad, too.”
silence prevailed for another minute.  The older woman’s

sad expression gradually turned into a sly smile.  “i could go
for another piece of the cake.”  she brushed crumbs from the
front of a blue silk cocktail dress that had fit her better when
she was less overweight.  “in fact, why don’t we both have
one?” 

“not for me, Mother.  roger likes his women lean.”  bar-
bara cut a thin slice of glazed fruit cake and put it on her
mother’s plate.

“can’t you cut a bigger piece?  i can afford it.”
barbara shook her head.  “you know what the doctor said

about your weight.”
“oh, what does he know?”  cora Kronen demanded.  “i

dieted when burt was alive.  now, what other pleasures do i
have?  

barbara linden shook her head.  “you have two loving
children and three beautiful granddaughters.  if you don’t
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watch your diet, the diabetes is going to kill you before you
can dance at any of the girls’ weddings.”

cora smiled.  “you’re right, i do have you and the girls.”
barbara frowned.  “And herb.  he visits you and takes

you out most sundays.”
The old woman wrinkled her nose.  “yeah, in that rattle-

trap old car.  can’t he afford a newer one?  he’s got a job.”
“come on, Mom.  he doesn’t make that much.  if you

don’t like his car, why don’t you buy him a new one?”
she shook her head.  “i will not!  if he wants a new car, he

can pay for it himself.  i can’t afford to pay for his extrava-
gances.  he’ll get from me after i’m gone.  if he behaves him-
self.”

“. . .you’re very generous to me, Mother, and to the girls.
Why can’t you give him something?  he works hard, and he’s
good to you.”

cora shook her head.  “you don’t understand, dear.  When
i was brought up, men took care of women.  That’s what his
father believed, and so do i.”

AT Four-ThirTy ThAT AFTernoon, barbara pulled her lexus
into the four-car garage of their scarsdale home. roger had
beaten her home; his hummer was parked in its usual spot.
she shook her head as she wondered why an ordinary suV
wouldn’t have done just as well.  Probably the same reason
he’d acquired the house.  When you’re a big corporate player,
you have to keep up your image.

inside, she followed the sounds of a T.V. newscast into
their thirty-by-twenty-foot family room.  roger was seated on
a love seat in front of the screen, his feet up on a matching
white ottoman.  his green golf pants and alligator shirt set off
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dark, wavy hair and an athletic build.  on a stack table to his
left lay an old-fashioned glass filled with ice and malt whiskey.

“i see the drinking lamp is lit,” she said after pecking him
on the lips.  “been home long?”

“About two sips’ worth.”  he picked up the glass and took
another.

she ambled to the bar, removed a bottle from the fridge,
poured herself a white wine, and joined him.  “have a good
game?”

“Quite.  i nearly broke ninety.”
“i’m impressed.”
“so was the president.”
“Are you the new executive V.P.?”
“not yet, but i could be if the sales figures keep climbing.”
“They will.”  she squeezed his hand.
“Hey, look at that,” he said, pointing to the screen.
“huh?”
“The company just moved up three slots on the Fortune

500.”
“That’s great.  i’ll bet it was all you in marketing.”
“Tell that to bill nelson,” he said, grinning. . . .  “What’s

up for tonight?”
“dinner at the club with the ellises and the Grahams.  i

thought you kept a diary.”
“not for saturday night.  That’s your domain.”
“yeah, woman’s work, you chauvinist pig.”
They both laughed.
“seriously, i’d really like to get back to the work force.”
he shook his head.  “not yet.  The kids need you at

home.”
she bristled.  “That’s a lot of crap, and you know it.”
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he smiled sheepishly.  “yeah, but you know bill nelson.” 
“Who the hell does he think he is?”
“President of a company in which i want to make eVP.” 

she groaned and took a sip of wine.
“look, it’s not so bad.  Marcia nelson’s back teaching full

time.”
“but her kids are all in college, rog, and Janie won’t get

there for another four years.”
“What can i do?  The Grahams are in the same boat.  At

least you’ve got Karen to commiserate with. . . .  by the way,
not to change the subject, how was your lunch with the old
battle ax?”

she shrugged.  “not good.  Mom’s very difficult.”
“no kidding.”  he rolled some scotch on his tongue.  “i

don’t know how you put up with her.  Those bi-weekly
lunches must drive you nuts.”

“it’s not that bad.  i can take it.  The one i really feel for
is herb.  he takes her out every week, and she does nothing
but bitch about him.”

he snickered.  “That’s nothing new.  What’s bothering her
now?” 

