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Аннотация
As the Cold War sputters to a close and the Soviet Union disintegrates, rogue elements on both sides of the Iron Curtain join in a deadly plot to maintain their hold on power. Months later, international telephone intercepts trigger a CIA investigation into the nebulous codeword "Jabberwock." Cameron Quinn, a veteran clandestine officer with a drinking problem, draws the task of tracking it down. After his superiors doubt Jabberwock's importance, Quinn turns for help to a former FBI buddy, Burke Hill, whose tarnished career ended years earlier. For Hill, it becomes a quest to prove his own worth after an accident forces him to continue the investigation alone, without CIA sanction. With the help of Quinn's daughter Lori, a former CIA operative, he discovers a multinational team of killers rehearsing on an island off the Florida coast. As official and unofficial forces work to stop them, Burke and Lori realize they hold the only hope of stopping a plot to assassinate the American and Russian presidents.
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Chapter 1

VIENNA — LATE OCTOBER 1991
Few lights glowed in the long dining room, giving it a subdued look similar to that on the face of the sullen restaurateur who stood beside the elegant table. Dark shadows reflected in the large, gilt-framed mirrors that lined one wall. Shattering the austere silence, a chilling rain raked the peaked roof with a blustery tirade. All in all, it struck Otto Bergen as anything but a promising afternoon.
Two imposing young men with chiseled looks watched him through dispassionate eyes, like medical students in a surgical theatre. Otto fussed about the table with nervous movements, unhappy at the tension and at being unable to do what he did best, prepare exotic dishes. In his starched white chef's hat, the plump little man resembled an Austrian version of the Pillsbury Doughboy. He brought in a large bowl of fluffy white whipped cream and a tall container of hot coffee, which he placed on a grid above a stubby candle. Its flame swayed with the sensuous rhythm of a belly dancer.
Though Bergen Haus closed on Sundays, it was not unusual to find Otto playing host on the Sabbath to arms traders seeking a comfortable but secluded spot for their negotiations. They always took advantage of the fashionable restaurant's famed cuisine. For the Israelis, the continental fare was kosher. For the Russians, vodka flowed freely. And for the Arabs, kharouf, a whole sheep on a bed of rice, provided the striking centerpiece.
Today's fare hardly resembled such sumptuous dining. Otto had no idea who these people were, only that Herr Mauser, the more slender of the two "businessmen," the one who had made the reservation, left strict instructions that today's guests wanted only coffee. Furthermore, they demanded that no one, not a soul, neither man, woman nor child, should be around when the meeting began.
"After you put the coffee out, I want you to get the hell into your office and stay there," he had ordered in a voice that threatened unspeakable consequences if disobeyed. "When we're finished, I'll knock on your door and give you the fee in cash. Understood?"
Otto had nodded with uncommon vigor, eager to get this ordeal behind him. From the unfamiliar accent of Mauser's German, he had taken the man for a resident of the former communist half of Germany. It was an area he had avoided with a passion. Much to his relief, the size of the fee more than compensated for the verbal abuse.
* * *
Mauser, a man in his early thirties with sandy hair cut military style and a disposition as changeable as a chameleon’s hue, watched the squat Austrian scurry off like a frightened rat heading for his lair. Although certain he had put enough fear in the man to quell any latent curiosity, he would keep an eye on the approach to the dining room just in case. He turned to his companion and spoke in English. His name, in fact, was Brown, not Mauser. He hailed from the cornfields of the Midwest, not the coalfields of East Germany. His language tutor had been a native of Leipzig.
“It looks like we've both got the same thing in mind,” he said. “Shall I go first?"
"As you wish," said the stocky man with a nod. His heavy coat, fashioned for the bitter winters of Moscow, made him resemble a not-so-cuddly bear. "I shall wait in the hallway."
Though his English grammar was almost flawless, his heavy accent might have been encountered in a Russian neighborhood of Brooklyn.
The American opened what appeared to be an expensive leather attaché case. In reality, it was a marvel of electronic gadgetry. He flipped the power switch and observed the dials and winking lights. As a student of the political mind rather than the intricacies of modern technology, he had only a vague notion of how the miniaturized components worked. He understood that it would detect a nearby recording machine even if the recorder were turned off, and it could pinpoint the tiniest "bugs" in existence. What he knew for certain was the organizers of this clandestine encounter intended its security to be absolute. When he was satisfied the dials showed no electronic intruders in the vicinity, he walked back into the corridor.
"All yours," he said with a nod.
The stocky Russian repeated the procedure with his own detection device, then agreed the room was clean. Together they returned to their cars, parked in the afternoon gloom beneath a canopy at the rear of the restaurant, safely out of the menacing downpour. They advised the two principals that their meeting place was ready.
* * *
A tall figure with an athletic build reached the table first. His dark hair showed not so much as a fleck of gray, though he was pushing sixty. The bland face might easily be lost in a crowd, except for the eyes, deep-set and furtive, with heavy brows. Those eyes had seen their share of the seamy machinations that took place in the invisible backwaters of international diplomacy. He stood to one side of the table and watched with suspicion as the other man entered. Though not uncommon for a veteran of the intelligence wars, his skepticism felt right on target today, considering the circumstances. He could virtually recite the other's dossier from memory, a fact that made this junket one of the most intriguing episodes of his shadowy career.
The new arrival strode quickly to the table, smiling as though at some private joke. He was a bit shorter and heavier but moved with the precision of a military background. Somewhat older, also, he had frosty white hair.
"So, at last I have the privilege of meeting the famous Foxhunter." He spoke in a casual voice, his English broadened with an accent cultivated during preparation for his undergraduate years at Cambridge. He had attended the prestigious English university just after the Great Patriotic War, as the Russians liked to call World War II, through a carefully borrowed identity.
The Russian flashed a disarming smile. "Shall I call you by your codename?"
"Whatever you wish, General." The American had a dry, businesslike voice, as chill and crisp as an October morning in the heart of Vermont maple country. That was where he had grown up. Though he hadn't lived there in years, he had lost none of his laconic New England temperament.
"Have a seat," said the General. "It appears we have Kaffee mit Schlag. I rather fancy these Austrian sweets. Sacher torte is another weakness. You might know I can't find this sort of thing at home."
They both sat. The General poured. He was a much more outgoing type than his taciturn companion. However, both men fidgeted like schoolboys on their first date, one suspicious of the other's motives, the other uncertain how his proposition might be taken. There had been no formal greeting, no handshake. It was obviously a marriage of convenience.
There were protocols available and channels to follow when men like these found it necessary to come face-to-face. It was much simpler now, in contrast to Cold War times when tedious bargaining and elaborate arrangements had preceded such affairs as prisoner exchanges. But in this instance, all normal procedures had been flung to the winds. They were invisible men at a nonexistent encounter. Only a handful of associates — those directly involved in making the surreptitious contacts and setting up the rendezvous — had even the barest inkling that anything was taking place.
For the record, both participants were in their respective hotels, resting up from lengthy and tiring flights. The hotel operators had strict instructions not to disturb them until they called for their messages.
The American had spent too many years attaching the prefix "enemy" to any discussion of the General and his cohorts. In the flesh, the old Russian sounded more like a British diplomat than one of the sputtering Soviet Union's top secret policeman, but the Foxhunter had difficulty thinking of him in any other terms.
"Your invitation made it obvious you weren't coming to talk about a defection," he said with only slightly veiled animosity. "So just what did you come to talk about?"
The General glanced around the room. The two aides were seated some distance away at separate tables, watchfully nursing their own cups of Otto Bergen's prized brew. The Russian’s dossier had indicated he preferred to begin negotiations with small talk, a little waltzing to put the opponent at ease. But the Foxhunter had a no-nonsense, all-business reputation. He was known as the epitome of conservatism in an agency hardly noted as a hotbed of liberals, and he soon realized the crafty Russian had changed his approach to fit.
"I represent a select group of people, including some very highly placed officials," the General said. "We are deeply concerned about conditions in our country. I hardly need to recite all of the turmoil in the republics, the ethnic conflicts, the distressing problems of food distribution and pricing."
The Foxhunter found this frank admission of Soviet failures anything but a surprise. With glasnost, the decline showed like bandages peeled back to reveal the torn flesh of self-inflicted wounds. "Not to mention your whole economy resembles a basket case," he said with a bit too much gusto.
The General raised an eyebrow but kept his voice level. "Admittedly, it is in rather worse shape than yours. Although, I must say, your adventure in the Persian Gulf seems to have taken its toll. With that unruly deficit and large trade imbalance, it must keep a lot of people in Washington up late at night."
The Foxhunter shrugged. He couldn’t deny that. The Iraqi war had only made a bad situation worse. "True. We're hearing a lot of depression talk. Meanwhile, the idiots in Congress blunder along, refusing to make the hard choices. All they can think of is cut the Pentagon budget. The President hasn't helped. It's his responsibility to straighten the knuckleheads out."
"Unfortunately, your predicament and ours may soon become much more critical," said the General in an ominous tone. "The way we see it, the Soviet Union is dangerously close to a catastrophic explosion. And should that occur, we do not believe it can be contained within our borders. That could present very grave dangers for your country, as well as the rest of the world."



Chapter 2

A frown darkened the Foxhunter's angular face. What the hell was he talking about? "An explosion?"
"An eruption of despair. People without jobs. Millions of people, no longer holding out any hope for the future. People without food. People in near panic to get away."
The Foxhunter's frown deepened. He had read an analysis a few days before describing the dislocations resulting from Soviet moves toward a market-driven economy. Outmoded and inefficient plants were being shut down. Factories that turned out goods consumers hadn't the slightest desire to buy were being boarded up. Food shortages threatened to create riot conditions. It was a grim picture.
The General carefully moved his coffee cup and rearranged the silverware as though lining up his troops for a frontal assault. Then he fired a penetrating gaze across the table. "You know the havoc thousands of disillusioned Mexicans can create, sneaking across your southern border. I am sure you remember what happened to West Germany, how they were nearly overwhelmed by a hundred thousand hopeless souls sweeping in from the East."
"Surely you don't think…?" His voice trailed off, leaving the unthinkable unsaid. Those high-priced analysts in the Intelligence Directorate, people with fancy degrees and a ceaseless input of technical and human intelligence, hadn't mentioned such a possibility as this.
"Think it could not happen to us? My dear fellow," said the General with the indulgence of a priest for a non-believer, "it is happening right now. Just a week ago, we received word of a large group of unemployed workers leaving Kiev, heading west. Our agents infiltrated their ranks and reported treasonous grumblings, open talk of abandoning the motherland. From Volgograd, others were reported moving south toward the Black Sea. It is undoubtedly just the beginning. In the old days, we could have put a stop to such foolhardiness. Not after perestroika and the failed coup. Can you imagine the effect of millions of Russians pouring in panic across the borders in Europe, the Middle East, and Asia?"
Try as he might, the Foxhunter could not hide the dismay that showed in his eyes. At first it had seemed almost beyond imagination. But now he could see the possibility, perhaps even the inevitability, given the current trend of unrest all across the vast territory of the Soviet "Dis-Union."
The General's features relaxed into a hint of a smile as he asked, "Can you guess where the majority of them will demand to be resettled?"
The American pushed a large hand through his dark hair. His heavy brows knitted almost into a straight line. His voice was that of a prisoner being led to the gallows. "The U.S. of A."
"Exactly. You have had your problems with Chicanos calling for Spanish as an official language. Are you prepared to add Russian to your curriculum? Are you ready for the Russification of America?"
The Foxhunter could picture the problem. With billions going into the savings and loan bailout, failing banks folding like muddle-headed poker players, the deficit further bloated by the legacy of the Persian Gulf War, and the economy barely limping along, a huge influx of immigrants from any quarter would be disastrous.
"There must be a way to stop it," he said.
"Not without fundamental changes. Your President was the one who pressured us into opening the gates to unlimited emigration. Our people are free to leave."
A muscle in the American's jaw twitched. "Right, and the bastard would probably welcome them with open arms." His voice turned more toward a growl. "He'd have the Treasury bankrupt in less than six months."
"I am glad you understand. You have nearly as great a stake as we in the resolution of this dilemma. The problem, of course, lies in the new leadership." The way he said it, "new" could have been a four-letter word. "They forced out people who knew how to maintain stability and order. And they opened the door to every rabble-rousing trouble-maker across the land. People are being pulled in a hundred different directions. There's no longer any reliable central authority. It is pure chaos."
The General’s feelings were clear. Under the infamous banner of perestroika, the Soviet and Russian Republic presidents and their cohorts had disfigured the face of communism, dismantled the achievements of the revolution. Over seventy years of struggle to build a bastion of socialist power was being discarded like a broken toy in the rush to embrace a bastard form of capitalism.
"You aren't alone," said the Foxhunter, now openly sympathetic with his longtime adversary. Without a formidable foe to contend with, he and his colleagues would face a bleak future. "The bleeding-heart liberals of America are going to ruin us in the same damned way. And they seem to be gaining the upper hand."
"It appears to me that we share a common problem," the General said, his voice that of a businessman on the brink of a deal. "Would not both our interests be much better served if our governments were in more friendly hands?"
"You're damned right about that."
His own inner circle, led by a few titans of American industry who formed his power base, was irate over the way the current administration had refused to stop the drain of America's energy and might. The unprecedented military build-up in the Middle East, which had successfully thwarted a power-hungry Iraqi dictator, had ended predictably in new moves to balance the budget at the expense of the Defense Department and the CIA.
What both men were thinking, but neither dared put into words, was that the thawing of the Cold War had placed the arch-conservatives of both East and West in jeopardy. They saw misguided men seizing the opportunity to demand less money for military and intelligence-gathering capabilities, more for the frivolities of social programs and questionable methods of restructuring the economies. So-called "reformers" moved openly to eliminate a tradition of leadership that had been responsible for raising the superpowers to their lofty pinnacles. The ebb tide of change was sweeping the old guard toward a watery grave. Their response was to demand that the General and the Foxhunter produce lifeboats. To such men, power was everything. It meant authority, control, influence. It was a way of life, and to lose it was a tragedy to be avoided at any cost.
"The question is," the Russian said, emphasizing each word, "what can be done about it?"
The Foxhunter gave a shrug of resignation. "Very little, from my standpoint. Unfortunately, we won't have the opportunity to get rid of this President for a good while to come. I don't know that you're much better off. Your leader seems to live a charmed life. He avoided a pretty highly-placed coup."
"Yes," said the General with a bitter smile, "but now he plays second fiddle to the head of the Russian Republic."
"So, what's the answer? Impeachment is out of the question for us. Short of a resignation, of which there is zero possibility, we're stuck with him, unless he should obligingly die in office."
The General's eyes widened. He rubbed his chin, as if deep in thought. Then he spoke. "You bring up an interesting possibility. A death in office, eh?"
"You're not thinking—?"
"I'm only considering what you suggest could happen." The General raised his eyebrows, lining his forehead with deep wrinkles. "You have had several presidents die in office. And, we, of course, once had a succession of short-lived chairmen."
The American pondered the thought, a grim look on his face. The President was in obvious good health. His death could only come at the hands of an assassin. A rather severe solution. But, under the circumstances, was it unthinkable?
The information he had received from the General confirmed his belief that this President was allowing things to move in a direction that threatened the very existence of the nation. In a way, this was war. A war of survival for the United States of America. What was it Barry Goldwater had said? Extremism in the defense of liberty is no vice… moderation in the pursuit of justice is no virtue. The man in the White House had become the most dangerous of enemies. He held the power to destroy two hundred years of life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness. He had to be stopped, and there was only one sure way of doing it. He would have to become a casualty of war.
“You have placed the problem in its proper perspective,” the General said. “Nothing short of a dramatic removal of the men at the top would shock our people back to their senses."
The Foxhunter stared at him. Conspiracy at the top had been a staple of Russian rule since the time of the czars, but was America all that different? "We would have a much more conservative vice president moving up," he said, adding to himself, one we should be able to manipulate with much greater success.
"My country most assuredly has more suitable men ready to step into the breech."
The more the American thought about it, the more appealing the idea became. The system had its checks and balances, but sometimes it could get so far out of balance that the checks acted more like roadblocks, deterrents to effective action. This Congress was far too liberal, and the executive branch appeared unable to cope with it. Should something happen to the President, his more conservative replacement would enjoy a wave of popular sympathy, plus the traditional "honeymoon" accorded a new chief executive. It could provide just the thrust needed to turn things around.
Yes, he agreed with the Russian's assessment. There appeared to be no other choice. Even so, he knew he was not the final arbiter. He would take back the recommendation, but it would be up to others to make the decision. His job was that of a quarterback, calling the signals, putting the ball in the hands of those who would score.
As the General poured more coffee, the Foxhunter’s voice turned almost playful, something quite out of character. "You don't happen to have a couple of Lee Harvey Oswalds stashed away in Lefortovo, do you, General?"
"No Oswalds. This will require the greatest degree of sophistication. It should be a single stroke." The Russian's words came in bursts, like automatic rifle fire. "Done with the leaders together. Somewhere outside our own countries. With traces leading away from us. Pointing toward a third party."
"You're talking about a major operation. Multiple resources. It would take time to set up."
"Without doubt. We will have to wait for the right opportunity. Hopefully my people will be able to hold things together until then. It will require innovation. Absolute surprise. I am sure my patrons would be willing to commit whatever human resources are necessary. As for monetary resources." He winced. "We are somewhat limited."
"Money will be no problem if my backers like the idea. We'd want people intimately involved in the operation, of course."
He didn't trust the General and his communist cohorts any more than they trusted him. They would require close scrutiny all the way. He looked back at his co-conspirator. "We're talking about pretty drastic measures, General. I can't say for certain they'll buy it, but when I relay the information you've just given me, I believe they will agree this is really the only way to go."
He knew their patience with the White House had moved well beyond the breaking point. A joint operation with the Russians should scotch any fear that the other side might take advantage of the chaos to make some treacherous move. Or so it seemed.
When the meeting was ready to break up around two forty-five, the General's voice took on a note of caution. "This will require the greatest of secrecy, my friend." The "my friend" was slipped in as naturally as if they had been old college chums meeting after a long-delayed reunion. "We have taken great pains to conceal this meeting. When you are ready to proceed, and I trust that you will, place an advertisement under 'Happy Days' in the Announcements category of the Sunday Washington Post classified section. It will say, 'A. You must run at least twice as fast as that! Queen.' I'll promptly contact you to determine our future course."
* * *
The General was genuinely fond of English literature. The work of Charles Lutwidge Dodgson, better known as Lewis Carroll, had a particular appeal to his sense of the absurd. He saw the indomitable Alice as brilliant and shrewd, blithely unconcerned by what others might take as human tragedy. She dropped down the rabbit hole and stepped without hesitation through the looking glass into a world of illusion. She would have made a terrific spy, the profession he pursued following Cambridge, first with the Red Army's intelligence arm, the GRU, and later with its more powerful sister service, the KGB.



Chapter 3

THE GREAT SMOKY MOUNTAINS
When the cuckoo clocks that lined the shelves of Vienna's tourist shops showed two forty-five p.m., it was eight forty-five a.m. in the Eastern Time Zone of the United States. At that moment, a stocky man with a full beard came bounding down a rugged mountain trail near the Tennessee-North Carolina border like a lumbering green bear. Dressed in olive drab pants and parka, hunched by a backpack of the same shade, he appeared to move at an almost heedless pace.
He hit a glaze of soggy leaves as he tromped around a turn where the narrow trail circled a sheer ledge. For a harrowing instant, he felt his feet go airborne. Frantic, he grabbed at the slim gray trunk of a beech sapling that angled overhead from the steep hillside.
The small tree arched like a pulled bow, but its roots held.
He struggled to regain his balance, chest thumping. He stared over the ledge at the rock-strewn creek bed fifty feet below. A long sigh escaped his cracked lips in a soft hiss of steam.
Thank God for small beeches, he thought.
In five years of roving every kind of trail imaginable and battling through wild, almost impassable mountain backcountry, he had never come this close to a calamity. In a previous chapter of his life, he had developed a reputation as a cool professional, always on alert for the unexpected. Had he let the previous day's success lull him into a complacency that became an invitation to disaster?
The twisting path was a primitive one, perhaps blazed by Indians. In more recent times, it had accommodated prowling black bears. He had spotted the occasional gash in the bark high on a tree, claw marks of a wanderer scavenging the woods for acorns and nuts and anything else that might satisfy a ravenous appetite before the onslaught of winter snow.
That was part of the fascination of the Great Smoky Mountains, a rugged wilderness area that had lured him out of a self-imposed exile among the oil fields of Alaska.
He squinted with watery blue eyes, gazing down the trail where it writhed into the morning mist like a trapped snake, squeezed at its sides by towering hemlocks. At this altitude, most of the trees had already shed their leaves in late October though the slopes still brightened with occasional flashes of amber, rust, and orange.
Burke Hill had left his perch well above the four-thousand-foot level at daybreak. Now he approached the hidden spot he had stumbled upon some months back, a narrow corridor that linked the old footpath with a seldom-used Jeep trail.
Bent like an old man beneath the bulky pack of equipment, he scraped the mud-crusted boots on a tangle of roots. At the moment, he could easily have passed for ten to twenty years beyond the fifty-five he admitted to. His muscles ached from tedious hours of endless squatting. Stationed near an icy stream bolstered by a melting early snowfall from high on the slopes of Mt. Guyot, he had clutched the Nikon with its front-heavy telephoto lens until his fingers resembled lead claws. Then he huddled for the second straight night beneath a rock ledge as the temperature dipped below the freezing point.
By now the hardships and solitude of the trail had become second nature. The discomforts he took as part of the price of life in the wild. As for the isolation, he had always been more of a loner than a joiner. He wasn't known as Mr. Congeniality during a hectic ten-plus years in the FBI, either. Not that he hadn't made several good friends, but he was usually too intensely preoccupied with his job to indulge in partying or sports.
The final pages of that chapter had nearly wrecked his life. The strain of supposedly breaking with the Bureau and joining the underworld had reached a cataclysmic climax when his idol, J. Edgar Hoover, had disowned him as though the entire charade had been the Gospel truth, to use his mother’s words. He had bought into Hoover’s charge that he was a miserable failure.
The nearest thing to subterfuge he engaged in these days was to stand as rigid as a tree trunk to catch a mother bird in her nest, or to hide in a clump of mountain laurel as a wild turkey strutted past. Trained in the use of sophisticated camera equipment, he had found the patience and stealth required for photographic surveillance uniquely suited to the demands of nature photography. The result had been a challenging new career that made use of old talents and abilities. He was, in essence, a wildlife spook, but one object had eluded him.
Early on, a park biologist had casually mentioned the mink, that small brown creature whose expensive fur made women melt. Only a few had been spotted in the Smokies over the years, and nobody had managed to photograph one. They spent much of their time in the water. The normal pattern was to travel on land at night. Mink passed their springs and summers deep in the forest and ventured down to the lower, more open areas only during the bleak days of winter.
Ever since he first heard about the mink, it had nagged at him. He had always responded to challenges, and this challenge soon became an obsession. He kept part of his brain alert for the distinctive footprint — four small toes, plus an inside fifth, that might show along the trail.
Earlier in the week, he had spotted fresh tracks beside a high stream. A two-day stakeout paid off shortly before dusk yesterday. He rigged makeshift reflectors, using aluminum foil, to focus the afternoon sunlight where the tracks led to a burrow beneath a pile of rotting logs. He also mounted flash units to cover the area. After hours of patient waiting, buffering the camera's electronics against the cold, he watched in fascination as the sleek brown animal made a cautious appearance. As it struck an obliging pose, chin up to reveal its characteristic patch of white, he snapped a series of available light shots, praying the fast film would be sufficient. Then, for insurance, he fired off as many quick strobe shots as the autowinder would allow before the startled mink squealed its objection and dived for the water, discharging a musky odor in its wake.



Chapter 4

WASHINGTON, D.C. - NOVEMBER
Readers plowing through the bulky classified section of The Washington Post on the Sunday morning following Thanksgiving took the brief announcement item signed "Queen" as a teaser advertisement or some weirdo's joke. Less than a handful recognized it as a literary quotation. Other than the party who had authorized its placement, only one knew its true meaning. He promptly put in a call to the Aeroflot office at New York's John F. Kennedy Airport and left a cryptic message for relay to Moscow.
That same day in the Georgetown section of Washington, Judge Kingsley Marshall, a man who had used a curious mixture of jurisprudence and computer education as the launching pad for a career in the cloakless and daggerless side of the Central Intelligence Agency, received a birthday present mounted in an attractive frame from the man responsible for boosting him to the top of his field. It was a magnificent color photograph of a sleek brown mink beside a mountain stream, eyes alert, chin up, displaying the distinctive patch of white.
Marshall beamed, standing back to admire it. "Beautiful, Charlie. I'm gradually rebuilding my wildlife collection, you know. Damned little of it was left after that fire at our old house in the Poconos. Who's the photographer?"
"A man named Burke Hill. Lives out from Gatlinburg, Tennessee in the Smoky Mountains. I'd bought some of his mountain scenery through a gallery in Gatlinburg. They told me about this new one and it sounded just right for you."
"You guessed right, old friend," said the Director of Central Intelligence, still marveling at the picture. The mink seemed almost alive. "This one is going on the wall of my office at Langley."
That decision triggered one of those unintended consequences that would set Burke Hill off on the adventure of a lifetime.
Senator Charles Gravely grinned with satisfaction at the reception of his gift. He might have still been in the House, or worse yet back home in the district, if he hadn't talked Marshall into taking a sabbatical from the CIA to run his senatorial campaign. After that, the sharp-witted intelligence analyst who retained the title he’d earned in a brief stint as a district judge remained a valued advisor until the top slot at Langley had come open. As a key member of the Senate Select Committee on Intelligence, Gravely had prevailed upon the President to give Kingsley Marshall the appointment.



