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iewed through the crystal-clear magnification

of the illuminated
riflescope, the young woman playing the piano was a mesmerizing sight.
She was not playing the piano so much as she was making love to
it. During quiet passages, her body swayed gently from side to side on
the piano bench. As the tempo increased and the intensity built, she
rocked back and forth in a passionate embrace of the music, her long
blonde hair falling off her bare white shoulders.
Absorbed in an intense presto passage, the girl leaned in, her face
almost touching the keys. The fingers of her right hand were a blur up
and down the keyboard while her left hand anchored the movement
with a pounding rhythm. The plangent notes of the solitary piano
filled the high-ceilinged concert hall with as much power and fury as
that generated by a full orchestra.
From his sniper’s nest in the cramped electrical room, high above
and in front of the stage, Michael Quinn peered through the riflescope, scanning the stage around the girl.
Who would want to harm her?
At the thought his lips turned down at the edges.
The electrical room, which was really more the size of a large
closet, was unventilated and becoming uncomfortably warm. Quinn’s
shirt collar was sticking to the back of his neck, and clammy pools
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itched under his arms. The small of his back ached from sitting on the
stepladder that served as his makeshift perch. Still watching the stage,
he removed a bandana from his back pocket and wiped away the beads
of sweat that had gathered at the top of his forehead.
He glanced down at the damp, faded blue cotton in his hand. No,
it didn’t go with the rest of his attire for an evening at a concert hall.
But he was loyal to that bandana. It had served him in barren deserts,
on bitterly cold mountains, and in countless other places. It would
serve him here. With a dry section of the fabric, he carefully wiped
off the ring of perspiration on the rubber eyepiece and then put the
bandana back in his pocket.
Sliding the small rectangular window open another couple of
inches, he slowly moved the rifle barrel from side to side, making sure
that the entire concert hall was within range. Then he leaned forward
and resumed peering through the scope.

and high cheekbones. They lingered on the sensuous, full lips that
tonight wore lipstick colored a deep crimson. Dialing back the scope,
Quinn noticed the bejeweled rings on her fingers sparkling green
and red, and her black high heels shining in the light as her right
foot beat occasional time. He guessed her to be about five foot seven,
with a figure somewhere between that of a model and a centerfold.
And, he decided, she would look just as beautiful dressed in a white
T-shirt and faded blue-jean shorts as she did in tonight’s black evening gown.
He adjusted the scope and again scanned the stage all around the
girl. The danger to her was unspecified, thus he had no choice but to
look at everything in the concert hall, searching for anything out of
the ordinary.
It was a solo performance, and nothing was on the stage except
the girl and her nine-foot Steinway concert grand piano with a vase of
red roses on top. Through the scope he scrutinized, off to the sides,
the assorted stagehands and technicians, all standing in rapt silence
as they watched. Tilting his scope up, he carefully examined the latticework and battens and cables of the catwalk. Finally he put down
his rifle, picked up his night-vision binoculars, and scanned, for the
umpteenth time, the audience.
Everything looked as it had for the past two hours. The orchestra
and three ascending terraces of box seats held exactly what one would
expect: groups of well-dressed concertgoers, mostly couples ranging
from middle-aged to elderly, with a sprinkling of scruffier-dressed
twenty-somethings who were probably music students. Quinn’s binoculars examined every seat on the main floor and then traveled up to the
high-end box seats in the terraces. By now he felt as if he knew every
seat in the concert hall with his naked eye. Nothing seemed amiss or
even remotely suspicious.
After three careful sweeps of the hall, he put down the binoculars, picked up his rifle, and peered again through the variable-power
scope, adjusting it as he scanned the stage. The girl was nearing the
end of her encore. If anything was going to happen tonight, it would
be soon.
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