“she doesn’t like his car.  it’s too small or old or some-
thing.”

“have him drive her in your father’s car.  it’s practically a
limo, and she loves it.”

barbara shook her head.  “she sold the thing the year after
he died.  didn’t want to pay the insurance, and she hates to
drive.”

“Then why doesn’t she buy him a new car?  she can afford
it.”

“i suggested it to her, but she absolutely refused.  said
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‘men take care of women.’”
roger shook his head slowly.  “i feel sorry for the poor

bastard.  i guess she’ll do well by him in her will.”
“i hope so, but he could really use more money now.  isn’t

there any chance that—“
he held up his hand.  “i wouldn’t even dare suggest it.

you know how nelson feels about nepotism.” 
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CHAPTER 2

W illiAM cohen, iii, WAs seATed behind his twelve-
by-six-foot rectangular desk.  A tall, slim man of
forty-five, he was dressed in what had become his

uniform, a three-piece blue-gray flannel suit from the custom
shop at brooks brothers.  The desk had been his grandfather’s,
one of the founders of Thatcher, ryan, and cohen, a presti-
gious firm of forty-three lawyers just under the fifty-person
limit that defined a small firm.  

it was  ten-thirty in the morning, and he was expecting a
visit from cora Kronen, one of the clients his father, William,
Jr., had left to him, together with the leadership of the firm’s
trusts and estates department.  he grimaced as he contem-
plated how the meeting would probably begin.  she would
kiss him, then ask how his daddy was, and, worst of all, call
him Willie.

his intercom buzzed.  “yes, stella?”
“Mrs. Kronen is here.”
“show her into my office, and order a coffee service with
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some butter cookies.”
A few minutes later, cora was escorted in, and the lawyer

rose to greet her.  she was wearing a brown silk suit from Ann
Taylor which had been very attractive when she bought it be-
fore her husband’s death but no longer fit her.  he loathed fat
women.  “how are you, Mrs. Kronen?” he asked giving her
the obligatory hug and double-cheek kiss.

“Please, Willie, it’s Aunt cora.”
“yes, Aunt cora,” he replied as he escorted her to a seat

on the couch at the far end of his room.  “i’ve ordered some
coffee. it should be here shortly.”  he seated himself in an arm-
chair on the opposite side of a glass-topped cocktail table.  

A few minutes later, a uniformed maid brought in a tray
with a vacuum carafe of coffee, a pitcher of cream, sweeteners,
blue-flowered china cups and saucers, and a plate of cookies.
They engaged in small talk while they sipped and cora de-
voured eight of the cookies.  “so—to what do i owe the pleas-
ure of this visit?”

“didn’t your secretary tell you?  i want to change my
will.”

The lawyer smiled.  “brenda did mention it to me.  As a
matter of fact, i have your file.”  he retrieved a slim folder and
a yellow legal pad from his desk, resumed his seat and riffled
through the pages of the will, pretending to read what he had
carefully studied the hour before.  “i see that you made
twenty-five-thousand-dollar bequests to each of your three
granddaughters and left the balance equally to your son and
daughter.”

she nodded.
“how much are you currently worth?”
she opened a large pocketbook, put on a pair of gold wire-
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framed glasses, and consulted a sheet of paper.  “including the
house, a little over six million.”

he scratched his thin, dark mustache.  “What changes do
you want to make?”

“i’d like to give one-third divided equally among my three
granddaughters, chelsey, Marci, and Janie.”

“i thought the youngest was Jane.”
“she is, but we call her Janie.  she’s so pretty. . . .  They all

are.  let me show you their pictures.”  she reached into her
pocketbook and pulled out a small album.

The lawyer looked at the pictures and made the appropri-
ate noises.  After she returned the album, cora added, “but
they shouldn’t get the money ‘til they’re twenty-five.”

he thought for a moment.  “We’ll have to make a trust.
do you want them to get anything before twenty-five?”

“if they need it.”
“i’ll give the trustee discretion to pay income and principal

to them.   And the balance of the estate?”
“sixty percent to my daughter, barbara linden, and forty

percent to my son, herbert Kronen.”
The lawyer frowned.
“something wrong?” she asked.
“i just wondered what your son’s done that you’re cutting

him down.”
she shrugged.  “it’s not that he’s done anything, but my

girls have always been much more loving.  Why?  can’t i do
that?”

“of course you can.”  The lawyer pondered for a moment.
“i’ll put in an interrorem clause.”