Chapter 5

FLORIDA — MAY 1992
"Boats For Hire" announced the large black and white sign at the entrance to Peyton's Boat Yard, a run-down nautical menagerie on the panhandle coast at Port St. Joe. "All kinds, all uses" said smaller lettering beneath. It was a Friday morning, the third week in May, and crusty old Scooter Peyton, as he was known along the coast, reflected on the state of the boat rental business. He had seen it worse, he guessed, though he couldn't remember exactly when. A few close friends would have been quick to point out that Scooter was at his best when his jaundiced eye saw things at their worst. He had the tawny color and the sharp bite of a jigger of very old Kentucky bourbon. And, as with that famed Southern elixir, most folks found Scooter Peyton could be stomached best in small doses.
His stock included a wide variety of boats, from small fishing craft, the type that appealed to most tourists, to sailboats of up to thirty feet, a couple of weather-beaten shrimpers, even a battle-scarred old Navy surplus LCM, military shorthand for Landing Craft, Mechanized. Why he hadn't sold that wretched monstrosity for scrap, he wasn't sure. Likely a stupid exercise in sentimentality. He had helped rescue more than one floundering landing craft as a Navy CPO in the South Pacific during World War II. There it sat on a wooden slip next to the protected inlet, waiting like a bride at the altar knowing the groom would never show. The steel ramp that had once been lowered to faraway beaches to off-load vehicles and troops clung to its sides, forming what looked from above like a bread pan fit for King Kong.
Peyton sat with feet propped on the edge of his desk in the small, paper-strewn office that occupied a corner of the main boat shed, listening to the ping, ping, ping of a hammer chipping paint. The only relief from the drabness of the place was a several-years-old calendar on the faded gray metal wall. It featured a large photo of a smiling, deeply-tanned girl in a red bikini. He wasn't dead yet, Scooter would let you know in a hurry.
When he detected the sound of a car rolling along the graveled drive, he didn't bother to get up, figuring it was just old Homer, the decrepit mail man. But when he finally looked around, there stood a stranger dressed in khaki pants, a green knit shirt and a white cap with a blue anchor stitched on the front. Dollar signs suddenly flashed in front of his bloodshot eyes.
* * *
"You Mr. Peyton?" the stranger asked. "I'm Blythe Ingram. I understand you have a landing craft for rent."
"Uh… well," Scooter stammered for a moment. "You sure come to the right place, mister. I got the only one for miles around. How long would you need her?"
A short man with a husky build and tanned face and arms, products of weekends spent on his prized toy, a powerful inboard that came close to qualifying in the yacht category, Ingram glanced at the outdated calendar. "I'd say about three weeks should do it. Is the boat in seaworthy condition?"
"Yes, sir. Been in dry dock for a while. Setting there just waiting for somebody to put her keel in the bay. Got your own crew?"
Ingram nodded. "I'm a former Marine. I've handled landing craft."
"If you don't mind my asking, what do you intend to use that old scow for?"
"I'm with PWI. I've got a couple of vehicles and some equipment to haul out to Oyster Island for a series of tests we're running." He shrugged as if it were no big deal.
A small blip on navigational charts of the Gulf of Mexico, Oyster Island lay twenty-eight nautical miles south-southwest of Apalachicola. Shaped somewhat like an oyster shell, it measured only about one mile by a mile and a half, hardly enough to produce a hiccup should the vast sea choose to swallow it up some stormy night.
"PWI. That'd be—"
"Pan West Industries. We own the island. PWI's a defense contractor."
Scooter's brow rumpled as he nodded. "Just about the biggest, ain't you? Yeah, I saw the Coast Guard Notice to Mariners. Stand clear for the next thirty days, ain't it?"
"Right." Ingram grinned. "We're having a little fireworks. Don't want anyone getting hurt."
"I thought you folks had your own boats or helicopters or planes?"
Why is the old cuss so damned inquisitive, Ingram wondered? He hadn't planned to say any more than necessary. His instructions were to keep everything low key, remain as inconspicuous as possible. But, he realized, the owner of a rental boat was entitled to know what his equipment was to be used for.
"Most of the time we do," Ingram said. "This is just a small project, though. It wasn't worth tying up the PWI fleet."
Oyster Island and the PWI fleet fell under Ingram’s jurisdiction as president of the Weapons Division of Pan West Industries. A sharp businessman with both an engineering degree and an MBA, he had early on caught the eye of Donald Newman, the elderly chairman of PWI.
"When would you want the three weeks to start?" Peyton asked.
"I'd like to get moving today. Any problem with that?"
"No sir. I'll tell the boys to be getting her ready to float, then I'll draw up the papers." He glanced at the old brass ship's clock on the wall. "Eleven be soon enough?"
Ingram nodded. "I'll be here at eleven sharp."
* * *
A wooded strip separated the section of beach from Highway 98, with only a narrow trail through the sun-baked brown sand leading out to the deserted shoreline. A small, hard-packed strip, the beach dropped off sharply beyond the high water mark. Signs warned against swimming in the area, which helped assure it would remain uninhabited.
The convoy that turned onto the access road around noon consisted of a Jeep and an oddly chopped-off white Chevy truck whose original configuration had included a fourteen-foot cargo container. The leader of the convoy, a man in his early thirties, climbed out of the Jeep and strode briskly toward the truck. He felt like a scoutmaster readying his troop for a foray into the wilds of summer camp. He had double-checked all the arrangements, inventoried the equipment and supplies. Everything was ready.
Known to others in the party simply as "Ted," he had answered to many different names during his clandestine career, including "Herr Mauser."
The scoutmaster image would not have been farfetched in earlier times. Ted's initial outlook had been shaped by the pattern of mainstream America's popular image, with respect for motherhood, a taste for apple pie, and reverence for God and country. When Operation Jabberwock came along, he had been so far weaned from his childhood concepts of propriety that worries about the scope of its destruction were swept aside. The "old man," also known as Foxhunter, assured him this was an unavoidable sacrifice to assure the lofty goal of a strong, secure America.
Both the Jeep Ted drove and the odd-looking Chevy had been purchased for cash from a used truck lot in Houston. The owner was listed as Lone Star Network, Inc. of Dallas. After its purchase, the truck had been driven to Birmingham, where a truck body customizer had made several modifications. The cargo compartment was closed off about halfway back, the rest of the roof removed, the open sides tapered downward to the rear, leaving only three-foot-high sides for the last few feet. Door panels for storage compartments lined the sides and rear. A heavy-duty, gasoline-powered generator and a hydraulic system were installed. The hydraulics maneuvered four steel feet that projected downward to raise the truck off the ground and level it. Also, a round hatch was built into the roof of the rear compartment.
Ted stopped at the driver's side of the truck. "Ingram should be here any time now. I'll go down the beach and keep an eye out for him."
The two occupants of the truck made an oddly contrasting pair. The driver was a short, wiry man with a compact frame named Gary Overmyer, a free-lance magazine writer, most recently from Memphis. More important for his current assignment, he had fought in Vietnam with Army Special Forces, receiving a field promotion to captain for his outstanding skills and leadership.
To his right sat a tall, dark-haired man who combined the muscles of a body builder with the lithe movements of a ballet dancer. In three weeks he would become on-site commander of Operation Jabberwock. He appeared calm, easy-going, the essence of urbanity. His passport identified him as Andrew Goldman of London, but his dossier at Langley listed him as Lt. Col. Andrei Petrovich Golanov, formerly of the Second Chief Directorate, Komitet Gosudarstvennoy Bezopasnosti, the Committee for State Security of the Soviet Union. With the recent demise of the USSR and the KGB's absorption into the Russian Federation, his position had become somewhat precarious.
Shortly after Ted reached the water's edge, the gray hull of the LCM came plodding up the relatively calm waters of St. Joseph Bay. Empty, it rode high in the water. Ingram maneuvered the ancient craft onto the beach with the bumbling assistance of his crewman, Arnold "Sarge" Morris, a white-haired, wizened old ex-Army mess sergeant who had worked the past few years at a so-called "defense survival camp" in South Alabama. He would serve as cook and majordomo on Oyster Island.
Lowering the bow ramp brought a loud metallic grating racket that sent nearby gulls fleeing for their lives. The vehicles were driven on board, and Ingram reversed the ramp controls. The boat began a slow movement astern until she was well out into the bay. Ingram turned the craft about, taking a northwesterly heading that would lead them through the narrow mouth of the bay and into open water. Soon they began the monotonous eight-knot journey out into the Gulf, where only a few frothy wisps of cumulus dotted the skies. To the good fortune of those on board, a brisk fourteen-knot breeze out of the southwest helped counter the heat of a blistering afternoon sun.
* * *
Late in the day, a small oasis of green appeared on the horizon. At first they could see only the flat tree line. The island was covered mostly with stands of pine and clumps of palmetto, its spiny fronds waiting to spear the unwary. As they came closer, they saw the occasional towering crown of a palm tree.
During World War II, the island had served as a gunnery range for fledgling Navy pilots. Declared surplus property after the war, it was purchased by two young developers who had visions of making it an exclusive resort. But no one was interested in providing ferry service that far offshore, and the idea, like the developers' ready cash, soon faded into oblivion. In the late 'fifties, a small military weapons manufacturer bought the island to use as a testing ground for guns and ammunition. Two decades later, the company was swallowed up by Pan West Industries, a ravenous conglomerate with aircraft, heavy weapons and high tech subsidiaries that accounted for a large portion of Defense Department contracts. PWI modernized the facility with a dormitory structure, cooking and dining facilities, a well-equipped machine shop and a paved runway to handle small aircraft. There was even an undersea telephone cable connecting at Port St. Joe with PWI's private lines. All of the buildings were one-story, which effectively hid them behind the trees.
Ted and Andrew Goldman stood beside Ingram, shielding their eyes from the spray that cascaded over the top of the ramp, as he steered toward the beach area where they would unload.
Ingram shouted over the din from the engine compartment. "No one lives on the island, so it's covered by a sophisticated intruder detection system. A company office at Panama City monitors the signals. We don't want drug runners using this as a way station, so we notify the Coast Guard of any activity that's picked up."
"I presume they'll know when we arrive then?" Ted asked.
"Right. I'll check in by phone. They can shut off their monitors, and we'll handle it from here."
Goldman nodded with obvious satisfaction. "Then we should have no worries about unwanted visitors."
Ingram agreed. "It sets off sirens as a warning, turns on lights along the shore at night. If anybody wants to use the beach, we'll have to make sure the system is deactivated."
* * *
Ted took in the group on the boat with a slow gaze. He thought about the others still to come. Except for the cook, whose role was minor, they were all talented professionals. They had been chosen for their competence, and though some of them were not aware of the full nature of the mission, each had his own reason to be fully committed once the plan was revealed in toto. He would be in charge of the training, in consultation with Goldman. His personal role included instruction on infiltration and escape, plus details of the actual scene of the operation. Ingram was the weapons expert, and Robert Jeffries, R&D vice president with Rush Communications, would handle electronics. He would arrive tomorrow with the other two team members.
Ted glanced around at Gary Overmyer, who sat atop the truck cab, gazing out at the island as they approached the beach. Overmyer had been picked by the Americans to serve as team leader for the eventual operation. Joining him would be the two Soviet choices, explosives expert Hans Richter, a former officer of the old Stasi, East Germany's hated State Security Service, and Naji Abdalla, a Palestinian who had once trained with guerrilla bands but now worked solo, confining his activities to one-shot actions where the pay was high. And the pay was high enough here, Ted reflected. Each team member had been given a numbered Swiss bank account with $150,000 in it. At the conclusion of the operation, additional deposits of $350,000 would be made — half a million dollars for each man.
And then there was Goldman… Lt. Col. Golanov. Ted gave a slight shake of his head. What a difference a few years could make. Not too long ago, he had made a trip to Afghanistan to help spirit out a KGB defector. Now he worked side-by-side with a former officer who might well have been one of the first to be notified of the defection. Glasnost made for strange bedfellows. Golanov seemed personable enough, but he had a sharp mind and a deadly reputation. Ted's instructions were to cooperate fully, but maintain a careful watch, reporting anything that might be remotely considered suspicious.



Chapter 6

OYSTER ISLAND
Early the next morning, Ted watched as Blythe Ingram supervised unloading of the equipment, taking particular care with one crate labeled in large red letters: Danger High Explosives! Everything went into the machine shop shed except for the household supplies, which Sarge carted off a few at a time to the kitchen/mess hall. A small building adjacent to the dormitory housed a combination office and control center. Ted sat there with Goldman discussing the training schedule when, at around eleven, the radio console blared to life.
"Oyster Island, this is Cherokee Two Niner Kilo. Do you read me? Over."
Ted moved to the microphone. "You're loud and clear, Two Niner Kilo. Go ahead."
"Roger, Oyster. We're approaching from the northwest at about five miles. We have you in sight. Can you give me a wind reading?"
Ted's eyes scanned the array of dials above the radio. Flying was one pursuit he had only indulged in as a passenger. However, some of those flights had involved surreptitious trips into third world countries in small hedge-hoppers or helicopters. In the process, he had picked up a wealth of aircrew lingo, a smattering of communications procedures, and slightly more than a layman's knowledge of weather phenomena. Just enough, as one grizzled proprietary pilot would say, to make him dangerous. He keyed the mike again. "Two Niner Kilo, winds are one-three-five at ten knots. Over."
"Roger, ten knots from the southeast. Damned if they didn't build the runway in the right place. We'll be down in a short. Cherokee Two Niner Kilo out."
Ted turned back to his companion. "I guess that wraps it up. The rest of our crew is arriving."
They got outside just in time to see the small blue plane appearing beyond the trees to the northwest. Robert Jeffries eased the craft smoothly onto the runway, then braked to a stop about three-quarters of the way down. He turned around and taxied back to the parking area beside the machine shop.
Naji Abdalla climbed out first. A slender young man in his early thirties, he had a swarthy look, with dark skin and a classic semitic face. His angular jaw seemed fixed in an expression of singular determination. His dark eyes took in the greeting party with caution.
Ted stepped forward, smiling, and reached out his hand. "Welcome. I'm Ted. You must be Naji."
The Palestinian accepted the handshake but did not return the smile. Ted did not expect one. Having read detailed dossiers on all the players, some compiled with help from the KGB, he knew Abdalla took nothing, and no one, at face value. It had helped assure his survival in the fratricidal madness of the Mideast.
"I am Naji Abdalla," he said. "I am at your service."
He stepped aside to make way for his seat mate, a massive man with hard gray eyes. The second passenger personified the term "gorilla," as applied to big ugly men with brutal tendencies. He had one striking characteristic that separated him from the animal species of the same name — he was completely devoid of hair, right up to the crown of his shiny head, which appeared to bear a large lump. His one-sided smile seemed almost grotesque.
The man might have been a fugitive from some Stephen King horror story, Ted thought as he took the large, outstretched hand. The broad smile attested to his elation at having escaped from his recent past, when his freedom, and most likely his life, had been at peril in his native land, formerly known as the Democratic Republic of Germany. Among the typical assignments he had carried out, according to his file, was rigging a bomb in Hamburg to eliminate a troublesome East German defector.
"Hans Richter," he said in a gruff voice. "A pleasure to meet you, sir."
"Glad to have you aboard, Hans."
Ted turned to greet the pilot, who climbed down from the cockpit. "Smooth landing, Bob. Good to see you again."
Robert Jeffries gave a brief salute and stuck out his hand. "Hi. I trust you got all that stuff I sent down."
Boyishly handsome despite being in his late forties, his hair a thick mop of wavy brown, Jeffries wore a light blue sport shirt with a stylized "RJ" monogram over the pocket. A contrasting navy blue scarf swung around his neck, a la the Red Baron. He had the easy look of born wealth and an air of cocky confidence he had cultivated as an F-4 Phantom pilot in Vietnam. At the peak of his career, he was ready to make the move up to president of Rush Communications, a key element in the Wizcom communications empire ruled over by his autocratic father-in-law, Franklin Wizner.
Jeffries looked across at the former Marine he had known through association in business and political circles. "Looks like a helluva place to spend a vacation, Blythe,” he said, grinning. “What kind of an island are you running here? I didn't see any sign of a bar. No girlie shows."
Ingram shook his head. "From the looks of all those boxes and crates packed in that truck, you're not going to have much time for bars and girlie shows."
Jeffries shrugged. "Wouldn't you know. Just my luck."
Ted made introductions all around, then flashed a smile that indicated satisfaction with the payoff of all the months of painstaking planning and preparation.
"Gentlemen, the Jabberwock is ready to whiffle and burble."



Chapter 7

CYPRUS
Cameron Quinn parked the dust-shrouded rental car beside a clump of pine trees just off the narrow road. That was giving the dusty graveled trail that angled near the small rock-bound cove a little more formality than it deserved. This deserted section of beach on the Turkish sector coast would not have been his choice of a meeting spot. The pebbled shoreline lay conspicuously open. Only occasional modest-sized trees some thirty yards back from the breaking waves offered any sort of cover. Even worse, a hill rose behind it, with several rocky outcroppings that would provide ideal concealment for anyone wanting to observe or, for that matter, ambush the rendezvous.
He had been given no choice, however. Everything had been settled before his arrival. The caller to the Nicosia embassy, directed to its CIA station, had specified that he would talk only to "Pachinko." The chief of station, an old-timer, knew that Pachinko, the Man with Steel Balls, was a nickname Cameron Quinn had picked up years ago as one of the main contacts with the Mossad under legendary counterintelligence chief Jim Angleton.
Quinn glanced back at the road. He had come exactly one mile past the ruins of a small Orthodox church, found the stand of pine beside a small cove. This was the spot all right. He glanced at his watch. He was right on time. The sun was settling behind the mountains that rimmed the seacoast, leaving the beachfront disarmingly bathed in the soft afterglow of twilight. He'd have preferred to scout out the area earlier, but that wasn't possible. He had landed in Nicosia barely three hours ago.
Quinn wore a lightweight navy blue jacket, the right-hand pocket sagging slightly with the weight of a small semiautomatic. The fact that his pants matched the jacket was no indication of sartorial taste but a desire to become as inconspicuous as possible in the semi-darkness. A man of medium height and thinning gray hair, he reflected that he had spent a considerable portion of his life cultivating a look he chose to call "commonplace bored." The fact that he was substantially overweight did not render him notably uncommon. Anyway, he preferred to think of his size in more genteel terms, like portly.
He had a round Irish face and a nose that was either overly sensitive to the sun or reacting to uncounted years of regular patronage at the pubs. His sensitive nostrils twitched at the salty odor of the sea breeze, then turned up in a gesture of disapproval. He didn't like the setup. It had more holes in it than a fish net. Besides the obvious shortcomings of the site, he had no backup. On that, the anonymous contact had been clear. Come alone.
His instincts screamed at him to abort. He had overruled them, though, seeing it as the best possibility to learn the meaning of Jabberwock. And Jabberwock, whatever it was, had become crucial to his future.
He saw a shadowy figure move out into the open near the trees about fifty yards along the curving beach. There was a brief hand wave. Checking the area above the shore and finding no sign of activity, he walked toward the figure. Was he being overly cautious, he wondered? Since his OSS days in World War II, he had made countless agent contacts under worse conditions.
Had it been nearly forty years? His body assured him that it had as he quickened his pace along the uneven surface of the beach. His breathing became a bit more labored. Too many years of too many gourmet delicacies and too many Scotch on-the-rocks had added too many pounds for his five-foot-eight frame. But years of dedication, training, and experience quickly overcame his physical deficiencies, heightening his senses to the sharpness of a boxer entering the ring.
The man walking toward him was tall and thin, black-haired, dark-skinned, with a square-jawed, hawkish face. He looked like the reincarnation of some exotic bird of prey. Quinn half expected to find talons instead of fingers protruding from the black tunic he wore over baggy gray trousers.
After studying the solemn face for a moment, Quinn made a judgment that he was dealing with an Arab. "I don't recognize you," he said in fluent Arabic. It was one of six languages he spoke almost without flaw. "Where did you get my name?"
The dark eyes widened at the unexpected sound of his native tongue. "I come from Sur. Tyre, you may call it, in the south of Lebanon. I deal in various goods between Lebanon and Israel. Also information. One I deal with is called Shadrach, the Fiery One."
Quinn fixed the Arab with a sharp stare. "Describe him."
The man shrugged. "Large, one hundred thirty kilos, maybe more. He has a scar here." He drew a finger in a quick slash across the left side of his face.
Quinn nodded. The description fit. Shadrach had been a key Israeli informer in Lebanon at the time of the 1978 invasion. That was the last Quinn had seen of him. The souring of relations between the U.S. and Israel that followed the invasion put a crimp in CIA-Mossad cooperation, and he’d had only limited contacts with the Jewish homeland since.
"I'm acquainted with the man called Shadrach. What's your name?"
"Ahmed Ali Nassar," he said with a bow.
"All right, Ahmed. Did Shadrach send you after me?" The scattering of fluffy clouds above had taken on a reddish hue with the deepening sunset. Quinn shifted his position to get a better view of Ahmed's face. He took advantage of the movement to let his eyes make a quick sweep of the hills beyond. He still saw nothing to alarm him.
"Yes, go to Mersin, take the ferry to Girne, he said. Get word to Pachinko." Then, anticipating Quinn's next question, he added, "He doesn't ask for money. He says he owes you something in return."
In return for what? Quinn quickly searched his memory but could think of no reason the Lebanese would feel obligated to him. He had only participated in a few meetings with Shadrach along with a Mossad officer. Maybe he took that as an indication that American money was backing the payments he received from the Israelis.
"Tell me about Jabberwock," Quinn said.
"Shadrach says the Mossad has something called Operation Jabberwock. They are directing it against their friends as well as their enemies. He says—"
Quinn heard a distant muffled sound and a dull thud as Ahmed's voice choked off. His face twisted with a look half shock, half terror. At the same instant, his chest seemed to explode and he crumpled to the ground.
Quinn threw himself to the beach, reaching for the gun in his pocket as he fell. He counted on the navy jacket to make him almost invisible in the near-darkness. He turned his face toward the rocks on the hill, attempting to judge the trajectory of the bullet that had struck Ahmed in the back. It must have been a high-powered rifle with a silencer. Possibly an infra red scope. Damn fool, he cursed himself. Going against your instincts.
Then he heard a rasping attempt at speech and realized the man wasn't dead, though surely he couldn't last long. Quinn pushed with his elbows and knees to slither the few feet to Ahmed's side. The wounded Arab lay motionless, his head turned toward Quinn. His lips moved, but Quinn had to push an ear close to hear the halting words.
"Mossad… double… cross… "
That was all. No more sound came from what he now knew was a lifeless corpse.
Suddenly, over the intermittent roar of the nearby surf, he heard the splat of two more bullets, both kicking up the gravel a few feet away.
Quinn pushed himself to his feet. Crouching by instinct, he began to run back along the beach toward where he had left the car. For an instant, he had a flashback to a railroad yard in southern France a few months before D-Day in 1944. He had been running from German rifle fire then. And he had been more than forty years younger. Now he had to breathe in gulps with his mouth open, but he ran with the surge of adrenalin, covering the distance quicker than he would ever have thought possible. He thanked God there was no moon to pin-point him against the brown pebbles that lined the shore. And the surf undoubtedly covered the sound of his feet.
He was not sure whether any additional shots had been directed at him, but he finally reached the car, chest pounding, jerked open the door, jammed the key into the ignition and spun the wheels as he raced for the road.



Chapter 8

FOOTHILLS OF THE SMOKIES
A few days later, Cameron Quinn stopped his rental car at a rusty, battered mailbox. He almost missed it but the letters "BH" caught his eye. He knew he had found the right place. The mailbox post leaned at an angle, nearly covered with weeds. On the left side of the narrow country road, opposite the box, an iron gate opened onto a set of Jeep tracks that wound back into a heavily wooded area.
He followed the rutted tracks and shortly came to a sudden jog to the right, where he faced a once-white old frame farmhouse with a narrow porch stretched across its front. Now a forlorn relic of another era, the house had been patched like a moth-eaten quilt, with newer boards nailed in a random pattern. A mud-spattered Jeep sat in a weathered wooden shed beside the house.
Quinn parked in front and started toward the porch. As he did, the front door swung open and out stepped a long-haired man with a matching salt-and-pepper beard. Quinn stopped and stared.
"Burke?"
Burke Hill shook his head in disbelief. "Cam Quinn. What in God's name—?"
"You old reprobate!" Quinn's voice boomed. "I'd hardly have recognized you. That beard. And look at you; you've finally learned to eat." He remembered how he used to call Burke skinny. That had changed.
Burke bounded across the porch and grabbed the outstretched hand. He stared at the oversized waistline. "You damn sure haven't forgotten how, Cam. What the hell are you doing here? Still working for the Company? We don't have any Russkies around these parts. Or are you still interested in them?"
Quinn remembered him as something of a chameleon. His speech had taken on the easy drawl of the mountain people. "I'm still on the payroll, let's say. I'd wondered for a long time if you were the Burke Hill whose pictures I kept seeing in the National Geographic and Smithsonian."
"Yeah, they help keep me in film and fodder. That where you got my address?"
"No. I got that from Le Conte Gallery. You'd never guess where I got the gallery name, though."
Burke shook his head. "Where?"
"From Kingsley Marshall."
"The DCI?"
"Right. He has a picture of yours on his office wall. A mink. Said he got it as a birthday present back in November. I guess I've been avoiding that office the past few months. Anyway, I looked at the photo and saw a little plaque under it that identified the photographer as Burke Hill. One thing led to another, and here I am."
Burke's smile faded with the rumpling of his brow. "One thing led to another, huh? That sounds sort of ominous. Maybe we'd better go inside."
His voice rambled on in the manner of a monk suddenly freed from his vows of silence. Quinn wondered if he might have begun to question this reclusive existence, like the first faint sign of the body's rejection of something foreign to its own makeup.
"Sorry I got no Scotch,” Burke said. “I've got a little moonshine the neighbor boys gave me. Only trouble is it'd probably take the enamel right off your teeth."
Quinn chuckled as he followed his old friend inside. "Thanks, but I'll pass on that. Actually, I'm attempting to stay off the hard stuff."
The living room was plastered with a wall-size mosaic map of the mountains. There was a sofa, a chair and a TV, each draped with an item of clothing that appeared to have been stripped off while Burke walked through the house the night before. At one end, next to a window, stood a large oak rolltop desk and beside it a tall metal shelving unit. The shelves were packed with a well-thumbed collection of hardbacks and paperbacks.
"Make yourself at home, Cam. I'll only be a minute." Burke headed for the small kitchen beyond, continuing the conversation as he went. "You on the wagon? That's hard to take."
It had been more than twenty years since the two worked together.
"To be honest, it wasn't easy. But it was something I had to do." Quinn relaxed in the chair. It was good to be back with someone who had no axe to grind.
"Had to?"
"You remember my wife, Julia?"
"Sure. She fixed dinner for me at your house a time or two. Real pretty lady."
"Well, she died a little over a year ago. Cancer. I watched her gradually waste away. It was… " His voice cracked, and he swallowed hard. Just thinking of her lying there emaciated, her hair vanished, still hurt like a dagger in the heart. "On top of all the pressures at the Agency, it was just about more than I could take. I hit the bottle a bit too hard. Drew a six-month suspension and a sojourn on the dry-out farm. I don't guess I'd have made it except for Lori. She stood by me like a trouper."
Burke brought in two tall glasses of a fruit punch concoction, handed one to Quinn and sat down across from him. "This'll make you so damned healthy you probably won't be able to stand it. Say, I'm awful sorry to hear about Julia. Your daughter, Lori, I remember as a cute, perky little kid with a pony tail."
That brought an amused grin. "She's now a cute, perky big kid. How does middle thirties sound?"
"Damn. It's been that long?"
"She's a jewel. I had hoped she would make me a grandfather. She's got her mother's maternal instincts. But no such luck. She had a brief marriage, a real disaster. She's a confirmed bachelor girl now."
"What about the suspension, Cam? You in good graces now?"
Quinn took a sip of the drink and licked his lips. Not bad, but no real substitute for Scotch. "That's the sixty-four-dollar question," he said after a moment's hesitation.
He was lucky they hadn't forcibly retired him. The CIA was definitely touchy about alcohol and drug problems after the celebrated flap over Edward Lee Howard, the over-imbibing Soviet desk man who was fired and then defected to the Russians. Fortunately for Quinn, he had a close friend in Senator Barley of Maine, senior Republican on the Senate Select Committee on Intelligence. Barley was an irascible old curmudgeon who had once been in his father's law firm, but he was a staunch supporter of the CIA. It was an open secret that Cam's immediate superior, Hawthorne "Hawk" Elliott, chief of the counterintelligence staff, would be happy to see him nailed to the wall. Elliott had been a critic of Israel and a detractor of James Angleton. When he had moved eventually into Angleton's old slot, he made no secret of his displeasure with those who had been close to the legendary CI chief.
Hawk Elliott had finally found his opportunity and was ready to throw Quinn to the wolves when Senator Barley interceded. He prevailed on Marshall to give Quinn another chance. Although he had come from the analyst ranks, the DCI had strong feelings of loyalty to operations veterans who had devoted their lives to work in the shadows of international intrigue. Quinn had put his skin on the line in World War II and countless times over his nearly forty years with the CIA.
His reprieve was only temporary, though. The senator had announced he would not run for reelection, and Quinn knew Elliott was lurking in the wings, just waiting for him to make a misstep.



Chapter 9

Burke Hill was no stranger to the internecine warfare among government agencies. Sipping on the fruit punch, he looked across at his friend. He had known Cameron Quinn as an exceptional case officer and a fiery competitor. They had crossed paths several times when he was assigned to what was known in the FBI, though not very widely, as J. Edgar Hoover's Goon Squad. They carried out black operations of questionable legality. Some of the assignments took place outside the U. S., often infringing on the CIA's territory. Back home the Agency had been busy returning the favor by often ignoring the FBI's sole jurisdiction stateside.
The two agencies operated at arm's length in those days, as though they worked for separate governments. But after first linking up on a case in Mexico, Burke and Quinn teamed up on several operations in Europe. Unbeknownst to their superiors, of course.
He could never remember Cam looking so down, so almost broken. If there was such a thing as the odor of defeat, it would have fouled the air around him. Burke gave him a warm grin, searching a way to pump a little life back into those somber eyes. "Remember the time we first met?"
"Mexico City?"
"Yeah. I was about to feed a guy named Jorge Velasquez a little potion the lab guys out at Dugway Proving Grounds had dreamed up."
"One of my best Mexican agents," Quinn said with a chuckle. "He was a high ranking Party member."
"Hoover had decided to teach him a lesson. He'd loused up an operation of ours down there. Then I met you at that bar on the Paseo de la Reforma. You told me you'd put the guy up to it in the first place to protect his cover with the CIA."
Quinn leaned forward as though about to break up as that old bellowing laugh Burke remembered shook his sagging shoulders. "Damn, that was funny. You never told me what that stuff was you planned to give him."
"I don't know what was in it. All I know is what happened to an agent who picked up some of it out at Dugway as a courier. He got curious, best we could figure, and opened the package. They found him wandering naked through a little town near Provo a couple of days later, babbling like the village idiot. Didn't know who he was or where he'd come from. The Bureau quickly put out word he'd had a breakdown and resigned."
It required some fancy footwork to cover his rear end on the Mexico City operation, Burke recalled. Quinn persuaded his agent to lay low for a while, and they mounted a small disinformation campaign to convince Hoover that Burke had successfully put the Mexican out of commission.
"I was lucky I ran into you then," Quinn said. He finished off his punch and toyed with the glass. "As I mentioned, I had gone to a meeting in the Director's office when I saw your name under that photograph. As the conversation developed, it hit me like a lightning flash that you were the man I was looking for."
* * *
The meeting had taken place the past Monday, the day he returned from Cyprus. He had sent back a flash report through the Nicosia station, detailing the death of Ahmed Ali Nassar. It resulted in a hasty march to Marshall's seventh floor office in the company of Hawthorne Elliott and the Deputy Director for Operations, General Frederick Palmer. The Director had initiated the Jabberwock investigation a week earlier when he gave the DDO two telephone intercepts that were passed along by the National Security Agency. Some alert analyst at NSA's labyrinthine headquarters at Fort George Meade, Maryland, spotted the apparent codeword Jabberwock in two unrelated international telephone intercepts picked up three days apart. The head of his branch, a former CIA man, decided it was something the Agency might want to delve into.
After Quinn gave a firsthand account of the events on the beach at Cyprus, Kingsley Marshall turned to his deputy and the CI chief. "What do you make of it, gentlemen?"
General Palmer had only recently been named Deputy Director for Operations. Prior to that he was an intelligence staff man at the Pentagon with excellent connections on The Hill. Though well versed in military intelligence, geopolitics, national strategies, and the intricacies of top-level decision making, he had quickly learned the CIA's Clandestine Services was a whole different ball game. He deferred to his Counterintelligence chief.
"It could very well be a new Israeli move to subvert us," said Elliott, frowning. He was a cool operator who had served in CIA stations around the globe, including a stint as Moscow station chief, before assuming his present post. He had earned a reputation for being the proverbial thorn in the KGB's side. But the nickname "Hawk" was related not to his anti-communism but to his prowess as a pinpoint-passing quarterback at Princeton. The CIA recruited him just out of college during the Korean War.
"You think the Mossad would risk another Pollard affair?" General Palmer asked, referring to Jonathan Jay Pollard, a civilian intelligence analyst with the Naval Investigative Service arrested as an Israeli spy in 1985.
Elliott swept the question aside with a perfunctory wave of his hand. "I think all they learned from that was to be a little more careful in the future."
"They certainly know Quinn," the DCI said. "I find it hard to believe they would deliberately shoot at a CIA officer, even in that part of the world."
Elliott brushed a large hand across his cheek. "You never know who the kidon will target, but you’re right, it may not have been a Mossad termination. This guy Nassar was obviously Palestinian. He could have been a target of some group like Abu Nidal's. If he was connected with a renegade PLO faction, just making contact with us would have put him on the hit list."
Marshall frowned darkly when his CI chief used the euphemism "termination." Although assassination was strictly forbidden in the CIA by executive order, he was still fearful some of the old hands had come up with ingenious alternative methods to accomplish the same ends. He turned his attention to Quinn. "What do you think, Cameron?"
"I agree with you. I can't see the Mossad coming after me. That's not an easy place for them to operate anyway. This just doesn't strike me as an Israeli type of operation. If only I could have talked to Nassar a little longer. I haven't figured out yet what he was trying to tell me at the end.”
"The Mossad is planning to double cross us,” Elliott said before Quinn hardly got the last word out. “That's what it says to me. I don't know why you can't see it. I'll admit I'm not all that damned worried about it, though."
Marshall kept his eyes on Quinn. "Have you turned up anything from either end of those phone calls?"
"Nothing useful. On the one from Singapore to Kansas City, it originated at a pay phone in a hotel on Orchard Road. The call went to the headquarters of Rush Communications, a company that deals in cellular phones, long distance reselling, television microwave systems and such. It went to the private line of a vice president. He was in Hawaii on business. The secretary doesn't remember anyone using his office that day. On the Berlin call, we received a similar denial of any knowledge. I haven't completed checking out the Hong Kong end. I'm hopeful of picking up a lead there. But with this Israeli angle cropping up, I could surely use some help."
General Palmer cocked his head. "You need a surveillance team or—"
"I don't think he means foot soldiers, General," said Elliott. "He's talking about another field man who can split the work."
The General frowned. "It would have to be one of yours, then. We're pretty strapped for bodies right now. Some of the stations are short-handed. To make it worse, Senator Barley says they're talking about slashing our budget by thirty percent or more."
"I'm stretched to the limit with this summit business," Elliott said. "Can we take anybody off that?"
The DCI shook his head. "That's priority A-One. The White House wants to know where every known terrorist hangs his hat, when he brushes his teeth, and what his plans are for the middle of June."
"The station chiefs are raising holy hell when I try to pull in any of their people," said Elliott, throwing his hands up in despair.
Marshall leaned forward, elbows on his desk, chin resting on folded hands. "With what we know right now, this thing is still rather nebulous. I'd like some answers, but not at the cost of any priority projects. Maybe we could let Cameron find some outside help."
Quinn looked around at the three faces, each focused on his own. True, the Agency had real problems, moneywise and personnelwise. But things were not so bad they couldn't pull in another field man where there was a real need. No, he didn't buy that argument. He smelled a smoke screen. In truth, this was a test. They wanted to know if the post-dryout Cameron Quinn could perform up to his old standards. If he could run a successful operation relying upon his own skills and instincts. He was being dangled on a fragile thread, all alone. It was sink or swim, with only an outsider of his choosing to assist.
That was when he thought of his old FBI buddy, Burke Hill.
* * *
Quinn put the meeting out of his mind and watched Burke's expression as he appeared to ponder a reply to that last statement.
"I was the man you were looking for for what?" Burke asked.
"To help with an investigation I'm working on."
"Hell, Cam, the CIA's bound to have better photographers than me. Not to mention the latest in high tech equipment."
"I'm not looking for a photographer. What I need is a sharp street agent."
Burke frowned. "I haven't been a street agent for twenty years."
"I know that," Quinn said, leaning forward in his chair. "But I also know you're the kind of guy who doesn't forget his lessons. Things haven't changed that much. Put you back in the field, I'd wager in no time you'd be just as much at home as an Irishman attending his first wake in twenty years."
"I don't know about that. I completely washed out on my last assignment for the Bureau. That’s haunted me for years. The fact is I don't have any desire to get back in the field. I spent a long time in limbo after that Bureau fiasco. Since I've been here, I've gotten my head screwed back on straight. I love these mountains, Cam. I get a real bang out of roaming around, photographing the animals, the scenery. I'm just not ready to leave."
Quinn squirmed in his chair, as if searching for just the right words. "I'm not talking a long term commitment, just help with a particular assignment. Actually, I'm facing a deadline that's only about three weeks off. This operation means a hell of a lot to me, Burke. I don't want to sound like I'm calling in a marker, but—"
"But you are. Is that what you're saying?"
Quinn shrugged. "Maybe I am."
Burke stood up and turned away, letting his gaze wander over the map of his beloved Smokies.
"I honestly don't know what we're up against at the moment," Quinn said. "It may be an effort to penetrate us with some new gimmick — the Agency is a little paranoid after the Year of the Spy. Or it may be a smokescreen, something to throw us off balance. Or maybe it's something entirely different. My gut feeling is that it's a lot more serious than anyone realizes."
Burke spun around, an intense look in his eyes. "You're talking about a looking glass world, Cam. Nothing's what it seems to be. Damn it. That's exactly why I don't want to get involved again. A life filled with lies, deceit, treachery. My mother was a history teacher. She used the lessons of history to teach us kids basic ethical values. She believed that honesty and integrity were the very essence of freedom. She contended that fairness and justice couldn't exist without 'em. Well, I got away from those lofty concepts, got caught up in the system. A man who set himself up as the self-appointed conscience of the nation said 'do this,' and I did it. I did things that weren't right, things I should have known weren't right. All because he said it would be for the good of the nation."
"Don't lecture me, Burke." Quinn’s voice turned cold. He gripped the arm of the chair, his round face florid. "Evidently you've been hidden away in these mountains too damned long. You've lost contact with reality. The real world doesn't revolve around purity and perfection. We live in an imperfect world, boy, ruled by imperfect men. Some of them are dedicated to working toward those ideals of yours, but they're human and they're subject to stumbling along the way. Other people are dedicated to working against what your mother taught. Guys like me spend our lives trying to keep them off your back. We screw up a lot, sure. Sometimes we slip across that thin line that separates acceptable behavior and what some who haven't been there might call uncivilized. But without us, people like your mother wouldn't have been able to teach those cherished values." He pushed himself up from the chair and brushed past Burke. "I guess I mistakenly thought you were a man who shared my commitment."
"Cam, wait." Burke shook his head, apparently feeling the need to apologize. "I didn't mean to imply that you… look, I know we need intelligence agencies, law enforcement officers. Without 'em we'd be sitting ducks. I guess what I'm trying to say is we ought to do the right things for the right reasons. Maybe it's a poor analogy, but we need a little honor even among thieves."
"You're damned right it's a lousy analogy."
Burke planted his hands against his hips. "Well, I can't ignore what happened to me. I was… damn it, I was used. Sent out like a prostitute on the prowl. A hell of a lot of what I did wasn't for the good of the cause. It was simply to satisfy one man's inflated ego. I don't want to get caught in that whirlpool again."
Quinn stared his friend straight in the eye. "If you work with me, Burke Hill, you follow your own instincts, act as your own conscience dictates. I wouldn't want you under any other circumstance. Four days ago, I stood talking to a man, as close as I am to you, when he was blown away by a high-powered rifle shot. That tells me there's something damned important going down out there that I need to get to the bottom of. And conditions dictate that I use outside help. For lots of reasons I can't afford to fail on this one. I'd be grateful for your assistance, but I'm not begging."
Burke glanced back at the map, then at Quinn. He reached a hand up to stroke the gray-speckled thatch of beard. "What do you want me to do?" he asked.
Quinn's eyes snapped open wide. "You're in? You're sure about it?"
Burke's face softened into the beginnings of a smile. "In like Flynn. It might help to fill me in on some of the details."
"Hey, great." Quinn's broad mouth stretched into his best Irish grin. "You're getting a little ahead of me, though. There are a few minor points I need to clear up."
"Minor points? What the hell are you talking about?"
"My boss insisted that you be thoroughly vetted. I've had our Office of Security people digging into your background the last couple of days. During the time in Alaska and five years here, your record is spotless. But your FBI file leaves some questions after 1969."
Burke grimaced. "If you read that, I'm surprised you even bothered to come down here."
"I don't know if they sanitized it or not. I had difficulty getting it until our FBI liaison put the pressure on."
"Doesn't surprise me. I've thought about going through the Freedom of Information Act to get a look at it myself. How does it say I left?"
"There are some rather derogatory entries after you quit, but it only indicates you resigned from the Bureau in 1970. No reason given. There was a large print notice placed in the file there saying 'any inquiries regarding this file must be sent immediately to the Director or Associate Director-Investigative.'"
"That meant Hoover or Sullivan. I suppose you want to hear the story?"
"Let's save it until later. I think you'll pass muster with Hawk Elliott."
"Who?"
"Hawthorne 'Hawk' Elliott, chief of the counterintelligence staff. My boss. He wants to meet you before we seal the deal."
"I would be sort of a private investigator working on contract with the CIA?"
"Essentially."
"You know, I thought about giving the PI business a try several years ago. But I figured if I hung out my shingle, I'd be bombarded by jealous wives and divorce lawyers. I didn't want to get involved in that kind of messy affairs."
Quinn chuckled. "You won't have to worry about that. This will be a straight up investigative effort. Could you be in Washington tomorrow?"
"Hey, that's sort of pushing it. I've got some things to wind up here." He smiled. "How about day after tomorrow?"
"Let me know when. I'll meet you at National Airport."
"Can you tell me a little about the case now?"
"Sorry. Not until you talk to Hawk."



Chapter 10

WASHINGTON, D.C.
As the 737 made its final approach along the Potomac, Burke got a brief glimpse of the rounded facade of the Watergate complex and the angular profile of the majestic Kennedy Center. It was a gentle reminder of the contrasts that marked this impulsive center of world leadership, the ugliness of power politics juxtaposed with the beauty of classic art. Old memories came crushing in on him, recollections not altogether pleasant.
When he had moved from one phase of his life to another, it was like pulling a curtain on the past. He rarely looked back. But since Cameron Quinn's surprising visit to his Smoky Mountain hideaway, past hopes and past failures had intruded mercilessly on his conscience. Maybe he had as much to gain from this as Quinn, he thought, a chance to redeem himself in the field, where he’d spent the better part of his adult life.
When he strode off the jetway just after eleven, Burke found an agitated Cam Quinn waiting in the crowded concourse. Having long ago learned to travel light, he avoided the baggage claim area.
"I'm facing a damned deadline three weeks off, and what do I get?" Quinn growled like the bear his build resembled. "I waste half my morning getting the runaround from some gray-haired bitch over a simple requisition."
"What were you after, an M-1 tank?"
"A real desk," he said. "One with drawers and all, for that ratty little cubbyhole I euphemistically call an office. I was fed up with using a computer stand. I'd get more respect from the KGB."
As they headed through the exit, the impassioned Irishman ranted on, lamenting in his colorful Boston brogue the frustrations of butting heads with an obstinate federal bureaucracy.
Outside the clamor of the terminal, the sun bore down in a merciless preview of what the summer would soon bring in earnest. Quinn appeared to conclude there was no use complaining further about matters impossible to change. He lapsed into silence after summing up, "You'd have thought I was asking for an increase in the national debt limit."
He had left his jacket in the car and now loosened his tie as they headed into the nearby parking lot reserved for government officials.
"I hope your boss doesn't object to my attire," Burke said. He wore a blue-striped knit shirt, gray poplin slacks, and gray pigskin loafers. "Photographers aren't famous as snappy dressers, you know."
"Hell, you're well coordinated. The pants match your beard.”
Quinn stopped beside a blue-trimmed white Cutlass Supreme of indeterminate age. Burke dropped his travel-weary soft-side bag into the back seat. "Thanks, buddy," he said as he slid into the seat.
"Listen, Hawk Elliott is anything but a clothes horse. He thinks dress up means to put your pants on before your shirt. Glad you got a haircut, though. That will probably help. Hawk’s a grumpy bastard who was once a star quarterback."
"Where'd he play?"
"Princeton. He would probably have made it in the pros if the military hadn't wanted him for the Korean War. A family friend saved his ass by recruiting him into the Agency first."
"That means he's been around about as long as you. Right?"
Quinn nodded as he checked the traffic and pulled out of the parking lot. "I guess Hawk was a little smarter than me. He kept his mouth shut, and they moved him up the ranks. You know I never was one to let my sentiments go unspoken. He probably won't have a whole lot to say today, but what he does say, it will probably rub you the wrong way. Just don't let him frustrate you."
* * *
Frustration was something the chunky Irishman had learned to deal with early on. Afraid he might miss out on the war, he volunteered for the Army at the end of his sophomore year at Harvard in 1943. His father, a prominent Boston attorney, was a close friend of General William Donovan. As a result, the young Quinn was quickly tapped for service in the clandestine Office of Strategic Services. By the end of the war, not yet twenty-one, he was a master at the tricks of the spy trade, but Donovan and his father prevailed on him to head back to Harvard and law school.
After graduation with honors in 1949, he joined his father's prestigious law firm and began working with its international clients. He soon found himself immersed in the troubled sea of Cold War repercussions. As the battle to contain communism deepened, his former OSS colleagues began to yell for help for their fledgling Central Intelligence Agency. To Quinn, it had the sound of a bugle call to battle. About the time the Korean War sputtered to a close, he packed his law books away and slipped back into the secret world.
Now he took his irritation out on the gas pedal, which he stomped heavily. They roared out into the George Washington Memorial Parkway traffic and sped north toward I-395. As they swung around the Pentagon toward the back side of Arlington National Cemetery, he noticed Burke cinch his seat belt a little tighter with each burst of acceleration.
"I see your driving technique hasn't improved over the past few years," Burke said as they weaved in and out of traffic.
Quinn glanced around with a grin. "I have been known to push the speed limit a bit. I've developed a pretty good relationship with the cops around here, though. They don't bother me unless I get too close."
After a number of turns off the main artery, he nosed into a parking lot painfully close to a highly polished Mercedes. They had arrived at an out-of-the-way steak house located in a converted two-story white frame residence.
"The food isn't bad here, and they don't have much lunch trade," Quinn said. He headed for the entrance. "Nice quiet, obscure place. Several of the Agency guys use it for working luncheons with people they don't want to bring to Langley. I suspect they've quietly vetted the management and all the waitresses."
Dark and nearly deserted, the restaurant looked more like a movie set before the klieg lights came on. It apparently depended on dinner patrons to keep its doors open, as only two of its tables were occupied. Three youthful looking business types huddled around one, likely sharing the latest office rumors. At the other, on the opposite side of the room, a tall man in a tight-fitting navy blazer and gray slacks rose as they approached.
* * *
He glanced at his watch. "About time you got here, Quinn. I'm almost late for a meeting in the District."
The grumpy description fit, Burke thought. And he was certainly tall enough for a passing quarterback. Looked almost as fit as he might have been in his playing days.
"Burke Hill, this is Hawk Elliott," Quinn said with a nod.
Burke reached out and received a brief but firm handshake. "Nice to meet you, Mr. Elliott," he said.
Elliott dropped back into his chair. "Sit down and let's get this over with. Quinn thinks you're the man to help him out on this investigation, Hill. I've read your dossier. It's been quite awhile since you were active as an agent. Quinn claims you'll have no trouble adapting."
Burke shrugged. He was not so sure, but for Cam's sake, he wasn't about to admit it. "I don't anticipate any problems."
Quinn jumped in. "There won't be any problems, Hawk. I'll guarantee that. I've seen him in action enough to know what he can do."
"One thing I want to impress on you, Hill. You will not be considered an employee of the Agency, and you are not to indicate to anyone that you are."
"That's exactly as I want it," Burke said with complete honesty.
"You are being brought in for one particular operation, and that's all. You will be required to sign a security oath that will allow you access to classified information on a need-to-know basis."
How many times had he heard that phrase? Intelligence organizations were rigid on the theory of compartmentalization, so that only the men at the top could see the whole picture. Too often it meant the lowly agent on the street was denied information that might help him connect random threads of information, or, in worse cases, save his neck.
Burke was a bit irritated at the tone of Hawk Elliott's lecture, delivered as though for a class of neophytes at a training academy. "I'm well aware of the national security statutes. As you know from my dossier, I put in around a dozen years as a special agent for the FBI."
Elliott appeared to ignore the comment. "You will not be told anything until you have signed the oath. Should you reveal anything you learn about the Agency, its methods or operations, you can expect to be vigorously prosecuted." He paused as though waiting for that pronouncement to sink in, then continued. "You will take your instructions from Quinn. Should you ever need to reach anyone else, I'm your contact. He will give you a private number to call me on. Do you have any questions?"
Burke was tempted to ask what made him such a nasty bastard, but he caught the worried look in Cam Quinn's eyes and remembered his earlier comment. He forced a smile, but he couldn't keep the hint of sarcasm out of his voice. "I think you've explained everything quite adequately, Mr. Elliott. I'm sure I'll enjoy my non-employment immensely."
The CI chief rose from the table and stared down with an indulgent look. "I don't mind telling you, Hill, I think this thing stems from one obvious source. I’m sure our colleague, Mr. Quinn, disagrees. At any rate, there are too many unanswered, and seemingly unanswerable, questions. If you can help get to the bottom of it, I'm sure Kingsley Marshall would be grateful."
With that, he turned and left.