“What’s that?”
“basically that, if he contests the will, he forfeits his be-
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quest.”
“yes, definitely put that in.”
cohen skimmed the old will again.  “i see that, in the pres-

ent will, herbert is the executor and i’m the first alternate.  i
guess you’ll want to change that.”

“Why should i?”
“i just thought that, since barbara and her daughters get

the lion’s share of the estate, you might want her to be the ex-
ecutrix.”

The old woman shook her head.  “no, being an executor
is men’s work.  besides he’s an accountant, so he’ll know what
to do.”

“What about the trust for the granddaughters?  Whom do
you want as trustee?”

“how about my son-in-law, roger, and you as the alter-
nate?”

“not a good idea.  it’ll cost him in taxes.  i could be the
trustee, if you want.”

“no, i’d rather have a family member.  Make herbert the
trustee, and you be the alternate.”

“Are you sure?”
she nodded.
When cora left, the lawyer shook his head and muttered,

“strange woman.” 

ThAT sundAy WAs The Kind of day the whole world looks for-
ward to.  The temperature was a comfortable 74, and, since it
had rained the day before, the air was clear and sunny, the
grass and flowers all sitting up and begging for approval.
herb Kronen pulled into cora’s driveway at 11:30; even his
car, which had just come out of the shop, was running quietly.
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he hoped his mother would be pleased.
“how’s it going, Mom?” he asked when he found her in

the dining room, drinking coffee and munching on sweet
crackers.

“As well as can be expected,” she replied with a sigh.
“What’s the matter?” he asked, fearing another one of

those days.
“it’s nothing.”  she sniffed.  “it’s just been so lonely with

your father gone.”
he breathed a sigh of relief.  This was the usual.  he could

deal with it.  “i know.  i miss him, too.”
she blotted a tear.  “i know you do.  i shouldn’t do this to

you.”
More of the same, he thought, stifling a chuckle.  “it’s

okay, Mom, that’s what sons are for.”
she broke into a broad smile.  “you’re a good boy, her-

bert.  i couldn’t have made it without you.  sit down.”  she
rang a small brass bell.  “i’ll have erna serve.”

luncheon was brought in by a scrawny, dark-haired
woman in her mid-forties, dressed in a dark-green-and-white
maid’s costume.  There was a platter loaded with smoked
salmon, whitefish salad, egg salad, and sliced tomatoes, and
another with cream cheese and assorted bagels.  For dessert,
she had boston cream pie and coffee.  

herb was not a big eater, but while there was enough for
five or six hungry people, nearly all of the food was consumed.
it was no wonder that since his father’s death, three years be-
fore, his mother had grown obese.

“Where would you like to go today?” he asked as she
stuffed a third wedge of pie down her throat.

“you’re the man.  you decide,” she replied with a sly
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smile.
she’s back in the groove, he mused.  “how about the neu-

berger Museum in Purchase?  you haven’t been there in a
while.  Maybe they have a new exhibit.”

“Too far.”  she frowned.  “your car makes too much noise.
i’ll get a headache.”  

he smiled.  she’s playing the same old game.  “The car’s
fine, Mom.  i just took it out of the shop.  it’s running quiet as
a whisper.”

she pondered.  “no, still too far.  how about the clois-
ters?  i haven’t seen the tapestries for quite a while.”

“Whatever you say, Mom.”

herb GoT hoMe AT seVen-ThirTy. The visit to the museum
had gone just fine; his mother had seemed quite happy.  he’d
offered to take her out to dinner, but she’d preferred eating at
home and hadn’t invited him to join her.  he’d left her at the
house at about five and gone to dinner in a local Queens
restaurant.  

As he entered his apartment, he was feeling quite mellow.
he noticed that the answering machine was flickering.  The
call was from his sister.  he returned it immediately.

“hi, roger.  how’s it going?”
“Where the hell have you been?  barbara’s frantic.”
“What’s the matter?”
“your mother is in the hospital.  she’s had a heart attack.” 
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CHAPTER 3

A T one o’clocK on A TuesdAy in early october, ian
elkins and his boss, Mark rooney, were having
lunch at rooney’s over-sized desk.  The room was

the only three-windowed office in the law office suite on the
ground floor of an apartment house just three blocks from the
bronx county courthouse.  ian was working on a chef’s salad
while his boss wolfed down a foot-long meatball hero.
rooney was a generous man and frequently bought his young
associate lunch so that they could discuss cases while they ate.

“Watch it,” ian warned.  “The gravy’s just about to drip
on your tie.”