Chapter 11

As if on cue, a smiling blonde waitress approached the table. "Would you gentlemen like to order now?"
"I could certainly use something to cap off that sterling performance," Quinn said with mock seriousness. "How about you, Burke?"
They ordered sandwiches and the waitress retreated to the kitchen.
Burke frowned. "The sonofabitch doesn't trust me."
Quinn dismissed, the thought with the wave of a beefy hand. "Hawk Elliott doesn't trust anybody. I'm only a little better. It's endemic to the territory."
"Yeah, I remember working with counterintelligence types at the Bureau. They were all like Hoover, expecting to find commies under every rock. I thought maybe Elliott's problem was my FBI file."
Quinn cleared his throat and glanced at the ceiling. "To tell you the truth, I didn't see any need to resurrect that matter with Hawk. It would only serve to delay things, and we don't have enough time as it is. I took the liberty of removing a few pages from the file before passing it on to him."
"Do you think that was wise?"
"There's no way he'll ever find out about it. Why don't you give me the short and sweet version. "
Burke got a faraway look in his eyes. "It started back in the late sixties when I was summoned to Washington for a meeting in the Director's office. I found Hoover there with Assistant Director Bill Sullivan. After we sat down, Hoover got right to the point. He was unhappy that the FBI had never successfully infiltrated La Cosa Nostra, as he called it. The Mafia. Sullivan had proposed a scheme that might work. I would publicly resign from the FBI. Then I was to give the appearance of turning sour, pull off some crimes. I had to be careful not to get caught but obvious enough that my reputation would get around. Then I would work to get myself accepted by the mob."
Quinn leaned forward, obviously intrigued by this turn of events. "How were you to maintain contact?"
"By phone. Only to Sullivan, using a private number. He and Hoover would be the only ones to know the truth. There was to be absolute secrecy."
Quinn frowned. "Fine for them. Bad for you. That left you strictly out in the cold."
"That's how it worked out. In the first place, I had real problems going the crime route. My momma didn't raise her boy to be a crook. But since I had the utmost faith in Hoover's judgment, I went at it with a vengeance, robbing banks in Kansas City. It was so easy I hit one twice. Then I worked my way to Vegas and began nibbling away at the fringes of the mob. I met a few wiseguys and tried to get a toehold, but the lack of an Italian background was a major drawback. Despite trying every ploy I could come up with, I never managed to get on the inside. I finally gave up and came back in early 1972.”
"I trust Hoover didn't take kindly to that," Quinn said.
"When I got back to Washington, he refused to see me, wouldn't take my calls. I finally posted myself at the entrance to Harvey's, one of Hoover's favorite luncheon spots. When he came in, I stepped up and pleaded with him for a meeting to talk things over. He pursed his lips in his best bulldog scowl, frowned up at me and snapped, 'The FBI has no place for failures.'"
Quinn just shook his head. "Let's leave the past buried. It's a new day, a new chapter."
Burke sat back in his chair. "If that's the case, let's get on with it. Are you going to clue me in on this deal now? Or do I have to prick my finger and sign a blood oath on the tablecloth first?"
Quinn gave a rattling laugh that shook his body and drew stares from the table across the way. He lowered his voice. "You crack me up. Part of me hoped you would give that bastard Elliott a real zinger. But the other, practical, part prayed that you'd keep your cool and be satisfied with a polite brush-off. Which, thank God, you were. This thing is my last chance to redeem myself with the seventh floor."
"The executive suite, I presume?"
"You presume correctly. Hawk would like to fry my balls. But my instincts tell me this could be a very major operation. If we manage to deal with it successfully, I'll have the Director and General Palmer toasting me like a fraternity brother."
Burke raised an eyebrow. "Anything in it for me?"
"Hell, we might even make Elliott eat his words and offer you a job as a special case officer."
"Thanks, but no thanks." He folded his arms, shifting into business mode. "Okay. What are we after?"
Quinn leaned forward and lowered his voice even further, forcing Burke to do likewise. "About three weeks ago, the NSA intercepted a phone call from Singapore to a company in Kansas City. The caller mentioned an apparent operational code word called Jabberwock. Three days later, another intercept operator picked up the same code word in a call from Hong Kong to Berlin."
Burke scratched his beard in wonder. "Those electronic snoops must really be combing the haystacks."
"They won't reveal operational details, of course. But I gather these calls were netted in sweeps while they were searching for something else. An analyst noted the repeat of the same code word and passed it along to his supervisor. It was a week after the first call before the DCI received the information from NSA."
"Long enough for the trail to go cold," Burke said, nodding. "Say, Jabberwock sounds awfully familiar, but I can't—"
"Ever read Through the Looking Glass?"
"Of course. Lewis Carroll. Yeah, I remember. Part of it was printed backwards in the book. You had to read it with a mirror. 'Beware the Jabberwock, my son!'"
"Right. It's advice well taken."
Their conversation was interrupted by the waitress bringing their sandwiches. Then Quinn continued.
"The company in Kansas City was Rush Communications. I checked on the director of security there, found he was a former FBI agent named Toby Callahan."
"Toby?" Burke broke into a half-smile of disbelief. "We worked together in the New York Field Office years ago. He was on the Goon Squad, too. One of your compatriots, as I recall. Wouldn't lift a finger on St. Patrick's Day, except to hoist a huge glass of Irish whiskey."
"That's him. A true Hibernian. I told him I was with State Department Security. We were checking out an employee of the Singapore embassy who had made a call to this Kansas City number. He said he'd look into it and get back to me."
"Toby was meticulous. I'll bet he checked you out."
"He did. I gave him the State Department number and an extension that rings at our office. Anyway, he said the number was a private line on the desk of their vice president in charge of research and development. Only on that day, May seventh, Mr. Robert Jeffries was at a business meeting in Hawaii. His secretary said no one to her knowledge had used his office that day."
"Someone sure as hell did if NSA picked up the conversation. What about the caller?" Burke asked.
"He used a phone booth in a hotel on Orchard Road in Singapore."
"Dead end," said Burke.
Quinn munched on a bite of his sandwich, then looked up. "Right. The other call came from an office in Hong Kong. Our people there tell me it's one of those setups like we have over here, a reception area and one room offices. There's a receptionist-secretary, takes everybody's calls, types letters and such. Her records showed the call was made by a man who claimed to be a salesman. Was only there a few days. He gave a false name and a nonexistent London address."
"She remember much about him?"
"That's what I intend to find out. The heavy-handed bastard who interrogated her really blew it. She got angry and refused to tell him anything further. Threatened to call the local police. As soon as I get you squared away, I'm heading for Hong Kong."
Burke frowned at the bite he had just taken. Raising the top slice of bread, he took a toothpick and lifted off an intruding slice of dill pickle as though it were an old shoe caught on a fishing line.
He glanced back at Quinn. "Anything from the Berlin end?"
"The number led us to the offices of I. F. Dreisbach. They're a shady dealer in military hardware. We know they've handled some transshipments for the Israelis. We suspect they've been dealing with guys like Qaddafi as well, though there's no solid proof. A discreet inquiry there turned up a flat denial. Nobody knew of any calls from Hong Kong the second week of May."
"And you couldn't push it too hard without tipping your hand."
"Exactly. It goes into the file as another question mark. Hawk wasn't kidding when he said there were too many unanswered questions."
Burke found the details of the intercepts interesting, but without reference to the content, they held little meaning. "What were the conversations about?"
Quinn glanced around him. Two other tables were occupied now. "I'll show you later," he said.
By the time he had described the shooting on Cyprus and the subsequent meeting in Kingsley Marshall's office, they had finished their lunch. Quinn pushed Burke's money away and paid the bill.
"I told you you wouldn't get rich doing this," he said. "But all your expenses will be taken care of from here on."
"Thanks."
Burke was hardly a wealthy man, but he wasn't concerned about the money. His photography business had done rather well the past couple of years. As they walked toward the car, he picked up the conversation at the point Quinn had ended his story. "So I got drafted because your division was all tied up chasing down terrorists?"
"That's about it. As you know, the Russian president is coming here for a summit next month. And the Canadians are having a little pre-summit gala in Toronto the Saturday before. We got orders from the White House to start monitoring every known terrorist group."
Burke nodded. "Not the type the President's Chief of Staff would like on the invitation list."
"Right. They're planning a big celebration in Toronto. It'll be on the plaza in front of the New City Hall. A parade with marching bands, the whole nine yards."
Cam unlocked the door, and Burke swung onto the front seat. Accustomed to riding in an open Jeep, he wasn’t prepared for the heat of a closed vehicle sitting in the sun. "Whew!" He shook his head. "A little air, please." He leaned back and took a deep breath. "I remember reading about the Toronto deal. Honoring the leaders for their roles as peacemakers, as I recall. Those Canadians know how to get good press."
Quinn switched the air conditioner on high and backed out of the parking space, turning abruptly onto the street. "Our people are strung out everywhere, beating the bushes. They don't want any problems in Canada, and we damned sure don't want some fringe group taking a shot at the Russians in Washington."
Where the former Soviet leader was concerned, Burke thought, they weren’t worried about left-wing terrorist factions. The major worry was renegade Afghans or dissidents from one of the republics. The American President, however, would be fair game for any number of groups.
It took only a short time to drive the few blocks to the unmarked brick office building in Arlington where the CIA maintained offices involved in recruiting and training. Quinn ushered Burke into the lobby and showed his ID card to a uniformed security guard. Burke picked up a visitor's pass and they headed for the elevator.
* * *
They entered an office marked "Personnel Processing." Burke spent the better part of the next hour filling out forms, getting fingerprinted, photographed, voice printed. He felt like a stuffed bear being tossed about a kindergarten circle. Finally, he signed the security oath and listened to another caution about its significance.
Once outside the building, Burke dusted his hands together. “What a hassle. Sure takes tons of crap to satisfy the bureaucrats."
"You just experienced a little taste of it. They say everything has its purpose. I have a feeling the purpose of a lot of this shit is to provide jobs for constituents of those big spenders across the river. Anyway, you are now officially in. We'll go over to Lori's office and I'll finish briefing you on Jabberwock."
"Lori? Your daughter?"
"She runs a travel agency. Does a damned good job of it, if I may say so." His pride showed in the cherubic smile that crossed his face as he unlocked the car. "She put in a few years in Europe with the Agency. Worked under cover as a writer, and then as a travel agent. She enjoyed that so much she decided to do it in the real world."
"She's got no CIA connection now?"
"Only a business one. Normally we use our own planes or military aircraft. If we have to use airline travel, she books it. The bills are paid through dummy accounts that provide no trace back to Langley. She has connections in every corner of the globe. She can get tickets booked from different cities, by different agencies. Then we pick up what we need, wherever we need it."



Chapter 12

Clipper Cruise & Travel was located in a modern brick and glass office building in Rosslyn, just across the Key Bridge from Georgetown. Its distinctive logo, the rakish lines of a majestic nineteenth century clipper ship, appeared above an entrance that faced the sweeping Potomac. Paintings of some of the more famous craft—"Nightingale," "Witch of the Wave," "Cutty Sark," and the first large Baltimore clipper, "Ann McKim" — graced the walls.
Quinn led Burke past a row of glassed-in cubicles where attractive young women called travel counselors assisted clients with their trip plans. At the end of the row stood the "Captain's Cabin," with a porthole in the door instead of a window, the office of Clipper's distaff president, Lorelei Quinn. The call of the sea must have been irresistible, Burke thought.
As he soon learned, the grandmotherly woman at the desk outside Lori's office was much more than a mere secretary. For one thing, she had a top secret security clearance. With the title of executive assistant, Brenda Beasley was the only other person in the office privy to the CIA connection. Should Lori not be available, she took calls on the secure line for emergency assistance. A kindly looking, white-haired woman, she reminded Burke of someone from a Norman Rockwell painting.
Before Brenda could announce their arrival, Lori spotted her father through the open door and strode out to meet them.
"Come in, Dad," she said. Holding out her hand to Burke, she spoke in a lilting, low-pitched voice that seemed to have an almost physical charm. "You've got to be Mr. Hill."
He wasn't prepared for this. The cute, perky kid he remembered had indeed grown up. Now a striking young woman, she had long dark hair and impish eyes that lent a quality of mystery to her face. Not a pageant type beauty, but a woman with an attraction far beyond skin deep. It reminded him of the only other time he had encountered that name, while cruising down the Rhine west of Wiesbaden. The Lorelei Rock stood on a cliff near St. Goar. According to local legend, a young maiden had thrown herself into the river in despair over an unfaithful lover. She became a siren whose voice lured fishermen to their destruction. Lorelei Quinn's voice might be capable of that, he thought.
"Mr. Hill was my dad," he said with a grin. "I'm Burke. Don't make me sound as old as Cam. This Santa Claus beard is just to throw young ladies off guard."
Her smile turned contrite. "You'll have to forgive me if I confess that I couldn't really remember what you looked like. I recall your coming for dinner a time or two. But I'm afraid I was paying more attention to Barbie dolls then than to my Dad's friends."
Burke grimaced with a shrug of resignation that let his shoulders sag as though a stack of years had been dumped on them. Maybe he wasn't as old as Cam, but it still left him a good twenty years older than Lori. "You're certainly not the little girl I remembered. Knowing your mother, I should have guessed you'd turn out to be a lovely lady."
"Well, thank you, Burke." She said it with sincerity. "Now what have you two been up to?"
"I got him initiated into the Hawk Elliott fan club," Quinn said with a chuckle. "If your conference room isn't in use, honey, I'd like to borrow it a while to go over some things with Burke."
Burke's eyes followed with unaccustomed interest as she walked over to a door that led off one side of her office. He found something strangely appealing about the way she moved, totally feminine, graceful, but showing the quiet confidence of a woman with a firm grip on her place in life.
"Take as long as you like," she said.
Quinn led the way into a paneled room walled on one side with windows that faced the imposing Washington skyline. It featured a long, oval-shaped hardwood table.
"I see why you're so proud of your daughter," Burke said when the door was shut behind them. "If I was a few years younger—"
"Who said he wasn't as old as Santa Claus?"
"Hell, I've been living like a hermit for so long, I might as well be."
"Haven't there been any females in your life since the divorce?"
Burke's eyes dropped as a wistful look came over his face. "Yeah, there was one. A girl I met up in Alaska, shortly before I left there."
Burke had saved virtually all the money he had made in the oil fields, accumulating a sizable nest egg, and was trying to decide what his next move should be. He had gone to Anchorage to check on some prospects when it happened, one of those chance encounters that seemed almost a part of destiny. Ginger Lawrence, a vacationing teacher from Idaho, stood dejectedly in the hotel lobby, looking like a waif abandoned by the world.
When Burke asked if he could be of help, she reluctantly admitted to having overslept and been left behind by her tour group. On a whim, he volunteered to show her the town. It turned out to be a thoroughly delightful junket. She was ten years his junior, but their interests dovetailed on several counts. He was an expert photographer, she an avid amateur. He was a student of history, she a teacher. Both were partial to the music of Rimsky-Korsakov, Tchaikovsky and Rachmaninoff (a taste for Russian composers he had cultivated listening to tapes during Alaska's endless winter nights).
As a result, Ginger skipped most of her tour's remaining itinerary to tag along with her personal guide. They seemed to complement one another like an old hat and a new bow. When the week was up, they made plans for Burke to meet her in Boise, her hometown. He left her at the airport that afternoon, feeling more alive and full of anticipation than he had in years. It wasn't until the next morning that he heard the news. Her plane had lost power and plowed into the Rockies thirty minutes out of Boise. There were no survivors.
"That was a tough blow," Quinn said after hearing the story. "We've both had our disappointments. This operation may be just what you need, get you out of the rut, dwell a bit among the masses.”
He took several sheets of paper out of a slim leather briefcase and spread them on the table. "Here are the transcripts of the two telephone intercepts."
The sheets had been stamped "Top Secret (Special Handling) NOFORN" in large red letters at top and bottom. The May seventh call from Singapore to Kansas City showed the pay phone number, the destination number and the time, 1:10 p.m. CDT. Burke read the conversation.
Hello.
Solomon?
Uh, yes. That you, Daniel?
Right. I told you I'd call in the morning. It's damned early here.
You still in Singapore?
Right. The Jabberwock team has been selected and they're to start training four weeks prior to D-Day. You'll have to get your stuff down to the site by then.
No problem. I've got everything about lined up already. How many people are going to be there?
Let's see, three on the team, three trainers including us, the man in charge of the operation and the cook.
The cook?
You didn't plan to stay there that long without eating, I hope. These guys are like caged tigers. We want to keep them well-fed.
Yeah. Well, I've been getting all the electronic gear together. I'll be flying in, so I’ll need to ship everything to a convenient pick-up point.
That'll work. We can bring it in the truck. See you then.

Burke looked up at Quinn. "Solomon and Daniel? Old Testament characters."
"Hawk thinks that reinforces the Israeli angle."
"You don't?"
"Hell, the Mossad wouldn't be so obvious. I worked closely with those people. I can't believe they'd be cooking up anything drastic against us."
Burke glanced down at the paper. "It does sound a bit drastic. Guys like caged tigers? I don’t even have a guess at what could be going on, though."
"Wait till you read the second call. Anything else strike you about this one?"
Burke studied the paper a moment longer, two fingers toying with the soft bristle of his beard. "The guy in Singapore says 'I told you I'd call in the morning.' It was one-ten p.m. in Kansas City."
"But with a thirteen-hour time difference, it was two-ten a.m. the next morning in Singapore."
Count on Cam to have it all reasoned out, he thought. "Makes sense. The only other thing is that comment about getting stuff down to the site. Down where?"
"Evidently somewhere south of Kansas City. That could mean Oklahoma, Texas, Mexico, South America. You name it."
Burke moved to the next page, dated May 10, which showed the locations and phone numbers and the destination time in Berlin of 9:15 a.m. He read:
Guten Morgen. Hier spricht—
This is Noah in Hong Kong. I must speak with Joshua.
Josh — ja, hold please.
Hello, Noah. This is Joshua. What news do you have for me?
All the arrangements are completed. The vehicle is to be finished this week. You should have the training camp ready by Saturday of next week. Time enough?
Sure. I've got it blocked off. Just need to set things in motion.
What about your device? Is it ready?
Yes, it's all squared away.
And the birds.Will there be a sufficient number available?
We have enough for a few dry runs, several for the real thing. I'll get everything down there.
Excellent. I'll report the Jabberwock is ready to fly.

Burke's face was set in a frown as he turned to Quinn. "Obviously they're being cryptic. Device… birds… dry runs… the real thing. What the hell's going on?"
"If I knew that I wouldn't have had to bring you in. Damned worrisome, though, isn't it?"
"Doesn't really make much sense to me. Sounds military, though. At least quasi-military."
"It sure doesn't have the ring of an intelligence penetration mission," Quinn said.
He explained that Hawk Elliott had interpreted the mention of electronics gear as an indication Jabberwock was some type of electronic eavesdropping operation. The "device," he reasoned, could be a listening post mounted in the vehicle that was mentioned. The "birds" might be sophisticated new microtransmitters designed to foil normal detection equipment.
“But the man in Berlin implied that the ‘birds’ were expendable, would be used up,” Quinn said.
Burke nodded in agreement. “Enough for a few dry runs, several for the real thing.”
“That sounds like an offensive operation. It would have to be fairly complex to require three trainers for three team members, not to mention four weeks of it.”
Burke checked his watch calendar. "They were talking about last Saturday. That means the training has been going on for a week. Three weeks till D-Day."
"Which means we have to get our asses moving. I'm booked on a flight to Hong Kong early in the morning. Lori will have you a ticket to Tel Aviv. I think you can get out by mid-day."
Burke's hands flew up in a halting gesture. "I'm flying to Israel tomorrow?"
This had all the earmarks of a real culture shock for a guy accustomed to the slow pace of the mountains, moving on foot or by Jeep, his travels measured in tens of miles. Now, in the space of forty-eight hours, he would be jumping from the Smoky Mountains to Washington, D. C. to Tel Aviv, Israel.
"I want you to settle my mind on this Mossad question," Quinn said. "I have an excellent source over there, very reliable. I'm sure he can give us the answer. It would compromise him if I tried to go. I'm too well known. Even if I used a disguise, they'd know I was there within hours. With you—"
"One small problem, old chum. I haven't been out of the country in years. My passport's long since expired."
"Your passport will be delivered to Lori in the morning."
"Just like that?" Burke snapped his fingers skeptically. "A legitimate passport?"
"Issued by the Department of State to one Burke Hill, photographer. That was one reason for the photo session this afternoon. Just in case you should need it, I'm having another one made — an artist is going to remove your beard. He has a photo pre-Santa Claus. What name would you like on it?"
Back through the looking glass, Burke thought. Why would he need another passport in a fake name? This was supposed to be a straightforward investigative case. Running down leads, checking out people's stories, gathering bits and pieces of evidence. Hawk Elliott made it quite clear he was no CIA agent. But he knew there was no use in arguing with Quinn. If you were going to play in their league, you had to play by their rules. Anyway, just because he had a passport in an assumed name didn't mean he'd have to use it.
"How about Douglas Bell?" he said with a shrug. "That has a nice ring to it."
"Doug Bell it is," Quinn said, ignoring the frivolous note. "Now, let’s get back to the Mossad."
"Is your man on the inside?"
"No. But he was. He still maintains intimate contacts right where we need them. All I want to know is whether Jabberwock is on their list of active operational codes. He can find that out for us."
Quinn quickly sketched out the plan. Burke would travel under his own identity as a freelance photographer. He would be on assignment from a travel magazine publisher to shoot pictures illustrating an article on Jaffa, the old Arab port city now a part of the urban sprawl known as Tel Aviv. Just in case anyone became curious, he had the documentation ready.
Burke took the sheet of stationery that Quinn handed him, a letterhead of R. K. Leverett, editor-in-chief, Flyte Tyme Publications, publisher of in-flight magazines for several smaller airlines. The typed and signed letter, dated the previous day, read:
Dear Mr. Hill:
This will confirm our telephone conversation regarding the assignment to photograph Jaffa scenes for our article on the area. When you have submitted the photographs, we will pay you the agreed upon fee, plus reimburse all of your expenses.
I look forward to working with you on this project.
Sincerely,
R. K. Leverett
Editor-in-Chief

Burke gave Quinn a questioning look. "You must have been pretty busy these past couple of days."
"I took the liberty of getting a few things done in advance, anticipating you would agree to help out."
"And if I hadn't?"
"Let's not dwell upon the hypothetical, my friend," he said, rumpling his brow. "The important thing is that you're here, you're cleared, you're going to Israel tomorrow. And this is what you need to do when you arrive there."
He provided the address and description of a small cafe called The Casbah near the Jaffa Flea Market, then went over an identification routine with the restaurant's proprietor that would lead Burke to Quinn's source, an Israeli named Ben Shallit.
"You should get to Tel Aviv fairly early, giving plenty of time to make your contact during the day," Quinn said. "I want you to call me in Hong Kong that evening. Let's see… five Israeli time would be eleven in Hong Kong. Don't make it any later or I'd probably be so flaked out I would never hear the phone."
"I've got one other small problem," Burke said when Quinn had finished. "I brought a camera with me, but I don't have all the equipment I'd take on an assignment like this."
"Give me a list of what you need. I'll have somebody round it up for you." He raised a wary eyebrow. "Any other problems?"
"No, but if you're planning to leave early in the morning, I'd think you've got plenty to finish up this afternoon. Why don't you drop me off at my hotel and get on your way."
"Good suggestion. Let me tell my girl we're gone." He walked over and peeped through the door to see if she was busy. He found her alone, hanging up the phone. "We're finished, Lori. What are your plans for dinner?"
Burke walked up just in time to catch that enigmatic smile that seemed to do strange things inside him, like bumping his pulse rate a notch. He found it a bit disturbing, a sensation he hadn't encountered in years.
"I'm having two handsome gentlemen at my condo for dinner," she said. "What time should I expect you?"
"We'd better ask our guest if that's agreeable with him," Quinn said, turning to Burke.
He found the idea decidedly appealing. "Best offer I've had all day."
"Why don't I pick you up around seven?" Quinn suggested. She only lives about twenty minutes away."
"Is this formal, or come as you are?" Burke asked.
She laughed. "You can wear shorts if you like. That's what I'll have on. What would you gentlemen prefer for an entree?"
"Filet mignon will do for me," Quinn said.
"I'd just as soon have chicken or seafood." Burke shrugged. "Whatever you want to fix will be fine with me."
"A man after my own heart," said Lori. "Maybe if you'd stay around my Dad a while, you could teach him to lay off all that red meat and starchy food."
"Killjoy." Quinn gave her a dirty look.



Chapter 13

Lorelei Quinn's condo was an upscale townhouse development. It included two bedrooms, two baths and a small office upstairs, a living room, dining room, kitchen and a half-bath down. Colonial style furnishings complemented the building's architecture. It meshed the taste and charm of a decorator's eye with the lived-in look of a practical housekeeper. The dining room opened onto a patio at the rear, where the lady of the house was tending a gas-fired grille when they arrived. A glass-topped round table set for three stood nearby.
"We're having charbroiled salmon steaks," she announced, sprinkling a dash of something spicy on the large chunks of fish. "Flown in special from British Columbia."
Burke noted with an appreciative eye that she had donned a pair of purple shorts, as advertised. He sniffed the aroma coming from the grille. "Glad I packed a dandy appetite." He grinned at Quinn, licking his lips. "You said filet, didn't you? Look at those."
"If you two want to be health nuts, I presume I'll be forced to join you."
"How about something to drink while you're waiting?" Lori asked Burke.
He glanced questioningly at his burly companion.
"Go ahead," Quinn said. "I'll find something non-alcoholic."
"Got any white wine, Lori?" Burke inquired.
"We're having a nice Rhine with our fish. It's over next to the table. Why don't you give it a try?" Then, as he started toward the table, she added, "Pour me a little, too, if you would."
When Cam had returned from the kitchen with a tall glass of pineapple-flavored tea, Lori raised her wine and toasted, "To the two musketeers — may your forays be fruitful."
Quinn gave a cautious glance at the tall foliage that surrounded two sides of the patio, screening them from the outside but providing excellent cover for anyone who might want to eavesdrop. "Let's not talk business during dinner."
So they talked about what each had been doing, which was only natural since this was a long overdue gathering of old friends. Lori, who had a journalism degree from the University of Wisconsin, told about her stint as a reporter for the English language Herald-Tribune in Paris.
"That was the era of Giscard d'Estaing and the French intervention in Zaire and Chad," she said, remembering.
"Did you cover any of that?" Burke asked.
“Heavens, no! I was just a cub reporter then, and a very young cub at that. About the most exciting assignment I had at that time was an interview with a visiting violinist from the States. He was in Paris for a solo performance with the symphony. I remember introducing myself and asking if he would tell me a little of his background. Forty-five minutes later, I told him I had another assignment to get to. He hadn't stopped talking the whole time."
Burke shook his head with a grin. "Wasn't he about out of breath?"
"I was afraid he was just getting his second wind," Lori said. "The most egotistical man I ever saw. When I got up to leave, he pulled out a long card shaped like a violin, signed it and handed it to me. I hadn't even hinted that I'd like an autograph. Fortunately, I never encountered any more like him."
"What other kinds of stories did you write?" Burke asked. He found her a fascinating story teller.
"After the first year, I began to draw some assignments to cover meetings and conferences. I soon became the resident conference reporter. Covered a lot of meetings around France and all over Europe. All the traveling I did for the newspaper was what got me interested in the travel business."
Burke sipped at his wine. From what Quinn had told him, that extensive travel had also led to a succession of Agency assignments.
"After that, she got a job with a travel outfit in Paris," Quinn said between mouthfuls of salmon. For someone who had ridiculed the menu, he showed no hesitance at putting away a healthy share.
"We had lived in Paris for several years when I was young," Lori said. "I grew up speaking French like a Parisian."
"She's as good a linguist as I am," Quinn said. "I guess that comes from bouncing about the map the way we did. Her mother wasn't all that keen on it, but I think Lori loved it."
“I did. It proved quite handy in the travel business. I knew a good part of Europe first-hand. They gave me the job of running tours all over the place, on both sides of the Curtain."
Recalling Quinn's comment about her undercover work as a writer and a travel agent, Burke began to wonder what sort of things she had done for the CIA. It sounded like a perfect set-up. But his old friend had cautioned about "talking business" tonight, so he kept his thoughts to himself.
During the conversation, Quinn ticked off some of the major capitals where he had been stationed. He had also pulled a tour of duty at the Consulate-General in Hong Kong in recent years, so it would be familiar territory.
For Burke's part, he recounted a few of his adventures in the far north. He intrigued Lori with a description of the small Missouri town where he grew up. "Most of the people migrated there from the South. It was one of those places where gray-haired men sat on benches in front of the courthouse in the summer. They'd sit and whittle little doodads out of blocks of wood. Now and then they'd pause to spit a big blob of brown tobacco juice to one side."
"That part sounds a little gross," she said with a distasteful frown. "You know, I've never lived in a small town."
"We dragged her from one capital to another," Quinn said. "I don't guess I told you, but she was born in Hungary. I was stationed in Budapest then. It was around the time of the Hungarian uprising."
"Now you're telling my age," she protested.
Quinn looked at his watch. "Oh, to be your age again. I'm afraid mine is telling on me. I'd better get home and hit the bed before my alarm goes off. You have me flying out of here at the crack of dawn, young lady."
"You're the one who wanted to hustle off to Hong Kong at the earliest opportunity," she said. "Burke, your flight leaves around noon. Check with me after nine in the morning, and I should have everything ready for you."
Quinn excused himself to use the bathroom, and Lori casually linked her arm in Burke's and walked with him to the living room. "I don't know what kind of magic you wield with my Dad, but since he went down to visit you he seems to have come back with a new lease on life. He smiles like the old teddy bear I used to know, and he talks about tomorrow as though it were not the end of the world. You probably aren't aware of what you've done, but I'm grateful to you more than I can say."
Burke felt the warmth of her body beside him and suddenly realized how long he had ignored the natural urges that came with being a man. He had a sudden desire to put his arm around her. Instead, he did the opposite, pulled away to lean against the end of a high-backed sofa, straining to keep his mind on the subject of Cam Quinn.
He spoke in a half-whisper. "When I first saw him down there, I got the impression he was coming apart like a paper boat in a rainstorm. I'm happy if I've been able to cheer him a bit."
"You certainly have. And I've really enjoyed having you over this evening. When you get back from Israel, maybe I can treat you to something like a night at the Kennedy Center. Do you like symphony music?"
"Love it. Russian style, particularly."
She smiled, obviously pleased. "Good. The Moscow Radio Symphony Orchestra is appearing there in the next two or three weeks."
"Sounds great. I'll check with you when I—"
"Let's hit the road," Quinn said as he bounced into the room. "Had a great evening, Lori. I'll call you from Hong Kong. Take care."
"You, too," she said, sobering. "No more deals like Cyprus."
Quinn stopped suddenly and frowned. "What do you know about Cyprus?"
"I know what you didn't want to tell me. Remember, I have my sources."
"Damn breach of security."
She kissed him on the cheek. "Just be careful. Okay?"
He gave her a hug. "For you, okay."
* * *
The sky was partially overcast. As the lights of Washington bathed it with a swirling kaleidoscope of color, Burke thought of a surrealistic painting he’d seen at the Hirshhorn Museum. It was a notable switch from the star-speckled black void he viewed from his mountain perch in the Smokies. He was glad he had come, though, pleased with the opportunity to get to know Lori Quinn.
Cam Quinn was quiet at first as they drove back to the hotel. His voice had a contemplative ring to it when he spoke. "I didn't want to say anything in front of Lori. God knows she worries enough about me as it is. But this is something you need to know."
Burke shifted his eyes in the dark confines of the car. He sensed another melodrama in the works. "You're getting into one of your ominous moods again."
Quinn grinned. "That is undoubtedly part of my nature. But I believe in being prepared. That's one of the cardinal rules of this business. Be prepared for anything."
"And what should I be prepared for?"
"If anything should happen to me in Hong—"
"Whoa!" Burke threw up his hands. "What could happen to you besides getting ptomaine from eating in some offbeat Chinese restaurant?"
"Remember Cyprus?"
"I thought that was a PLO aberration?"
"That was Hawk's idea. Perhaps. Perhaps not. At any rate, in the unlikely event something should happen to me in Hong Kong, I want you to go to the East Asia Bank on Queen's Road Central. That's in the island's main commercial district. You should ask for Mr. Luk in the trustee department."
"Luk, eh? With any luck at all, I won't need that advice."
"Damn it, I'm serious about this." Quinn looked around, his face twisted.
"Sorry." The tone told Burke he would brook no more foolishness. "I've got you. Mr. Luk in the trustee department, East Asia Bank, Queen's Road Central."
Quinn pulled something out of his pocket and handed it over. "Give him this. He'll know what to do."
Burke held up the piece of paper so he could see it in the glow of passing street lights. It appeared to be half of a Hong Kong ten-dollar bill, torn diagonally. Actually, it was one of the smaller, so-called "new" bills issued by The Hongkong and Shanghai Banking Corporation. He looked back at Quinn. "That's it?"
"As you say, you probably won't need to make use of it. If so, you won't need to know any more about it."
Burke studied his friend's face in the dull light of the car and fingered the torn bill in his pocket. He realized nothing had been said about returning the banknote if he came back. He had no doubts that Quinn viewed this operation as fraught with dire consequences. Having a guy shot to death beside you would be enough to trigger a few nightmares, but Burke hadn’t seen enough evidence to convince him of any pressing danger. Over the years, he had learned to put a lot of faith in Quinn's sixth sense. Had it become burdened by the effects of aging? Was it failing him now in the twilight of his career?



Chapter 14

OYSTER ISLAND
The underwater cable from Oyster Island carried two trunk lines which tied into PWI's private line telephone system. One phone was located in the office/control center, the other in the lounge area of the dormitory. The line terminating in the lounge could be accessed from the office, but not vice versa. While most of the island's occupants were just rolling out of bed or showering in preparation for breakfast on Saturday morning, Blythe Ingram quietly locked himself inside the office like a conspirator within a conspiracy. He plugged the telephone line into a portable set mounted in a large black case he had brought with him. He dialed a private line at the Southampton, Long Island mansion of Donald Newman.
"Mr. Newman, this is Blythe," he said when the PWI chairman answered. "Shall we go secure, sir?"
"By all means," Newman replied.
Ingram entered his "crypto-ignition key" and waited while the data was routed to a computer at the National Security Agency in Maryland. Within fifteen seconds, a digital display spelled out "Donald Newman, Chairman, Pan West Industries, Top Secret." At the same time, Ingram's own identity and security clearance was being flashed on the telephone in New York. Simultaneously, the NSA computer randomly selected one of countless encoding algorithms to scramble their conversation.
"We're secure, sir," he confirmed.
"How is the operation going?" Newman asked in a deep, sonorous voice, articulated with the precision of a network newscaster.
"I'm not so sure we should have stretched the training out over a three-week period," Ingram said in a matter-of-fact tone. “I suppose it was necessary to give Bob Jeffries time to rebuild the truck. But we've pretty well covered most of what they need to know. There won't be a test firing until next week."
"Do I detect some measure of concern? Perhaps a restlessness on the part of the team members?"
"Very perceptive, sir. It isn't too bad yet, but it could become a problem. Overmyer is probably the worst. He's very impatient, always on the move, prowling like a cat. The German is a little less active, but judging by his looks, he disapproves of most everything and everybody. It's probably just his outlandish appearance. You half expect him to start growling like some prehistoric creature and swinging his claws."
"What about Abdalla?"
"Very aloof. Seldom speaks except to ask a question. You can tell he absorbs every word of what's said, though. You get the feeling that all three of them are lethal instruments."
There was a slight chuckle at the other end. "That is precisely why they were chosen. As for the decision to schedule three weeks on the island, several other factors were considered besides the actual time needed to train them, and the time Jeffries required to install his equipment. One was to isolate them from the rest of the world long enough to assure their total immersion in the operation. Another was to separate their disappearance sufficiently from the target date that it would likely ring no alarms. And there was also a hope by one of the planners that it might throw them together long enough to create some personal rapport, make them more of a real team, perhaps achieve a degree of synergism."
"A hundred and twenty percent effort?"
"Precisely. How does it look to you? Are they learning?"
Teaching them to aim and fire the "device," as it had been referred to on the telephone, was Ingram's task. A former Marine, he had served in Vietnam during the early days of the war. After his discharge, he took his engineering degree and sought a place where he could pursue his interest in firearms and ballistics. With a firsthand knowledge of combat and the needs of troops in the field, he helped develop improved weapons in the small arms and light artillery categories. Then he moved up the ladder, broadening his interests into aircraft firepower, missiles and, ultimately, the cutting edge of weapons technology, anti-satellite, anti-missile systems, the Strategic Defense Initiative, better known as "Star Wars." At that stage, he became head of the Weapons Division of Pan West Industries, hand-picked by Donald Newman.
"Yes, sir," Ingram replied. "There are actually two phases to what we're doing. Jeffries is practically building a TV studio in the truck. They have to have a working knowledge of everything in case some inquisitive official should come along. He'll get into the communications end of it when the installation is complete. My part is relatively simple, though it must be handled with precision, as you know. I'd say they're coming along fine for novices at most of the technology. Ted insists each one know how to do every task, in case something should happen to one of them."
"Ted's a very thorough young man. It sounds as though everything is going according to plan. I trust you've had no problem with unauthorized visitors?"
"Haven't seen a soul. We keep the intrusion system going virtually all the time. The Coast Guard called one day to see if we needed anything." He gave a dry laugh. "If they only knew. Jeffries flew out late yesterday with Goldman. They're due back Monday morning."
The deep voice hardened. "Where was Goldman going?"
"I don't know, sir. They were flying into New Orleans. He said he had to send a report to his boss."
Newman's voice crackled with the sharpness and chill of an icicle. "I don't like the idea of that man running around loose. He's dangerous. I wish we could have somebody following him, but that might jeopardize the operation." He paused a moment as if mobilizing his final thoughts. "I want you to give everyone a stern warning. They must do or say nothing after they leave there that could possibly tie this operation back to Oyster Island. That is vital. You understand it is to protect your own neck as well as mine?"
"Yes, sir."
"Very well. You're doing a good job, Blythe. I knew I could count on you. Keep me posted."
Ingram smiled as he hung up the phone. He had spent enough time with his employer to know what lay behind his thoughts. He admired Donald Newman as a man of vast imagination and discernment. At seventy-five, Newman was in excellent health and in firm control. An old school patrician with a vision of America as the unchallenged leader of a fractious world, he would be content to share the reins of power with a few colleagues of like mind. Anyone or anything he deemed as a threat to that vision merited nothing save his wrath. That wrath, like the Almighty's judgment, knew no bounds.
The Newman family fortune had been accumulated from oil and land investments. Donald, head of the family holding company and the sole male heir, could have succeeded as easily as a financial guru. Well ahead of the pack, he saw the handwriting on the wall and made his move away from oil before the Arabs changed the face of the petroleum industry.
The war in Vietnam produced big profits for a large defense contractor on whose board he served. Newman shifted the family's wealth into the company's stock at the dawn of the seventies and soon wrested control. From there, it was the classic story of a dynamic empire builder, merging more and more companies until he had amassed the nation's top defense-related conglomerate, Pan West Industries. In the past couple of years, he had witnessed the insidious metastasis of a new malignancy that threatened the vitality of America's position of preeminence, one that also posed dire consequences for his own industry. He viewed Jabberwock as an inevitable outgrowth. His main contribution, besides cash, had been Ingram’s talent and dedication.



Chapter 15

WASHINGTON, D.C.
At about nine-fifteen that morning, Burke strolled into Clipper Cruise & Travel, bag in hand, ready to swing into the flow of his new assignment but lacking any real concern for where it might lead. He had made numerous routine trips abroad during his Bureau days. He saw no reason to think this one would be any different. Brenda Beasley ushered him into the Captain's Cabin, where he found Lori pouring over a stack of papers on her desk, looking every inch the busy executive. As a concession to Saturday, however, she wore a pink blouse and white slacks rather than a more formal dress or suit.
She greeted him with a warm smile. He was about to try reading something into it but quickly admonished himself to quit dreaming.
"Good morning! I hope you suffered no ill effects from the salmon?"
He chuckled. "Only in the calorie department. That dinner was great, Lori. It was a real treat to eat somebody else's cooking." Years of bachelorhood had forced him to achieve a measure of competence in the kitchen, but on the culinary Richter Scale, his efforts would hardly have caused a ripple.
"Don't talk about calories. Only the dessert was excessive, and you didn't overdo it." She picked up a folder from her desk and held it out. "Here are your tickets and hotel reservation. You leave right at noon, so you'll need to head for National pretty soon. Are you packed?"
He gestured at the bag outside the door. "I travel light. One bag."
"Looks like you'll have another. The courier from Langley was here a short while ago. Left that case over there." She pointed across the office toward a black metal case that sat beside a small, round table.
Burke walked over to it and found an ordinary aluminum camera case which, instead of the usual shiny metal, had been painted a dull flat black. He turned to Lori and grinned. "Good old CIA," he said with obvious amusement. "Paint it black, make it invisible."
A shadow seemed to cross her face. "Don't knock it. You might wind up very happy to have something that makes you a bit less conspicuous."
Burke caught the change in her expression. There wasn't even a hint of humor in her eyes. He wondered again what might have happened in Europe while she was operating without the shield of diplomatic immunity. "I can tell you've been there," he said.
She nodded. "I've been there, all right. You might even say I was practically born there."
She had been born in Hungary at the time of the uprising, he recalled. Obviously she'd been in enough tight spots that she didn't find anything humorous about the Agency's meticulous attention to detail. Glancing back at the case, he noticed it came complete with luggage tag made out with his name and home address. Opening the lid, he found a Nikon with three lenses, 50mm, 28mm wide angle and a 300mm telephoto that was unbelievably compact. The waterproof case also included color film and a light meter. Everything as ordered.
He turned back to Lori. "Did they send my passport?"
She took another packet from her desk. This one was sealed, with Burke's name on the front. "I trust it's in here. You can check it out at the table there if you'd like." She glanced at her watch. "I might just drop you by the airport. I need to go down that way shortly."
He sat at the table and opened the flap, then dumped the contents out. There was a passport in the name of Burke Hill, with his bearded face glaring out of the embossed State Department seal. And next to it was another issued to Douglas Bell. He had worn the beard for so many years now that the clean shaven face looking out at him was a bit startling. It didn't look like him, and yet it did. Douglas Bell could easily pass for five to ten years younger than Burke Hill. He fanned out the rest of the packet's contents. All of the ID that might be required for one Douglas Bell, driver's license, Social Security card, gasoline credit card, business cards, even a gold Master Card.
"I can't believe all this," he mumbled, shaking his head.
Lori looked up. "Believe what?"
"Sorry. Guess I was talking to myself. Cam said he was getting me another passport in a fake name, sans beard. They've included a driver's license, the works. I'm not going to Israel as Agent Double-Oh-Seven, you know. What the devil would I need all this stuff for?"
"I don't know why they're sending you over there," Lori said. "Evidently you think it's something pretty routine. Dad must have thought otherwise."
"It would look that way."
"Well, I'd suggest you keep everything handy. Dad wouldn't have had them send it to you if he hadn't thought you might need it." She got up and walked around the desk. "I have to check a couple of things with Brenda, then we'll be ready to go."
Burke looked down at the pile of bogus credentials and slowly shook his head again. First a fake photographic assignment, and now this. It was exactly the sort of thing he had hoped to avoid.
* * *
Lori drove a shiny red Corvette that she treated with tender loving care. The antithesis of her father, Burke thought. As they headed down Memorial Parkway alongside the Potomac, he spotted the gleaming dome and broad columns of the Jefferson Memorial, and beyond it the pristine white spire of the Washington Monument. After all these years, he realized, the sights of this vibrant capital city still stirred a feeling of awe inside him.
"Seeing all those memorials to the founding fathers makes you stop and think," he said. "Maybe all this is really worth it."
"All this?"
"You know, wandering around the world, poking at shadows, trying to make sense out of random conversations, rumors—"
"You sound like you aren't convinced."
His voice took on a slight edge. "Frankly, I'm not. Your Dad coerced me into this. I didn't volunteer. I had some real bitter experiences in my waning days with the Bureau. I haven't been exactly thrilled at jumping back into this sort of thing."
She looked around at him, her dark eyes narrowing. "That validates one of my concerns."
"What's that?"
"I thought you were taking this a bit too lightly. I worried that you'd been out of the game too long to be serious about the potential for danger. That could prove deadly."
Burke shook his head. "All I'm doing is going over there on a photographic assignment, for which nobody's going to want the pictures I shoot. I'm to meet an old contact of Cam's and see if he can provide some information we need. Then I come back home."
Lori shifted lanes to take the National Airport exit. "The good news is you won't be in any intelligence agency's computer, so you should have no trouble traveling as Burke Hill. But once you make contact with your man, I presume it's a man, all bets are off. If he should be on somebody's hot list, you'll become a target, too. That's why Dad sent along the other passport."
He hadn't considered it from that perspective, but he remained unconvinced. He was more concerned about any throwback to his tainted past. "I got badly burned at the Bureau doing a lot of unnecessary undercover crap at Hoover's bidding. It left me with a lot of stains I had a hard time washing out. I can do without any more of that."
"If you feel that way about it," Lori said, glancing around at him, "maybe you shouldn't be going on this trip at all."
He detected a critical note in her voice, but he couldn't blame her for it. He had already considered the possibility of canceling out. But he'd given Cam his word. Whatever accommodations were required with his conscience, he'd have to face them when the time came. He shook his head. "No. I told Cam that I'd help him with this. I'm not backing out."
"I admire you for that, but—"
"Look, I used a different name when I first went to Alaska. I changed it back pretty fast. Alaska's full of guys who've taken on new identities to hide from their past. I decided to face up to mine, and it took a long time to live it down. I'm perfectly happy with being Burke Hill now. I think I can take care of myself on that basis."
"Men." She groaned in exasperation. "That's why women make better intelligence agents. They can take the necessary precautions without compromising some macho image. If you're going through with this, please don't do anything foolish out of some sense of bravado. It simply makes good sense to take basic precautions. I had a friend from Paris who was lucky to get out of East Germany alive one time after ignoring some obvious warnings. He had convinced himself he was acting the perfect innocent, but the Stasi took a different view. We barely got him back across the border. As it was, he took a bad fall that left him with a permanent limp."
Burke saw they were swinging around toward the terminal entrances. He didn't want to leave her on a sour note. It was time to make peace. He smiled. "Okay, Lori. No macho. Believe me, I'll be Mr. Humble Pie. And while I'm gone, you'd better go pick up those symphony tickets, because I'm holding you to that invitation."
"You can count on it," she replied with a grin of her own. "I’ll get them as soon as I get back from my holiday junket."
Monday was the official date for observing Memorial Day.
"Where are you headed?"
"Sailing with some friends down the coast around Virginia Beach. It'll be a long drive back Monday night, but it should be a fabulous day. The weather forecast sounds perfect."
"Sailing," he mused, recalling the decor of Clipper Cruise & Travel. "I figured that must be one of your passions. I've only been sailing one time, and that was on a lake. Always thought I'd like it, but never found the time."
“Maybe you could go with us on the next trip and see what a workout sailing can provide.”
Lori pulled to a stop among the bustle of passengers. Brakes screeched and horns beeped around them as cars and taxis jockeyed for position like NASCAR drivers headed for the pits.
Burke patted his stomach. “After meals like that one last night, I could probably use more workouts." He grabbed his bag and camera case from behind the seat. "Thanks for the lift, Lori. Have fun sailing."
"I'm sure I will. Hope yours is an uneventful trip. Remember, don't take any chances."
"I won't," he said as she drove off.