“Thanks, kid,” rooney replied holding the sandwich over
his plate and leaning for his next bite.  “Kathy’d kill me if i
ruined this one.  she bought it for me last christmas.”

half an hour later, the two had gone through lunch and
three of ian’s cases when the intercom buzzed.  “yes, rosie?”
rooney listened for a moment, pressed the hold button and
passed the receiver to ian.  “it’s for you.  A Mr. cowen.”

“hello, Mr. cowen. . . ?  oh, it’s you, bill.  i guess the re-
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ceptionist got the name wrong. . . .   i’m in with my boss now.
can i call you back in about ten minutes?”  ian scribbled a
number on a pad and hung up.

“What’s that about?” rooney asked.
“it’s bill cohen.  he’s the estates partner at Thatcher,

ryan.  i had a number of things with him when i was with
the court.  he has a bronx estate matter he wants to refer to
me.”

“new business?  Great.  don’t let me keep you.”
later that afternoon, ian was poring over a file in his mi-

nuscule interior office when he looked up to see rooney hov-
ering over his cluttered desk.  “so?” the big man asked.

“huh?”
“The new case.  What’s it about?”
“oh.”  ian smiled.  “bill drew a will for an old lady who

lived in riverdale.  she left everything to her son, her daughter,
and her daughter’s kids.  The will gave the son the short end
of the estate and made him the executor and the trustee of his
sister’s daughters’s trusts.”

rooney scratched his second chin.  “That was dumb.
how come he’s referring the estate to you?  he’s a hot-shot
estates lawyer, isn’t he?” 

ian shook his head.  “it’s not the estate he’s referring.”
rooney gave him a puzzled look.
“bill got the estate originally and probated the will.  Then,

a few months later, the son took it away from him and gave it
to a Queens lawyer.  he told bill he wanted a lawyer with an
office near where he lived.”

“Then what’s he referring to us?”
“The daughter came in to see him.  she said she thought

her brother was playing fast and loose with the estate and the
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trusts.”
rooney nodded.  “And since he’d been representing the

brother, cohen has a conflict of interest and can’t represent
the sister.”

“exactly.  he told me to expect a call from the daughter.”
ian pushed aside the file he was working on and looked down
at a yellow legal pad.  “barbara linden.”

ThAT eVeninG in scArsdAle, bArbArA and roger linden, and
their youngest daughter, Janie, were gathered at a round table
in their kitchen dining alcove.  The table, which could com-
fortably seat six, had been chosen to allow the entire linden
family to dine informally together, but with two of their
daughters away at college, it looked somewhat bare.  “May i
be excused?” asked Janie, pushing aside a half-eaten slice of
apple pie.  “i have a lot of homework to do.”

“of course, dear,” barbara replied.
“Aren’t you going to finish your pie and milk?” asked

roger.
“Please, daddy, i’m full. . . .  i guess you could ship it to

the poor starving children in Asia,” she concluded disentan-
gling her blonde ponytail from the chair.

roger started to laugh but caught himself.  “seriously,
Janie, you don’t eat enough.  it’s not healthy.”

barbara held up her hand.  “leave it be, rog.  she eats
enough, and you know girls want to maintain their knockout
figures.”

he threw up his hands up in mock surrender.
When Janie left, barbara refilled their coffee cups and sat

down.  “how’d it go today?”
“Pretty good. you?  “you see the lawyer?”
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she nodded.  “i was there today.”
“What’d he say?”
“That he had a conflict of interest, because he’d repre-

sented herb before.”
roger knitted his brow.
“he referred me to another lawyer.  A man named elkins.

said he’s very good.  used to work in the surrogate’s court.”
“you make an appointment with this elkins?”
“not yet.  Mr. cohen will be calling him and told me to

wait a day or two.”
“Good  Give me his name.  i’ll have our company’s coun-

sel check him out.”
barbara sipped her coffee and frowned.  “. . . rog?”
“yes, dear?”
“i don’t know.”
“don’t know what?”
she hesitated.  “if i should be doing this.  he’s my

brother.”
roger linden shook his head.  “barbara, i understand

your reticence, but you’re talking about a lot of money, and a
good deal of it belongs to the girls.”  

“but Mom treated him so badly.  Maybe we should let
him recoup some of it.”

roger tightened his jaw.  “look, barbara, i don’t begrudge
him anything.  if he has a problem, let him ask for help, and
i’ll consider it sympathetically.  but what he’s doing is wrong.
if herb’s been stealing, we’ve got to stop him.” 
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