Chapter 16

NEW ORLEANS
Andrei Golanov, alias Goldman, enjoyed a good night's rest at a first class hotel in New Orleans, ate a leisurely breakfast in the coffee shop, then strolled along Canal Street for a few blocks, stopping off at a drug store for a few necessities. At around noon, he headed for the mall-like complex called the New Orleans Riverwalk and began to stroll along the seemingly endless corridor flanked by shops of all descriptions. The holiday weekend crush of tourists filled the complex. By the time he reached the food area, there wasn't an empty table in sight. This didn't bother Golanov, since his sole purpose was to disappear among the throngs. There was little likelihood that anyone would be tailing him, but he lived by the principle that a successful operative never ignored his tradecraft.
When the flow of people moved up to another level, he took advantage of the opportunity to glance back at the milling crowd below. So far he had spotted no repeat appearance of a particular face. At one point he found an exit toward the front of the building and slipped through the crowd of incoming visitors to reach the street.
Luck was with him. When he saw a taxi nearby, he moved quickly to the open window opposite the driver and inquired, "Are you available?"
"Climb in, buddy." A weasel-faced character with slicked-back, oily gray hair, the cabby asked, "Where to?"
"Somewhere in the Canal Street vicinity where I can board the westbound St. Charles Avenue trolley."
The driver nodded. "Brit, ain't you?" He whirled the cab around, barely missing an oncoming car, and dashed off toward Canal Street.
Golanov smiled, keeping an eye on the area around the Riverwalk exit. No one appeared to show any interest in where he had gone. He stepped out of the cab a block off Canal Street and waited in a doorway out of the sun near the trolley stop. Soon a lumbering streetcar bearing the name "St. Charles" screeched to a halt. He climbed aboard, dropped his fare into the box and headed for a seat at the rear. No one else boarded with him. He began to relax.
He had visited New Orleans before, while assigned to the Soviet mission to the United Nations. He enjoyed its unique atmosphere, part carnival, part river town, all mixed up in a potpourri of French, Spanish, white and black heritage. A native of Saint Petersburg — he preferred the old name Leningrad — Golanov had been exposed to music at an early age, but not the variety he’d found in this Mississippi Delta city. His mother was a classical violinist, his father a noted professor of Russian history at the university. Both were multi-lingual. This sophisticated background produced an unexpected result. With close relatives in England, he became quite proficient in English as a child. Members of the Komsomol were encouraged to inform on each other, as well as on their families. When a spiteful boy reported Andrei’s excellent command of English as a sign of deviant behavior, it brought him to the attention of influential men who selected him for a special kind of education. On completion of his schooling, he became a field officer in the First Chief Directorate, the foreign intelligence arm of the KGB.
Now a borderline handsome man in his thirties, he had made friends easily at foreign posts. A well-mannered Russian who spoke excellent English was always welcome at a cocktail party. In the early days of the new regime, he watched the storm clouds build. When he discovered where the power lay, he abandoned the glamour of the international scene and arranged a transfer to the Second Chief Directorate, which was mainly concerned with internal security. Now the Directorate had been all but abandoned, its officers fired or shifted to other positions. He’d had little trouble arranging a leave of absence to allow his participation in Jabberwock, but he wasn’t sure if he would still be on the payroll when he returned.
The St. Charles Avenue line finally came to an end at Palmer Park. Golanov spotted a familiar face as he stepped off the trolley. A blonde of medium height, she had a full figure that looked right at home in a red-striped, low-neck dress. She wore large sunglasses and carried a matching red-striped tote bag slung over one bare shoulder. She walked toward him, her face glowing with a warm smile.
"Andy, good to see you," she greeted him with arms outstretched, coyly tilting her cheek for a kiss.
"Margo, old girl. You look delightful." The kiss was perfunctory.
She linked her arm in his, and they began walking toward a nearby tree-lined street that was shrouded by a canopy of green.
Her eyes twinkled as she looked at him. "Have you missed your little playmate, Andrei?"
Golanov gave a tight-lipped smile. If Margo devoted a little effort to cultivating an accent with the consistency of molasses, she could pass for the flower of a Louisiana plantation. Her real name was Captain Katerina Georgevna Makarenko, a KGB officer who traveled under cover as an Aeroflot stewardess. One of the small group who had been tapped for admission to the inner workings of Jabberwock, she was a sexy young woman who had been trying to lure him into her bedroom. A divorcee, he had resisted on practical, not moral grounds. She had also shared the bed with the colonel who was his immediate superior.
"Best we get down to business, Katya, my dear. Tell our leader that everything is going about as well as could be expected. The only problem at the moment appears to be Overmyer."
"Problem? What kind of problem?"
"Hardly an insurmountable one. Overmyer, as you know, was designated as team leader. He's an intense, rather overbearing person. Thinks his combat experience in Vietnam entitles him to do things his own way. Not too different from how some of our junior officers acted after Afghanistan. We are forced to keep reminding him that he is being paid handsomely to do the job our way."
Katya tightened her grip on his arm. "Have they done a test firing yet?"
"No. That comes next week. The system is quite intriguing, though. Everything is calibrated precisely, to very close tolerances. The use of the computer is most interesting. Americans, as you know, are big on computers. That kind of weapon is not supposed to be very accurate, but they claim with this setup it is unerring."
Katya beamed. "You should have some exciting information for our military analysts. This should assure you a full colonelcy when Jabberwock is finished."
Golanov thought her reasoning transparent. With him as a full colonel, she counted on his moving in on a rival of equal rank. He wanted no part of it. "Advise the General that the Palestinian is working out fine. He will be the point man, you know, which will make it much simpler for us to compromise him in the end. He's not aware that we know his true origins. It will be the final ploy of a brilliant plan."
"How are you getting along with the CIA man?"
"We act like brothers in love with the same woman. We smile a lot, joke about trivialities, tolerate each other's incompatible points of view, and watch each other like falcons tracking a pheasant."
"Have there been any changes in the plan?"
"None. We close down operations at the island two weeks from today, then head for Arkansas where the truck will be painted by an auto theft gang. People who won't be volunteering any information to the authorities later. Then we move into Toronto."
When they had circled back to the trolley stop, Captain Makarenko bade her compatriot a reluctant farewell. "I would love to spend a decadent night with you on the New Orleans waterfront, Comrade Golanov, but I have to catch the plane for New York. We mustn't keep Aeroflot waiting. My flight to Moscow departs this evening."
The prospect was tempting, Andrei was forced to admit to himself. Fortunately, duty called her, so he didn't have to wrestle with the temptation. He gave her an encouraging smile. "Tell our friends in Moscow that the Jabberwock will soon be ready to strike. I should have final confirmation on everything when we meet next weekend in Atlanta."



Chapter 17

TEL AVIV
The El Al flight from London shrieked down through the darkened sky, dipped a wing over the twinkling lights of the Jaffa waterfront and settled smoothly into the rhinestone glitter of runway markers at Ben-Gurion International Airport. Burke made no effort to stifle a yawn as he strolled into the Arrivals Hall carrying his bag and camera case. He had managed a few hours sleep during the abbreviated night of flying, but he'd likely still encounter some lingering effects of jet lag. It would soon be daylight, and he had a full day ahead of him.
He checked through Customs, getting the Israelis’ typical thorough inspection of his luggage. After establishing his bona fides as a commercial photographer, he encountered no problems. He caught a shuttle in front of the terminal and soon saw the lights of Tel Aviv glowing in the distance. The sprawling suburbs gave way to rows of apartment buildings and then the cluttered downtown area with its hotel district along Ha-Yarkon Street. Lori had booked him into a hotel with moderate prices but a decent Mediterranean view. By the time he got settled into his room, the morning sun bathed the landscape outside his window with a golden glow that would soon burst into a crescendo of heat.
After breakfast, Burke took a stroll into the nearby shopping area to locate a gadget bag for his camera equipment. With that taken care of, he hailed a taxi and headed for the colorful old port city of Jaffa, which lay along Tel Aviv's southern flank. His first stop was the Ottoman Clocktower, Jaffa’s famous landmark. The only thing that distinguished him from the camera-wielding tourists who roamed the area was the methodical way he sized up his subject, carefully checked the lighting and logged details of each shot in a pocket-sized notebook. He made a cursory check of the area and saw nothing that indicated any interest in him. Lori took after her dad, he thought, questioning every dark shadow. But he was a simple commercial photographer on a routine assignment. Nobody had any reason to think otherwise. He had never been to Israel before and saw this as an opportunity to relax and enjoy the sights.
From the Clocktower he wandered east to the popular Flea Market, where stalls and shops crowded a warren of covered alleys. He pushed his way into the throng of babbling shoppers and merchants. A mixed array of merchandise filled the displays, ranging from jewelry to brass and copper and all manner of Middle Eastern treasures and junk. He stopped at one point to photograph an arm-waving merchant arguing with an equally-intense customer over a string of beads. After making the shot, he spun around to go back the way he had come and found himself face-to-face with a startled Arab. A slender man with a hooked nose and heavy brows, a short black beard hiding his chin, he dropped his head and quickly weaved his way off into the crowd.
Burke watched the bobbing head disappear among the confusion. For a moment he wondered if the hasty departure was more than mere embarrassment, but he dismissed the thought and navigated a new route past the last row of stalls.
Cam had suggested he approach the restaurant shortly before noon. He found it on a side street not far from the Flea Market. Called The Casbah, it appeared to be an eating place that catered to locals rather than tourists. The building was a dusty brown, made of stone, one of Israel’s two main building materials, the other being concrete. The sign looked faded and weatherbeaten, the windows covered mostly with lettering in Hebrew and Arabic.
Out of deference to Lori's cautions, he made a photo of the restaurant before venturing inside, seemingly as an afterthought. Coming out of the blaring mid-day sun, he was almost blinded by the darkness of the interior. There were no more than a dozen tables, only two of them currently occupied by men jabbering in an unfamiliar language. A dark- skinned, heavyset man with a stubble of beard, his hands shoved into the pockets of his smudged apron, stood at a small counter beside a glass cabinet filled with various dishes and eyed Burke with no more animation than he would have shown for a leg of lamb. He fit the description Cam had recited.
Burke sauntered across to him and smiled. He spoke the rehearsed words slowly. "I was told that you might direct me to someone who could locate a 1730 map of the Eastern Mediterranean."
The dark eyes narrowed. "Are you a map collector?"
"I'm inquiring for a friend," Burke said.
The reply seemed almost a snarl. "Long time since I hear of your friend."
At least he’d made contact, Burke thought. He hoped the snarl was the man's normal manner rather than an expression of displeasure with him. "Yes, he was hoping you would still remember."
That brought a grunt. "Tell him Farouk never forgets nothing."
"I'll only be in town a short time," Burke said, hoping to instill a bit of urgency into the conversation. "Will it be possible to speak to this person today?"
Farouk shrugged and lowered his voice. "If he is willing."
Burke decided to play his hole card. He took a folded envelope from his pocket and handed it over. "Our friend sends this to compensate for your trouble."
The bulky man took the envelope and shoved it into his pocket without opening it. "I look for no trouble. If I have trouble, this is much too little."
He's probably right, Burke thought. If the Mossad got wind of this, he would likely find good reason to regret having ever known a guy named Cameron Quinn. On the other hand, there was no reason to anticipate any trouble. This was going to be almost a non-event, as he had originally expected.
"Where will I find him?" Burke asked.
"You like to make pictures?" Farouk said, nodding toward the camera slung around his neck.
"I'm a professional photographer. I came over to make pictures of Jaffa for a travel magazine."
"You don't find nothing to photograph here. You want to go to Old Jaffa."
"And which way is that?"
"Go Mifraz Schlomo Street from the Clocktower to the plaza, where you find restaurants and art galleries. I give you a map to the Blue Nile Studio. I will call, tell you what time to be there. Give me a phone number."
Burke gave him the hotel name and his room number.
"Be sure to have your camera like now," Farouk said. "Carry a copy of The Jerusalem Post in your left hand."
Back at the hotel, Burke stretched out on the bed for a few moments of relaxation. The next thing he knew, the phone was ringing. His eyes popped open. For an instant, he felt disoriented. The room looked strange. Then, as the phone kept ringing, he realized this was what he had been waiting for. He reached for the bedside table and grabbed the phone.
"Hello!"
"Be there at four o'clock," said a voice he recognized as Farouk’s.
"I'll be there," he replied as the line went dead.
* * *
Burke got out of the taxi near the Franciscan Monastery of St. Peter, which stood above the blue waters of the Mediterranean, commanding a magnificent view of Israel's largest city. Modern hotels rose above a sprawling hodgepodge of architecture as diverse as the origins of its people, all accented by the curving Mediterranean coastline. He looked up from paying the fare just as a slow-moving car crept past. He had only a quick glimpse of a face on the passenger side, but it gave him a jolt. Hooked nose and heavy brows, short black beard. The man from the flea market.
The realization that he was being followed hit him like a slap in the face. Lori had been right after all. He should have been more attentive. In the market, the man had followed too close for good surveillance procedure, though the character of the crowd likely made that seem necessary. Except for that sudden turn, Burke would never have noticed him.
How could anyone know who he was, what he was doing here? Even the vaunted Mossad could not be so careful that they checked out every visiting stranger. Somehow somebody, or something, had tipped them to him. But who, and how?



Chapter 18

With his senses sharpened, he became alert for anything the least bit out of its normal pattern. He crossed the broad plaza covered with pale brown paving stones, ringed by restaurants, entertainment places, night spots, and an art gallery. He took out Farouk’s map, checked his directions, and headed down the steps to the reconstructed ruins of Turkish palaces that housed artists’ studios, galleries, gift shops, and small cafes. Narrow streets of stone and similar flights of steps leading to lower levels wandered past restored structures with colorful wooden doors and artistic grillwork.
As he edged his way past a small group of American tourists, Burke smiled, looking unhurried and unconcerned. It was all a ruse. His mind raced through the possibilities of what could have gone wrong. He soon came up with a plausible scenario, though it didn't fit well with Cam's insistence that the Israelis weren’t involved.
Quite to the contrary, Burke’s analysis took the view that the Mossad had instigated Jabberwock. Since they knew Cam Quinn would be the most likely person in the Agency to be concerned about any potential problem, they would keep an eye on him. Even a loose surveillance would have picked up his relationship with Burke. As Lori had pointed out, his name wouldn’t appear as an intelligence agent on anybody's list. But should the Mossad have run Burke Hill through their computers, which undoubtedly had access to El Al's reservation bank, they would have turned up his name in the passenger list for the flight to Tel Aviv. It was all hypothetical, of course, but it provided the only explanation he could devise that fit.
He soon found the The Blue Nile sign beside an arched entrance. At four o’clock, he walked in carrying the newspaper in his left hand. A tinkling bell at the door announced his entrance. He found himself in a modest-sized room with paintings hanging around the walls. A large Oriental rug covered the floor. Spotting a painting of a Bedouin beside his kneeling camel, he stepped across to get a better look. Moments later he felt rather than heard the presence of someone at his side.
"Perhaps you would like to see a new work by this artist," said an attractive girl in a flowery print dress. Her moccasin-like shoes made no sound. "Please follow me."
She led him into a hallway that took them to the rear of the building. She opened a door at one side and waved him into a small cubicle where a large painting rested on an easel. A stool sat in front of the easel, a chair beside a small table.
"Please wait here," she said.
He stepped inside and the door closed without a sound. The room, with a window facing the sea, was lighted by an overhead fluorescent fixture. He sat on the stool and stared at the painting. It was a portrait of a beautiful young Arab girl. He concentrated so intently on the way the artist had captured her half smile that he failed to hear the door open. It took considerable control to keep from flinching at the sudden sound of a voice behind him.
"I understand you come from my friend Cameron Quinn."
Burke turned to find a handsome, black-haired young man, probably late thirties, his mouth turned up at the edges with an inquisitive smile. He stood with arms folded, his body tilted forward to put his weight on the balls of his feet. He looked like a man ready to make a move in any direction.
Burke stood and reached out his hand. "I'm Burke Hill. You must be Ben Shallit."
Shallit seized it with a firm squeeze. "A pleasure, Mr. Hill. How is our old friend Quinn? Was he unable to come himself?"
"He's fine. He said if he came, they would know he was here, and he didn't want to endanger you."
Shallit cocked his head. "And why should I be in any danger?"
"Cam wants you to find out something for him. He wants to know if the Mossad's files contain any reference to an Operation Jabberwock."
Shallit glanced out the window, then back at Burke. "He does want to put me at risk, doesn't he? Going through operational files. We had an agreement that I would not compromise certain types—"
"You don't understand. He doesn't want anything from the files. All he wants to know is if Operation Jabberwock means anything to the Mossad."
"That's all? Just if the name is in there?"
"Right. Can you do it?"
Shallit half-turned away from him, rubbing one fist into the other palm. "Obviously he doesn't wish to come right out and ask us if we know of such an operation. Which means there is a problem, or he is afraid there might be a problem."
Burke neither spoke nor altered his expression.
"This is important to him, eh?"
"Right. Very important."
"Getting access to the information would be no problem," Shallit said. "Since leaving the Institute, I've been in the computer business."
Burke recalled that Mossad officers referred to their organization as the Institute, since its full name was the Institute for Intelligence and Special Operations. They never used the term Mossad. Publicly it was an organization that did not exist. "Can you get access to the Mossad computers?"
Shallit smiled. "My company wrote most of the software currently in use. I installed it personally." His smile faded. "Therein lies the problem."
"What kind of problem?"
"We designed the system to leave a trail that would identify anyone who uses it, along with what subjects they were accessing. I could log in as a sysop, as you Americans call it, and gain access to just about anything in the system, but it would keep a record of my inquiries."
Shallit shifted from one foot to the other. He looked like a foxhound that had just caught a scent and was ready to move. "Did Cameron say just how important this was to him?"
Burke noted it was the second time he had asked the question. "Frankly, he's had some difficulties. I think his career's hanging in the balance."
"Sorry to hear that. All right, I'll see what I can do. It will take some time to find a way around the problem. I have your phone number. I'll call you tomorrow afternoon. Please go back out front and look around a bit at the paintings before you leave."
Burke was impressed. He was really going to a lot of trouble to get what Cam wanted. Then he found the answer. As Shallit turned to leave, he looked back over his shoulder. "Give Cameron my regards. Without him, I wouldn't be here."
Cam was calling in all his markers on this one, Burke realized. He felt sure Shallit would come up with the answer. If the Mossad knew, as he half-expected, then it was most likely their operation. But if they didn't know, what then?
He considered telling Shallit about the man who had followed him, but thought better of it. He didn’t want to risk saying something that might cause the Israeli to abandon his effort to find the answer Quinn desperately needed.
He walked up the hallway to the front and found a short, heavyset man with dark skin browsing the paintings. A black beret was pulled down above his plump face. Burke turned to the girl in the flowery dress. "It was beautiful, but I'm afraid it's a bit out of my price range."
She shrugged. "I understand. Look around some more if you'd like. You'll find a number that are less expensive."
He looked around for a few minutes, then thanked the girl for her trouble and left. He decided to wander about the area a short time longer before taking a taxi back to the hotel. It would soon be time to call Cam in Hong Kong. After reaching the plaza, he looked around and spotted the short man in the black beret walking off in the opposite direction. Was this another bad sign, or was he falling victim to paranoia?
* * *
It was after five by the time he got through to Quinn's hotel. He had scoured his room for listening devices, finding none. He didn't want to alert his trackers that he was onto them, however, so he avoided taking the phone apart to check it. Nevertheless, he had to assume it was bugged. He used a public phone in the hotel lobby to place the call to Hong Kong. When the Pearl Hotel operator answered, Burke asked for Logan Charles, the name Quinn was using. The phone rang several times, and he had begun to worry that something might have happened when a tired voice came on the line.
"Yes?"
"Hey, wake up! It's just after five o'clock in Tel Aviv. You been sleeping on the job?"
"Oh, hello, Burke. I must have dozed off. I've been attempting to keep my eyes open until you called. How's it going there?"
"So far, so good. I'm supposed to get a call tomorrow afternoon with the answer, if it's available."
"You'll get it. You can count on that."
"He's got a computer problem to work out, but he said he would do what he could. What have you come up with?"
There was a slight pause. "I've got good news and bad news."
Burke frowned. "Oh, oh. Let's have the good first. Then maybe I can stomach the bad."
"Well, it seems our salesman came here from Singapore."
"Bingo."
"There's more. He talked about making another call, to someone in Lahaina."
"Lahaina… Maui… Hawaii?" Burke's heart quickened a beat. Robert Jeffries, the Rush Communications man, was in Hawaii on business at the time of the first call. Was he still there three days later?
"You've got it. I was going to call your old colleague and look into it, but the time difference made it too early there." He paused as if checking the clock. "It's eleven here. That would be ten in the morning. I'll give him a call after I hang up. But it sounds like we may have a real break."
"Great. Now, what about the bad news?"
Quinn's voice turned cold. "I'm being followed."
"What? Who would—"
"They're good. Two guys. I didn't pick them up at first. When I did, I decided to see if I could find out something about them."
"Did you?"
"Fortunately, an old friend from another organization called to warn me. They're Bulgarian."
"Bulgarian?" That was a shocker.
"Right. Used to work for the Bulgarian Intelligence Service."
"What would a couple of — you said 'used to'?"
"He thinks it unlikely they still do, with the way things have changed over there. Anyway, I haven't been involved in anything in their neck of the woods for a good while."
"Then why would they be tailing you?"
"Beats the hell out of me, but I don't like it at all. Just remember what I told you to do."
"Hey, you'll be okay." Cam could take care of those kinds of problems. He could disappear as quickly as a girl in a magician's box. At least he could have in the old days. “I hate to mention it,” Burke added, “but I may have picked up a tail, too.”
He told Cam about the bushy-browed, hook-nosed Arab he had spotted twice.
“There’s no way anyone should know you’re there except on a photographic assignment,” Cam said.
“Unless the people involved are who you don’t think they are.” He avoided using the term Mossad, in case the call was being intercepted. Cam would know what he meant.
“I still can’t believe that.”
"I should have an answer a little earlier tomorrow,” Burke said. “I'll call soon as I get the word."
He hung up the phone and stroked his heard, deep in thought. Why would a couple of former communist agents be tailing Cam Quinn in Hong Kong? Did it tie in somehow with the Mossad's interest in himself? If it were the Mossad, it must have something to do with Jabberwock. But what? What connection could there be between former East Block agents and the man from Rush Communications in Kansas City? None of it made sense. As he realized jet lag had begun to get a grip on him, the only thing that seemed to make sense now was to satisfy that gnawing in his stomach and crawl into bed. Maybe tomorrow things would be clearer.



Chapter 19

OYSTER ISLAND
The noon-day sun blistered the island with its merciless glow. The Jabberwock team and its overseers had Sundays off, but Gary Overmyer could find little to get excited about on this bleak little patch of sand. He was almost sorry he had agreed to be confined to the training site for three weeks. But, considering the money…
He wore his usual jungle fatigues. Dark stains of sweat circled his armpits. Ever the soldier, a gun belt and holstered pistol hung from his waist as he wandered down to the end of the island away from the buildings. There he found what appeared to be the remnants of a firing range. A rotting wooden post with a crossbar stood in front of a ten-foot high mound of deteriorating sandbags near the beach. He figured it had held a silhouette target, but whatever had once been there was long since obliterated by years of weather, wind, and salt water spray.
As Overmyer stood at the edge of the beach, with the noise of the breakers rolling in behind him, the crude cross conjured up memories of his boyhood in South Carolina. He remembered being dressed up in his Sunday best and sent scampering off to the little white church down the road, where the cross for a steeple was always the first thing he saw. That had been back in the fifties, an innocent time and a much simpler life.
He had lost his innocence and been initiated into the brutality of the real world when he went to Vietnam with the Army's Green Berets in the late sixties. He had survived more missions behind enemy lines than he cared to count, harrowing night sorties that required the employment of every ruse in the book, plus many an abuse that no one dared put on paper. Silent treks beneath a jungle canopy, constantly straining to hear the least telltale sound that could mean an ambush. Sometimes even more threatening were the villages where a kid at play or a woman with her wash might suddenly become an armed enemy.
He had stayed in the Army for a while after the war, but the built-up stresses eventually imploded in his head, landing him in a psychiatric ward. After his release, he returned to civilian life, tried but failed to stick it out with a succession of jobs until he turned to writing. It seemed at last he had found his niche. He wrote Vietnam War stories for adventure magazines and took on occasional freelance nonfiction assignments. But he always hung onto his Special Forces roots. He was invited to lecture on a few occasions at the Special Forces School at Fort Bragg, North Carolina. His biggest thrill, however, came when he took to the woods to practice his stealth on animals or any wayward humans with the misfortune to happen along. He stayed proficient with rifle and handgun, and though he never really harmed any of his quarry, he had scared the living bejesus out of many an unsuspecting camper or hiker. The sudden appearance of a combat soldier in full camouflage dress, his features darkened with face paint, automatic weapon at the ready, was enough to terrify the most blasé trekker. He likely would have ended up in jail except that no one had ever managed to catch him. He pulled his maverick maneuvers on a random basis, and never twice in the same location.
Now, eying the cross-shaped wooden stand at the old firing range, he decided a little target practice might be productive amusement for the moment. He picked up a handful of small shells from the beach, walked over to the stand and placed them at intervals along the crossbar. He moved back a distance of about twenty-five yards and unholstered his weapon, a Sig Sauer P220 .45 semiautomatic. The German-made, Swiss-design pistol was an older version of the P226, recently chosen as the official weapon of the Royal Canadian Mounted Police's Specialty Team, a SWAT-type organization. He had ordered a special sight that improved accuracy at longer distances.
Overmyer popped in a magazine and raised the gun, holding it with both hands. He squeezed off round after round until eight staccato explosions had crackled through the humid air. Eight seashells lay in fragments around the revetment.
"Most impressive," said a deep, German-accented voice behind him.
He turned to find the towering frame of Hans Richter leaning against a pine tree on the edge of the beach. Overmyer grinned. "Just trying to keep from getting rusty, Hans. Eight out of eight ain't bad." Then a sudden thought hit him. "Hey, you'd better watch it. You'll have sirens wailing all over this damned island."
Richter smiled, looking something like a good-natured gargoyle. "It's Sunday, remember? The security is turned off. Today they allow us the luxury of walking on the beach." Then his face returned to its more normal context, that of a chiseled frown. "Tell me truthfully, Gary, do you think this operation will be successful?" They had now been given the full details.
Overmyer raised an eyebrow. "I'd say the jury was still out on that. I've seen mortars fired lots of times. They're an area weapon. You normally use a forward observer and adjust your fire to zero in on the target. Pinpoint fire like this, I've got to see. They sure talk a good game. If the equipment works the way they say it will, who knows?"
Hans spread his large hands. "Why not use one or two high-powered rifles? I would guess you are better with a rifle than with that pistol."
Overmyer nodded. "With a scope, I could knock a fly off a cow's ass at a hundred yards. But you couldn't get a rifle anywhere near these guys. The windows don't open in those high-rise buildings where they'll be. You'd have to break a hole in the glass, and as soon as you did that, they'd have a sharpshooter cracking down on you. You wouldn't believe the security they'll have. Snipers on roof tops, cops all over the streets, everybody tied in with walkie talkies."
"So, maybe we just have to wait, eh? When the weapon is fired this week, we see how good we shall do."
"Hans, we're gonna blow those bastards out of this world, or I'll kiss your cotton-picking German ass."
Richter gave him a lopsided grin. Then his eyes turned cold. "It's obvious why I'm here. The Russians ruined everything for me. I am an outcast. I can't go home."
The East German secret police had begun to burn their records as soon as it became obvious that the forces of change had become irresistible. Overmyer was familiar with the story of how the people had reacted, battling to halt the destruction. No doubt Hans Richter's Stasi file had remained intact. His doom sealed.
"But why,” he continued, “are you here, Gary Overmyer?"
With a swift, practiced move, Overmyer ejected the empty magazine from his P220 and inserted a full one into the base of the pistol grip. He shoved the weapon back into its holster. There was bitter hatred in his eyes as he spoke.
"I want the bastards who were responsible for the death of the only girl who ever really meant anything to me."
It had been two years ago when he first spotted Natasha Alexandrovna Grinev. He saw her across a hotel lobby in Chicago, a petite girl with bright, sensitive eyes and the open, innocent smile of a child. She seemed almost swallowed up in the big Russian coat, a diminutive figure no larger than the cello case beside her. For a moment, she appeared to be a lost soul awaiting a rescuer, and Overmyer had been at the point of rushing to her aide when a large woman with a dour look reached over to tug at her arm. She was ushered toward a waiting elevator. In the bat of an eye, she was gone.
He saw other musicians milling about the lobby with their instruments. Inquiring at the desk, he was told they were the touring Moscow Radio Symphony Orchestra. Though his tastes tended more to country than classics, he rushed out immediately and bought a ticket to the evening's performance, finding a single seat close to the stage.
The next day, using his writer's credentials, he had bluffed his way through the protective cordon of Soviet functionaries and wangled an interview with what he learned was one of the orchestra's budding stars. The unhappy looking Amazon he had seen in the hotel lobby chaperoned the interview, but it had gone well. Natasha spoke passable English, and she was obviously impressed by the brash American writer.
He had followed the tour across the country and managed on occasion to sneak her out of her hotel after slipping a sleeping pill into her massive roommate's tea. It rapidly bloomed into a full-fledged romance.
After her return home, he had managed an assignment for an article on cultural exchanges and headed for Moscow. Caught up in the fervor of perestroika and glasnost, he had thought it would be a simple arrangement to marry Natasha and bring her back to the States. But he soon found the Soviets jealously guarded their art treasures, including virtuoso cellists. Attempts to get her an exit visa were rebuffed at every turn.
Overmyer traveled to Washington and sought help from a friendly senator, who put him in touch with the White House staff. With the President being courted by the Soviet leader, his hopes were raised. Phone calls and letters assured him the President had taken a personal interest in the case. But the answer was always the same maddening phrase: "be patient, these things take time."
He had tried going directly to the Soviets, contacting the Embassy in Washington and even writing a poignant letter to the Soviet president. The answer was virtually identical. "This is something it may be possible to work out, but it will take time."
Then disaster struck. On a trip back to Moscow to visit Natasha, he arrived to the shock of hideous news. She had been killed in the collapse of a poorly constructed concrete apartment building only hours before his arrival. He went completely berserk. He had tried to storm the Kremlin, pounding the impenetrable stone walls until his hands were bloody. They whisked him away and forcibly placed him on the next flight toward the United States.
A completely rational person would have realized that the accident was entirely unrelated to the delay in getting an exit visa for Natasha. But that description did not fit Gary Overmyer. Although he gave every appearance of being perfectly normal most of the time, he had not been completely rational for twenty years. As a result, he blamed Natasha's death squarely on the American and Russian leaders. He had been placed on the Secret Service list of people to look for in any area where the President planned to travel. The FBI had been asked to check on his whereabouts within the past week, only to be told that he had just left on a conducted tour of the Far East. The tour would not return until after June twentieth. The report was correct. However, what they did not learn was that, at the first stop in Hawaii, Overmyer had told the group leader he had been called home because of a family illness, but that he would catch up with the tour later. He had flown to New Orleans, where he was picked up by Ted and joined the caravan to Florida.
"Is her death what causes the dreams?" Richter asked when he had finished the story.
Overmyer frowned. "You've heard me at night?"
He nodded. "Crying, 'get out!'"
Overmyer dropped his head and kicked at the sand. "For years I had nightmares about Nam. AK's firing. Grenades exploding. People screaming. I'd wake up soaking wet. They finally tapered off. Then, after what happened to Natasha, they started again. I'd dream I saw that damned building ready to fall. I'd yell at her to get out, but it was too late. The concrete broke all apart and crushed her. I've gotten where I sleep real light. I try to wake up before the dream starts. You may have heard me going outside at ungodly hours. I just roam around and try to tire myself out till the dream won't come back."



Chapter 20

HONG KONG
The Pearl Hotel stood near the foot of Nathan Road in the midst of Kowloon's bustling commercial district, Tsim Sha Tsui. Looking down from his fifteenth floor window on Monday morning, Cameron Quinn could see the domed Space Museum to the left and beyond it ships from over the world crowding into Victoria Harbor. Shifting his gaze to the right brought one of those views that, had it been an instant photo, would have captured the essence of the place. He saw hundreds of workers spilling onto the sidewalks from the nearby MTR subway station like ants swarming from their nest. Crowds, he thought, was what Hong Kong was all about.
Somewhere down in that mass of humanity, he had no doubt, were two Bulgarians awaiting his next move. Well, let them wait. He wanted to have another chat with Miss Amy Lee, the pretty Chinese woman who served as receptionist-secretary at the Causeway Bay Business Centre. He had identified himself as an investigator from the United States Department of Defense. After first refusing to see him, she had wound up being totally cooperative. It turned out that Sam Allen, the pompous ass who served as Hong Kong Chief of Station, had badgered her with a heavy hand after receiving Quinn's request to check out the phone number of the intercept. Well, he would not dignify the idiot on Garden Road with so much as a courtesy call. He would report nothing to the Agency until he returned to Washington tomorrow. But he needed to chart a trail for Burke Hill in case anything should go wrong today. He ordered breakfast from room service and sat down at the table beside the window to write. As Burke would probably have admonished, this will likely be a total waste of time, he thought. But only the supremely confident could afford to forgo such an exercise in futility.
It was around ten by the time he had finished the lengthy letter, sealed it in an envelope and placed the document in the inside pocket of his seersucker jacket. He took the elevator down to the lobby and headed straight for the street, where a doorman hailed a taxi for him. He noted a small dusty blue Accord pulling in behind the cab as they sped out Mody Road and across to the Tsimshatsui Centre. Spotting a man scurrying out of the Honda as he entered the big shop-filled structure, Quinn promptly crossed over the elevated walkway to the Royal Garden Hotel. Striding quickly across the atrium lobby, lined with trees and greenery, he left via the entrance on the next street and took another taxi. After a succession of cab switches, he saw no further sign of the blue Honda. He instructed the driver to take the Cross-Harbour Tunnel to the Hong Kong side and deposit him at the entrance to the East Asia Bank on Queen's Road Central.
Banks are designed to project an image of strength and permanence. The East Asia's lobby achieved this through generous use of lustrous teak wood in walls, columns, tables, desks, you name it. Quinn took the teak-faced elevator to the fourth floor, where a receptionist sat beside a "Trustee Department" sign. He asked for Mr. Luk.
Moments later, a bespectacled Chinese stepped out of a nearby doorway and greeted him with a broad smile.
"Mr. Quinn, how good to see you again in Hong Kong. Please come in."
* * *
Before leaving the bank, Quinn stopped at a row of pay telephones and called the Causeway Bay Business Centre. Miss Lee answered.
"This is Mr. Logan Charles. I spoke with you yesterday about Emerson Dinwiddie, the salesman from London. You were most helpful, and I really appreciate it. I was wondering if I might drop by this afternoon and pose a few more questions?"
"I'm sorry, Mr. Charles, but I have to leave for an appointment shortly. I won't be back this afternoon. Could you make it in the morning?"
Quinn's voice mirrored his disappointment. "I'm afraid I'll be flying back to the States later tonight."
"Oh, I see. Well, if it's really important to you, you could come by my apartment this evening after seven."
"I hate to bother you at home," he said, "but if it isn't too much of an inconvenience, I would certainly appreciate it. Where do you live?"
"Shau Kei Wan, at the eastern end of the island."
"I could rent a car and drop by your place," he said, thinking aloud. "Then I could drive to Kai Tak in time for my flight." Traveling by rental car was not the best way to get around Hong Kong, if you valued your sanity. Traffic could only be described as atrocious, the drivers lethal. But he didn't want to miss his flight, and he feared there could be a problem finding a taxi in the area where Miss Lee lived. “Could you give me some directions?”
“It is back toward the hills,” she said, “away from the Typhoon Shelter. You must go up a curving road to get there. I could leave a map if you would like to come by my office this afternoon.”
“That would be fine, thanks.”
Though a bustling area along the island’s shoreline now, Shau Kei Wan was one of Hong Kong’s oldest settlements and had once boasted a sizeable fishing fleet. The protected harbor on Aldrich Bay called the Typhoon Shelter still served as home port for a number of deep-sea trawlers.
Next Quinn dialed the number for an innocuous governmental office that was in reality the local station for the British SIS. After a brief delay, Sydney Pinkleton came on the line.
"Cameron, you old walrus. You left them with nothing but a bit of air this time, what?"
Quinn smiled. "I thought your people would be watching. What did they do after I gave them the slip?"
"Wandered around rather lost at first. Then one of our young chaps managed a stupid move and they got onto him. Next thing you know, they've vanished on us. By the way, can you tell me yet why they should be watching you?"
"Unfortunately, no. I'll let you know if I can sort it out, though. I'm headed back for Washington tonight, Sydney. I really appreciate your covering my backside."
"Happy to oblige, old boy. Do take care."



Chapter 21

ISRAEL
The morning sun bore down relentlessly as Burke paid the taxi fare and stepped out into the square in Old Jaffa. He did not expect to hear from Ben Shallit until after noon. For the present, however, it was necessary to keep up the charade of his photo assignment. In the cab he had watched carefully for anyone following, but his escort was evidently being a bit more discreet today. No one had strayed close, and he saw nothing of the car that had trailed him yesterday.
He checked out the remnants of a third century B.C. catacomb in an excavation area opposite the Franciscan Monastery. Then he crossed the main square and followed the steps down into the shady alleyways. He found Shimon Haburski Street and strolled toward № 8, the traditional location of Simon the Tanner's House at the bottom of a stone stairway. He had read the previous evening the passage in Acts 10 about St. Peter's visit to the house in "Joppa." It appeared as nondescript as the rest of the neighborhood.
On leaving Simon the Tanner's, he casually swept the area with his camera as though searching for a good scenic shot. But with the 300mm lens mounted, it was like holding a telescope. Mingling with a group of tourists up the street appeared the slim figure with the familiar face, hooked nose, and heavy brows. He quickly punched the shutter and then moved on.
As he wandered about, shooting randomly with the Nikon, he toyed with the theory he had come up with yesterday, trying to refine it further. What if the Mossad had a source inside the Agency and knew positively that Cam was investigating Jabberwock? The trail would have led directly to Burke. And it could account for the surveillance of Cam in Hong Kong. But Bulgarians? Surely not the Mossad.
* * *
Burke lounged back in the upholstered chair, his feet propped on the side of the bed, reading a paperback mystery he had bought in the hotel gift shop. He glanced at his watch when the phone rang. It was three forty-five.
He grabbed the phone off the table.
"This is Mr. Benjamin," said the caller, obviously the voice of Ben Shallit, "am I speaking to Mr. Burke Hill?"
"That's correct."
"Mr. Hill," Shallit said in a bored, sing-song voice, "I have been checking on the name you inquired about, the man in Jaffa. I am sorry, but it appears that you must have been misinformed. I cannot find such a name listed."
Jabberwock was not in the Mossad's filing system. It wasn't the answer he had expected to hear. "Are you positive?" he asked.
"Oh, yes, quite positive. I'm sorry I couldn't be of more help."
"That's okay," Burke said, hoping the note of bewilderment in his voice might be taken by anyone listening in for disappointment. "Thanks anyway."
Now he really needed to consult with Cam about his surveillance. If it were not the Mossad, then who? He grabbed his small black notebook with its phone numbers and hurried out to the elevator. Evidently Cam had been right. The Israeli angle must have been intended only to divert them from the real answer to Jabberwock. Had the perpetrators of the operation sacrificed the Palestinian merely to hammer home the point? They were still no closer to any real answers unless Cam had come up with something new.
* * *
After a day of heat and humidity designed to produce soggy shirt collars, a steady rainfall added to the nightime gloom as the rented Nissan Sentra cruised into Shau Kei Wan. Like the rest of Hong Kong, its main streets were lined with shops and hotels and restaurants featuring gaudy signs and colorful banners. Outside the primary business area, including the uphill location of Miss Lee’s apartment, wet, darkened pavement made travel treacherous for the unfamiliar driver. The Sentra approached slowly, the broadening cones of its headlights sweeping the road ahead, then parked beside a few other cars in front of the apartment. Cameron Quinn sat for a few minutes, his eyes scouring the street in both directions. There was no traffic. He finally climbed out of the car and strode up to the building.
After Quinn had gone inside, two men dressed in black got out of a car parked in front of the building next door. One of them laid a pair of night-vision binoculars on the seat before closing the door. They hurried across to the Sentra. Maneuvering his tools expertly — cars were his specialty — the shorter man had the door open in seconds. He switched off the dome light and pressed the hood release. Turning to the passenger side, he took out a flashlight and a screwdriver and bent over the fender. He adjusted the idle screw and closed the hood. It was best done with the motor running, but that would have caused too much noise. Next they poured most of a bottle of whiskey over the front seat, then dropped the bottle on the floorboard.
Twenty minutes later, Quinn appeared at the front door with Amy Lee. They chatted for a few moments and he headed for the car, his eyes moving back and forth. He shoved the key into the lock and pulled the door open. It left him slightly off balance. At that moment a pair of large hands reached around him. His arms were pinned to his body in an unyielding grip.
“What the hell—!”
A piece of tape was slapped across his mouth as he struggled against his captor. It was no contest. The large man held him as though he’d been caught in the jaws of a rigid mechanical clamp. He shifted his eyes just in time to see the smaller man reach out with a syringe. He tried to twist away but felt the needle prick his upper arm. As he quickly became disoriented, his muscles relaxed and they placed him on the seat behind the steering wheel.
Quinn had parked facing downhill, a position that would allow for a quick getaway. The smaller man picked up the keys where they had fallen and started the car. The engine began to race. He straightened the wheels in line with the street. With one foot on the ground, he pressed the other on the brake, leaned across Quinn and pushed the gear shift into drive. The Sentra bucked, throwing him backwards. The door slammed as the car sped off down the hill.
* * *
Burke finally got through to the Pearl Hotel operator. "I'm calling from overseas," he said. "I would like to speak with Mr. Logan Charles in room fifteen-fifteen, please."
There was a long wait, and then a Chinese-accented voice came on the line. "Who is speaking, please?"
"This is Burke Hill in Tel Aviv. I want to speak with Logan Charles."
"Are you relative of Mr. Charles?"
Burke was becoming a bit exasperated. "No, I'm not a relative. I'm a business partner. Where is Logan Charles?"
"Sorry to tell you, Mr. Hill. Has been accident. Automobile accident. Police call us to see if family here. Mr. Charles in Ruttonjee Hospital. Very bad."
For a moment, Burke was shocked into silence. Then he asked hesitantly, "When did it happen?"
"Police say eight o'clock."
He did some quick computations. It would have been about two hours ago. "Can you tell me his condition, anything else about the accident?"
"So sorry. I know nothing more."
"Well, thanks for the information," he said. "I'll try to get in touch with his family."
Would Lori know yet, he wondered? This was terrible. "Very bad," the man had said. He was alive, at least. Burke looked back in his book and called the number for Clipper Cruise & Travel in Rosslyn. After several rings, he heard a recording.
"Clipper Cruise & Travel is closed for the Memorial Day holiday. Thank you for calling—"
He slammed down the phone. Damn it, he should have remembered the holiday. It was just ten a.m. in Washington, and Lori had gone sailing off Virginia Beach. She wouldn't be home until late that evening. He checked his watch. It was now a little after four in the afternoon in Tel Aviv. He put in a call to the U.S. Consulate General in Hong Kong, the State Department’s largest such mission in the world. He asked if they had any information on American Logan Charles who had been injured in an automobile accident.
“We were notified by the police,” a pleasant-voiced woman replied. “We’ve sent a representative to the hospital, but I haven’t heard anything back from him.”
Burke thought it likely the representative was a CIA man. He thanked her and hung up. According to Cam’s itinerary, he should have been boarding his flight home by now. Was it a taxicab accident on the way to the airport, or something more sinister? He called El Al and asked about flights to Hong Kong. There would be nothing with the right connections for several hours. He checked his notes for Hawthorne Elliott’s private number and punched it in. A message said Mr. Elliott was not available.
After a brief deliberation, Burke decided his best course was to return to Washington and provide support for Lori in getting to her father’s beside. He talked again to a woman at El Al.
"We have a flight through London to New York that would make connections to Washington,” she said. “It departs Tel Aviv at six-fifteen."
"Can you get me on it?"
"There is space available, sir, but with the early baggage check-in requirement, there is barely enough time."
"I only have two small bags," he replied.
"Where are you, sir?"
"At a hotel on Ha Yarkon."
"My advice would be to get over to the El Al bus terminal as quickly as possible and check your bags, then hurry on out to the airport."
Burke raced back to his room and threw his clothes in the bag, then grabbed the camera case and rushed back down to check out. He hailed the first taxi in sight and told the driver to see how fast he could get to the airline bus terminal.
Thirty minutes later he was running into the terminal at Ben Gurion, looking for the El Al ticket counter. He sweated out the line until he could give the agent his ticket and passport and explain that his return flight had been moved up. Only when he finally received his boarding pass did he begin to relax a bit.
He detoured by a restroom before heading for the security check-in point. As he came out, a tall, wiry man wearing a light brown jacket with an open-collared shirt approached him. It was typical Israeli informal business dress.
"Pardon me," said the swarthy man in a clipped voice, "are you Mr. Burke Hill?"
Burke's eyes narrowed. Could it be something to do with Cam Quinn? "I sure am," he said.
"Let me your see passport." The tone was rough, demanding.
Burke automatically reached for the pocket where he carried his passport, then balked. Something didn't seem right. He wasn't sure what at first. For one thing, there was a universal characteristic about authorities, be they policemen, immigration officers, various kinds of inspectors. He knew, for he had lived among them for nearly a dozen years. They were almost universally polite in approaching ordinary citizens. They used words like "sir" and "please." This one was brusque to the point of rudeness. "Who are you?" he asked, frowning.
The man drew a black plastic folder from his jacket, popped it open for just an instant and then snapped it closed. "Security Police," he said, jamming the identification back into his pocket.
"Hold on, brother," Burke said, raising his hands in a halting gesture. He shifted his feet into a defensive stance. "Let me see that once more, please. Slowly."
The man scowled. "We have some questions for you, Mr. Hill. Your passport. Now!"
"I'm not parting with this passport until I see that ID, and I'm convinced you're entitled to ask for it."
The man had put his right hand into his coat pocket and seemed to be gripping something, undoubtedly a pistol. Looking past him, Burke saw a uniformed airport policeman walking in their direction. He made a calculated decision. He had never known a police officer reluctant to identify himself properly. That only left the Mossad, and if they were not involved in Jabberwock, they should have no interest in him. The odds were overwhelming that this guy was not legitimate.
The man reached out his left hand as if to seize Burke's arm. "You will come with—"
Burke drew back, his eyes like stones. "Friend, unless your orders are to shoot me and risk certain capture by that policeman coming this way, I suggest you get the hell out of here." With that, he turned toward the policeman, who was now only about twenty feet away, raised his arm and called out, "Officer!"
The policeman was suddenly alert, his hand moving to the belt next to his sidearm. The thin man shifted his eyes in alarm as Burke started toward the waiting officer. Holding his breath, careful to give the policeman a clear line of sight to the intruder, Burke strode forward. He pulled his boarding pass from his pocket. He held it out, glancing back quickly at the imposter, who had ducked his head and was hurrying away.
Burke smiled, to put the officer at ease. "I'm on the El Al flight to London and New York. Which security check point do I need to go through?"
The policeman looked quickly at the boarding pass then toward the back of the tall, thin man. "Was that fellow causing any problem, sir?"
Burke shrugged. "He was acting a bit peculiar."
"Go through that area over there," the officer said, pointing, then hurried off in the direction of the retreating brown jacket.
Burke moved quickly to the sanctuary of the security area, where he found a seat and waited for the boarding call, worrying and wondering about Cam Quinn. Somebody was definitely trying to throw up roadblocks. Could Cam's wreck have been something other than an accident?



Chapter 22

ARLINGTON, VIRGINIA
It was eleven p.m. when Burke's flight arrived at Washington National. He’d had plenty of time to get his thoughts in order and decided the best source to learn about Quinn was Hawthorne Elliott. He located a pay phone and dialed the CI chief’s private number.
"Yes?" Hawk Elliott's curt voice snapped over the wire.
"This is Burke Hill, Mr. Elliott. What have you heard about Cam Quinn?"
"You know about the accident?"
"Yes, sir. Only the barest of details. That it happened about eight p.m. Hong Kong time, eight this morning your time."
"They brought him in unconscious. Don't give him much chance to live." The voice was barren of feeling, hollow as a rotten log. But it was the shock of what he said, not the manner of delivery, that struck Burke.
"Oh, God! What happened?"
"What the hell would you expect? Mix booze with the man's driving habits. He's a maniac behind the wheel. You have a perfect prescription for disaster."
"But… but," Burke stammered, "he's been off the booze."
"You mean he was supposed to have been off the booze. I've talked with our station chief. A blood test at the hospital showed a heavy concentration of alcohol."
Burke's jaw dropped as he stared at the telephone. He couldn't believe it. Cam had seemed perfectly sober when they talked. As for his suicidal driving habits, there was no contesting that. He had to admit that he’d only been around Cam for a few days. He couldn't vouch for how strong his friend's will might have been if a bottle of Scotch were placed before him. But he had carefully avoided it while Burke was around.
"We won't be needing your services any further," Elliott added.
Burke wasn't sure he had heard correctly. "I've just gotten back from Tel Aviv where—"
"I know where you've been." The voice had gone from cool to cold.
"But what about Cam? What did he report from Hong Kong?"
"Mr. Quinn has reported absolutely nothing. As far as I'm concerned, he's drawn a complete blank. I'm assigning the case to a new man who will have to start over from scratch."
"But I've received information—"
"Hill, I caution you to remember your security oath. Whatever information you have received regarding this case or any other agency operation is highly classified. You will not divulge it to anyone under any circumstance. Incidentally, I found the part of your FBI file that Quinn hid from me. For your own good, I suggest you get back to your mountain hideaway. Forget you ever heard of Cameron Quinn, or Hawthorne Elliott, and, especially, Jabberwock. It would be unhealthy to do otherwise. Do I make myself clear?"
Burke's face became flushed and his breathing quickened. "Are you threatening me?"
Elliott’s voice was calm and deliberate. "I do not make threats, Mr. Hill. Only promises."
It suddenly hit Burke that this was deja vu… J. Edgar Hoover and the Bureau all over again. You're fired! Get the hell out of here and don't come back! It left him momentarily speechless.
Before he could utter another word, Elliott's voice came back with a final, sharp, "Good-bye." The line went dead.
Burke was not a person easily provoked. He normally showed minimal emotion. It had once led his ex-wife, during the heat of a one-sided argument, to call him a "cold fish." But, on rare occasions, he had been known to lash out with sudden fury at the source of his anger. And right now he was on the verge of developing a full-fledged rage. He jammed another coin into the slot and reached toward the number pad to re-dial Elliott. But when he glanced down at his notebook, he saw Lori's name and number instead. His hand froze. She should be home by now. Had she heard?
He punched in her number, forgetting Hawk Elliott.
"Hello?" The voice seemed small and faraway.
"Lori, this is Burke. Are you all right?"
"Burke, did you hear?" She seemed to be sobbing softly.
"I heard. Look, I'm at National. I just got back. I'll grab a cab and get over there as fast as I can. Is anyone with you?"
"No, I haven't… please come over."
Burke claimed his bag, grabbed the camera case and rushed out to the taxi stand. He gave the driver Lori's address and sat back in the darkness. With Washington cabbies mentioning rush wasn’t necessary. They only operated at one speed, breakneck. He watched the lights flash by as they sped up the George Washington Parkway. Everything was changed now from the way it had been two days ago when he had driven along this same route, going in the opposite direction with Lori. Maybe Elliott was wrong. Cam might still live. He had to.
* * *
By the time Burke arrived at the fashionable condominium complex, he found a completely different person from the voice on the phone. There were no more tears. She was calm, efficient, organized. He would have been shocked except that he recalled Cam's description of how she had stood by him like a trouper after her mother's death.
"Thanks for coming, Burke," she said. "I'm afraid I had just been rather overwhelmed by the news when you called."
"Did you talk to Hawk Elliott?"
"No. I had an urgent-sounding message from Kingsley Marshall on my answering machine. When I returned his call, he told me what had happened. He said Dad was in critical condition. I've already called for reservations. We can get a flight out at six in the morning." She looked up at him through troubled eyes. "You did want to go?"
“Absolutely.” He had been told to forget Jabberwock, which was fine with him. But Cam Quinn was in a hospital in critical condition. He felt that both Cam and Lori needed his moral support. "I've been worried sick about Cam all the way from Tel Aviv. I started to head to Hong Kong from there, but they had no flights for several hours.”
"You've already been traveling a full night. You must be exhausted. I have a spare bedroom you can use. It won't be too long, though, before we'll have to head back to National Airport."



Chapter 23

ABOVE THE PACIFIC
Burke and Lori enjoyed the privacy of their own two-seat row on the left aisle of the crowded 747. They had caught a direct flight out of San Francisco, and as the big jet streaked westward, Lori questioned him about his FBI career, a subject he had barely mentioned at dinner the previous Friday. After weighing his options, Burke decided to tell her the full story. He related all the details, distressing as well as favorable, as he had done for Cam earlier. The Goon Squad episode, how it had sabotaged his marriage, the abortive effort to infiltrate the mob and its agonizing aftermath. He also recounted his adventures, and sometimes hilarious misadventures, in concert with Cameron Quinn.
"Now you know all about my checkered past," he said finally. "It's your turn for show and tell. I'd like to know what you did during those years with the Agency. Cam said you had used your work as a writer and a travel agent as cover. That meant you were out in the cold, didn't it? No diplomatic immunity."
"That's true. But I wasn't in all that much danger most of the time."
"I'm a little surprised Cam didn't try to talk you out of following in his footsteps," Burke said.
"He did when he found out," she said with a grin. "It was a little late by then, though."
"You signed on without his knowledge?"
She nodded. "One of his old colleagues, a close friend from over the years, was chief of the Soviet/East Europe Division when I was at Wisconsin. He was in the Madison area on business and came by to see me. That was in January of my senior year. In those days, when somebody invited you out to lunch at a nice restaurant, you didn't hesitate. Anything to get away from campus for awhile. Anyway, he asked what my plans were after graduation, if I was interested in working for a newspaper. Of course, I said I was. He knew I was fluent in French, and he asked if I would like to work in Paris. That hooked me. It didn't matter that I would have a few non-journalistic duties now and then, or that I'd have to go through a CIA training program first. I was primed for adventure."
"Did he get you the job?"
"He set it up. He knew the right people."
A smiling flight attendant stopped with a drink cart. Burke chose coffee and Lori took a Coke. When she moved on, Burke looked back at his seatmate.
"When did Cam find out?"
"At graduation. By then they had already done my background investigation, and I had a reporting date for processing."
"What did he say?"
She laughed. "What could he say? I knew he worked for the Agency, but I didn't know what he did. He told me intelligence work wasn't the glamour thing the movies tried to make of it. He said much of the time it could be as boring as any other job. But on occasion it could become as dangerous as anything you could think of. He just wanted to make sure I knew what I was getting into."
"Did you find it that way?"
"What way?"
"Boring."
She shrugged. "Oh, sure. A lot of the time. A lot of what I did at first was like an extension of my newspaper work. I just dug a little deeper into the facts than normally."
"I got the impression from some things you said before that it wasn't all that boring."
* * *
Lori sat in the window seat and gazed out at the billowing clouds that floated below like piles of foamy white suds on an invisible sea. How right he was. There had been many times when she wondered what had led her to choose a job like that, one where at any moment you might find yourself caught out on a limb with one of the bad guys wielding a saw. She was convinced that only her thorough training, the support of her Agency colleagues, and her Dad's timely advice had brought her through.
"That's why I cautioned you about being prepared for anything," she said. "I guess the hairiest operation I got involved in was my last one. I was working for the travel agency then. I had taken a tour group to Czechoslovakia and Hungary when I received instructions from my Agency contact to get an important Soviet scientist out of Budapest. Seems he wanted to defect, but Langley strongly suspected that most of the local station's assets had been compromised. They thought I could get him out with my tour group."
Burke frowned. "Did something go wrong?"
"Everything went wrong." She gave him a pained look. "He was to slip away in the midst of a conference he was attending. I had a French passport for him. I bought a couple of suitcases and filled them with men's clothing to serve as his luggage. I put his new name on the tags and added them to the group's baggage on the morning we were to leave."
"You were going to pass him as one of the tourists?"
"That was the plan. But when I took a taxi to the agreed upon meeting spot near the conference hotel, he didn't show. I waited as long as I could, then rushed back to my hotel. I found him there, hiding behind a large potted plant in the lobby."
Burke grinned. "What was his problem?"
She smiled, too. "It sounds amusing now, but believe me, it wasn't then. When he was leaving the meeting, he bumped into his KGB escort. He was resourceful, though. Told the guy he was looking for a place to buy some pain medicine. Claimed he had a terrible headache and was going to his room to lie down. The escort obligingly gave him a couple of pills. He took the elevator to his floor, then walked down the stairs and out the back way. It was past our rendezvous time, and he was afraid I wouldn't wait for him, so he had taken another cab to my hotel."
"What else went wrong?"
"The worst was yet to come. When you travel as a tour guide, you get to know the people in your groups pretty well. Some of them like to talk a lot, some hardly say a word. And you usually find one or two who can be counted on to cause problems. I had taken aside the ones I thought needed to be told. I explained that we had a French gentleman who wanted to join us for the remainder of the tour, which was going back through Vienna. I told them he was a retiring sort who didn't like to be fussed over. I said we shouldn't bother him with any comments or questions about his being new on the tour."
"They didn't take your warning to heart?"
"On the contrary, I had no problem with them. I gave him his badge and brought him over to where our group had gathered before going out to board the bus. I was checking my list to be sure everyone was there when a little old lady who hadn't said two words the whole tour walked up to him and stared at his badge. 'Who are you?' she said right in front of our local tourism contact. 'You haven't been with us before.'"
"Was the contact a security type?"
"Undoubtedly. He went over to a telephone to make a call. I grabbed one of my good guys and asked him to create a diversion. He didn't know what was going on, but I knew he was sharp enough to get the picture. He started a loud argument that drew attention away from me and my scientist. I whisked him out a rear door."
From stories she had done in her newspaper days, Lori was familiar with the river boats that traveled up and down the Danube. They carried on commerce between the countries of Central Europe, operating between East and West. She had heard from other CIA people that some of the captains could be hired to transport illicit cargo. At the riverfront, she located a French-speaking German boat captain who agreed to take on two passengers for a sizable fee. Using a French passport she carried, Lori posed as the captain's mistress, while the Russian traveled as an extra crewman. After several close calls with river patrols, the captain managed to get them up the Danube, which marked the Czech-Hungarian border, and into Austria.
"I can see why that would have been your last Agency assignment," Burke said. "Sounds like you did a helluva job getting him out, though."
"The operation was a success, but I blew my cover. And I blew my job with the travel agency. They didn't take too kindly to having a tour group abandoned in Budapest."
"I'd think not. But the story explains why you insisted I keep that extra passport handy."
"Right. I'd have been in deep trouble if I hadn't had mine. After that I decided to go back home and give the travel business a try. I found the Agency had been looking into the need for an outside travel service, and they agreed to help me get started."
Clipper Cruise & Travel became an almost instant success. She worked hard to put it on a firm footing, then began a slow but steady expansion. After her marriage a couple of years later, that growing success turned out to be the Achilles' heel of the relationship with her husband. It revealed an ego problem that ultimately wrecked her marriage. Her husband had turned abusive when he couldn't accept a wife who was more successful in business.
The most startling thing she revealed to Burke, though, was the real meaning of her earlier comment that she had been born into the clandestine world. She had learned only recently, following her mother's death, that she was not the natural child of Cameron and Julia Quinn.
"You remember Dad saying that I was born in Hungary? He had been in contact with some of the leaders of the uprising. One was a young economist, early thirties, about the same age as Dad. His wife was pregnant and went into labor in the midst of all the turmoil. When the Russians began their crackdown, he asked Dad to look after the baby should anything happen. The AVO — Hungarian secret police — captured him and came to the hospital for his wife. Mother was in the same hospital, on the same ward. She had just undergone a hysterectomy. With the help of a friend in the British MI6, and a cooperative doctor, they got the records switched to show that Mrs. Julia Quinn had given birth to a baby girl. Me. My real parents were never heard from again."
"So you're really Hungarian," Burke said, intrigued.
She grinned. "Actually, but not really. I'm as American as apple pie. I have an American birth certificate, and no records exist anywhere to argue otherwise."
"Okay. Granted, you're one hundred percent Yankee. But you have what I now see as a Hungarian characteristic, something that intrigued me from the moment I saw you at your office last week. Sort of a sultry, gypsy-like quality. Mystery woman."
"Now you're embarrassing me," she said, lowering her eyes, giving her head a shake.
"I didn't mean to. It's really very charming. Now I understand something else, too. I wondered how a good Catholic like Cam could have only one child."
"Yes, I'd love to have had some brothers and sisters, but it wasn't possible." She glanced at her watch. "I think that's enough true confessions for awhile. We'd better try to get a little shut-eye before we reach the South China Sea."
The next time the stewardess came down the aisle, she could see nothing but two soundly sleeping passengers, one with dark hair tumbled onto the other's shoulder. Crossing the International Date Line, they lost a day as they slept.
* * *
The pregnant-looking Boeing jet swept down over the teeming harbor in the early afternoon, skimming above its conglomeration of ferries, ancient junks, ocean-going container ships, and lighters that carried cargo to and from the occasional freighter. Smoothly it slipped onto the long ribbon of concrete at Kai Tak Airport. Lori and Burke quickly checked through customs and immigration and headed out to the line of taxis. They went directly to Ruttonjee Hospital in the Wan Chai area west of Shau Kei Wan.
At the hospital, they were shunted about with bureaucratic dispassion, winding up in a small waiting area. When the clerical collar came through the door, Burke knew the news was not good.
"Mrs. Quinn?" said the chaplain tentatively. He obviously took Burke for her husband. "Mr. Logan Charles' daughter?"
Lori gave a brief nod, her eyes beginning to glisten.
"I regret to have to tell you that your father passed away about thirty minutes ago. If there is anything I can do to be of assistance… "
Lori looked around at Burke, then closed her eyes tightly and bit at her lower lip. She could have screamed, pounded her fists against the bearer of such hideous news, filled her handkerchief with a flood of tears. He would not have blamed her. After the conversation with Hawk Elliott, Burke had been prepared for the worst. He wasn't sure Lori had been. But as he put his arm around her, he felt her body stiffen, and then she opened her eyes.
"I want to see him," she said in a steady voice.
The chaplain took a deep breath. "He's rather badly battered. It would be better to remember him as you last saw him, rather than in his present condition."
"Don't you need someone to identify the body?" she asked with calm practicality.
The chaplain was obviously unprepared for her reaction. "Uh… that won't be necessary, Mrs. Quinn. There's a gentleman from the U. S. Consulate General there now."
There was a determination in her eyes that defied any opposition. "I want to see my father," she repeated.
He shot a pleading glance at Burke, who offered no help, then nodded his acquiescence. "Come with me."
They followed him through a maze of corridors and onto an elevator to the next floor. He finally stopped outside a room where a serious looking man with tousled brown hair, late-forties, stood talking with a white-clad Chinese doctor. The man turned and gave Lori a knowing look.
"You're his daughter," he said. It was not a question. "I'm terribly sorry about, uh, Mr. Charles. I'm Sam Allen, Political Attache at the Consulate General." He said it as though he expected his audience to be duly impressed.
Burke suspected he was something more than an attaché.
"I want to see my father," Lori repeated to the sober-faced Chinese physician.
He glanced around at the chaplain, who nodded. "They have just been removing the respirator, IV's, oxygen, all the paraphernalia," the doctor said. "He looks pretty bad but he didn't suffer. He was unconscious from the time the ambulance brought him in." He held the room door open for her.
Burke turned to Allen. "I'm Burke Hill. I've been working with Logan Charles."
Allen nodded, eyes narrowing. "Yes, I was told you might be coming."
That settled it. Allen was CIA all right. Hawk Elliott had guessed he wouldn't take that advice to forget everything and go back to the Smokies.
"I must go leave word of my whereabouts," the chaplain said apologetically. "I shall be back in a few minutes." He walked off down the corridor.
Burke followed Lori into the room. An IV stand with a plastic bag hanging from a crossbar stood beside the bed, its tubes drooping down toward the floor. A metal tray holding several instruments sat nearby. The mortal remains of Cameron Quinn lay under a white sheet pulled up to his chin. Ugly spots of blood stained the covering. His bare arms stretched out at his sides, atop the sheet. Heavy bandages hid most of his skin, though one wrist was left bare, bruised and bloody where the IV had been removed. Parts of his face that weren’t covered with gauze bore garish purple bruises. He hardly resembled the man Burke had dined with at Lori’s condo a few nights ago.
It was painful to see. Burke began to question what he might have done to avoid this, but he knew it was a futile exercise. Cam Quinn was doing what he loved to do. He took every precaution, but he wasn’t averse to taking a necessary risk. Something had gone badly wrong.
As Lori turned to the doctor and asked a question, Burke stepped out to the corridor to confront Allen. "How did the accident happen?"
"He was driving a rented car east of here in the area of Shau Kei Wan,” Allen said. “It was dark and rainy. The roads around there are hilly, lots of curves. He didn't make one of them. Not a skid mark. The car was a mess. According to the blood test, he was bombed out of his gourd."
Burke bristled. Even if it were true, he didn't appreciate Allen putting it so crudely. "That's what Hawk Elliott said. I find it hard to believe. He was determined to stay off the booze."
"Look, pal, I've seen the official police report. Believe me, it's there, alcohol two-point-zero."
Burke shook his head. "What was he doing on this side of the island?"
"Hell, how should I know? He never even bothered to check in with me. I wouldn't have known he was in town if one of his old SIS buddies hadn't called looking for him. Said their people reported he was staying at the Pearl. Obviously he was out boozing it up somewhere."
Burke showed a pained frown. "It doesn't make any sense."
Allen gave a hoarse laugh. "It's a damned idiotic world we live in these days, pal. If you find something that makes sense, let me know, will you? Say, what name is his daughter using?"
"Her own," Burke said coolly. "Lorelei Quinn."
Lori came out of the room just then, the doctor gripping her arm. Her face was pale but the determined look had not diminished.
"If you'll call me in the morning, Miss Quinn," Allen offered, "I'll help you make arrangements to fly him back to the States. Unless you need something else now, I'll get on back to the office."
And report on my whereabouts, Burke thought.
"No," Lori said. "Thank you very much. I'll call in the morning."
Burke took her hand as Allen walked away. "Sure you're okay?"
She nodded. "Thanks. I'll be all right."
He turned to the white-coated Chinese. "There's one thing we have a problem with, doctor. Mr. Charles had sworn off drinking. Yet Sam Allen said a blood test showed two-point-zero alcohol."
The doctor glanced apprehensively at Lori. "Yes, that's true."
Lori's mouth opened in shock. She shook her head vehemently. "It can't be! He wouldn't!"
Burke still had some doubts, but he wanted to make sure, especially for Lori’s benefit. "Mightn't there have been a mistake in the lab?"
"I hardly think so," the doctor said.
"Lori, my dear, I just got word. I'm terribly distressed." They looked around as a short, distinguished looking gray-haired man came hurrying up the corridor in front of the chaplain.
Lori ran to meet him and threw her arms around him. "Uncle Sydney!" She buried her head into his shoulder and her steely resolve finally broke into muffled sobs.
"There, there, dear," he said in a soothing tone. "Have yourself a good cry. It's perfectly all right."
After a few minutes, she began to pull herself back together, and Burke gave her a handkerchief to dry her eyes.
The older man held out his hand. "And who do we have here? I'm Sydney Pinkleton, Lori's godfather."
"Burke Hill," he said, shaking the hand. "I'm an old friend of…" he hesitated, remembering to use the pseudonym, "Logan Charles."
Pinkleton nodded. "Yes, I've heard him speak of you. Terrible tragedy. I had just talked with him Monday morning."
Lori managed a wan smile. "Remember I told you about Dad's friend in Budapest, Burke? That was Sydney."
The MI6—or SIS — man, Burke recalled. No doubt he was the one Cam mentioned having reported the ex-East Bloc agents on his tail. "It's a pleasure to meet you," Burke said. Then he had an idea. It was probably beating a dead horse, but he thought it best to clear up Lori's doubts. "Maybe you can help us with a little problem here."
"Certainly. Be happy to help any way I can."
"The doctor says they ran a blood-alcohol test and it showed two-point-zero. Lori says her Dad had been on the wagon for months. I should think a re-test would clear things up."
"Well, now," Pinkleton said, suddenly shifting to an all-business tone, turning to the physician. "I am with Her Majesty's Government, sir. Why don't we just have another test run and see what it shows?"
The doctor bowed solicitously. "Let me go call the laboratory." He hurried off to a nearby nurses' station.
The chaplain excused himself again, leaving the three of them alone.
"You say he had given up the Scotch?" Pinkleton said, lowering his voice. "I heard about the suspension last year."
"He hadn't had a drink in months," said Lori. "I could swear to that. Why would he do this now?"
Pinkleton shrugged. "Pressure, perhaps. Though I must say he certainly sounded in a jovial mood when we talked Monday. Do you know anything about the case he was involved in?"
"No, but Burke was working with him."
Was is correct, Burke thought, but he made no allusion to his conversation with Hawk Elliott.
"Were you aware that he was being followed?" Pinkleton asked.
"Yes," Burke said. "I called him from Tel Aviv Sunday night. He told me there were a couple of Bulgarians."
"That's correct. We had run up on them before. A pair of real nasties, worked for the old Bulgarian intelligence service. One of them was suspected of involvement in that attempt to assassinate the Pope. They followed Cameron from the hotel Monday morning, but he shook them off. Unfortunately, we lost track of them after that."
Lori listened with a concerned frown. "Do you think they might have had something to do with this accident?"
Pinkleton folded his arms and shook his head. "I see no cause to consider that at the moment. Unless Cameron were on the brink of making some major breakthrough."
"He had just turned up our first real lead, but I don't know how far he'd been able to pursue it," Burke said.
The doctor came back, towing a younger Chinese, hardly more than a teenager, dressed in a white laboratory coat. The doctor faced them with a somber look. "I'm sorry. We have a problem." He glanced at the youth.
The boy hung his head, avoiding their eyes. "The test tube dropped. Broke," he said in a low, barely audible voice. "No more blood sample."
"Shit!" Burke could only shake his head. How the hell could he have been so careless? That left no way to disprove the test results.
The lab technician bit at his lower lip. He was breathing hard, trembling, obviously a nervous wreck. "It's the truth. I'm very sorry."
Burke saw Sydney Pinkleton making a mental note of the name on the boy's badge. "Let me go take a look at the police report, and I'll get back to you," Pinkleton said. "Will you be at the Pearl?"
Lori nodded. "If we can get rooms there."
* * *
It was late afternoon by the time they arrived back in Kowloon. A sympathetic manager at the Pearl Hotel provided them with connecting rooms. He had already turned over "Mr. Charles'" personal effects to representatives of the U. S. Consulate General. He wasn't aware, of course, that they were from the CIA.
Burke ordered a bottle of Blue Nun from room service and they sat at the table in Lori's room.
"Did you give a report to Sam Allen while I was in the room at the hospital?" Lori asked.
"You might as well know," he said, agitation in his voice. "I talked with Hawk Elliott as soon as I got back to Washington from Israel. He told me to butt out, said I was no longer needed. He didn't even want to listen to what I'd found out in Tel Aviv. Said Cam hadn't reported anything to him and they would have to start the whole investigation over from scratch."
"That's stupid," she said. "I'm sure you could tell them a lot more than what they know now."
"My sentiments exactly. But I'm afraid Mr. Elliott lets his animosity toward Cam get the better of his good judgment."
"They never got along."
Burke sipped at the wine. Should he go all the way and tell her about Jabberwock? Now that he thought about it, this accident was exactly what Cam had feared. In the morning he would have to carry out Cam's instructions and call on Mr. Luk at the East Asia Bank. Or would it be better for both him and Lori to just forget the whole thing, put Hong Kong behind them, and go back and try to pick up their lives where they had left off?
Lori Quinn had a perceptive and analytical mind and obviously saw right through his dilemma. "You're trying to decide what to tell me," she said. "If it has any possible bearing on my father's death, I want to know."
He considered for a moment giving her the whole story, but what to do about Jabberwock was his problem. There was no need to drag her into it. She had enough on her mind with worrying about her father's death, the details of getting him home, a funeral, and winding up his affairs.
He shook his head and took a long swallow of wine. "No," he lied, "I was just thinking about that bastard, Elliott. As far as he's concerned, if you aren't a CIA insider, you don't have enough sense to run a kindergarten operation."
"He knows his business," Lori said. "But I think he goes around half the time with blinders on."
The phone suddenly jangled on the bedside table.
Lori picked up the phone and heard her godfather’s voice.
"Lori, this is Sydney. I have just gone over the police report and spoken with the investigating officer."
"What did you find, Uncle Sydney?"
"Nothing helpful. The report states rather flatly that the cause of the accident was driving under the influence of alcohol. The car reeked with the odor. Of course, that of itself is hardly conclusive. An open, nearly empty bottle was found on the floor. The officer said it was dark and rainy, on a hill. There were no witnesses."
"I still can't, won't believe he was drunk," she said sadly.
"I know. I can't blame you. But it appears there isn't much chance of proving otherwise. The young lab chap was bothersome. Terribly nervous. But he had lost face. For a Chinese, that's disastrous."
"The question is, was it his second blunder?" she said.
"Yes. I know what you mean. If I turn up anything else, I'll get back to you."
"Thanks, Uncle Sydney. You're a dear. Let's keep in touch."
"By all means."
Burke looked across as she hung up the phone. "No luck?"
"No luck." She repeated what Pinkleton had told her. "What do you think really happened, Burke?"
"I don't know. It might help if that damned Sam Allen was concerned enough to do a little follow-up checking."
She made a sudden decision. "I'm going to call him."
A few minutes later, she had Allen on the phone. "Were you aware that my father was being followed in Hong Kong by two Bulgarians?"
"Negative," said Allen. "Who told you that, Burke Hill?"
"No, Sydney Pinkleton, an old and valued friend of my father and I."
"Don't get carried away with what the Brits tell you, Miss Quinn. From what I know of the case your father was involved in, there would be no reason whatever for any old East Bloc types to be interested in him. The SIS would like us to help them keep tabs on every petty little network they turn up around here. We've got more important things to do."
"I should think you would want to do some follow-up to make certain there was no foul play involved in Dad's death. We asked for a re-check of the blood-alcohol test and found that the lab technician at the hospital had lost the rest of the blood sample."
"He did, eh? I'm not surprised. There's a lot of incompetence around here. Look, Miss Quinn, I know it pains you to think about it, but Cameron Quinn was a hard-driving, hard-drinking case officer. A brilliant intelligence mind, to be sure. But he shouldn't have been running around the island at night, driving on treacherous, unfamiliar roads. He could have had a driver if it was official business. He pushed his luck one time too many. It happens to most of us sooner or later."
Lori slammed down the phone, steaming. "I might as well have been talking to that door over there."
Burke put his arm around her shoulder and gave her a reassuring hug. "It hasn't been a very good day all the way around, Lori. Let's go find some dinner and then try to get a good night's sleep. You have a lot of arrangements to make in the morning, and I've got a little business to attend to."
Wherever it might lead, he had an obligation to Cam to go by the East Asia Bank on Queen's Road Central and see what Mr. Luk had for him.



Chapter 24

OYSTER ISLAND
A summer storm had swept out of Mexico early on Monday morning, swiftly crossed the Gulf and lashed the coast east of New Orleans. Normally it would have pushed on up the Atlantic Seaboard and out into the ocean, but this one encountered a stubborn high pressure cell in the southern part of Alabama and Georgia and stalled out. It had steadily battered the Florida panhandle with wind and rain before beginning to subside around noon on Wednesday. The Jabberwock team had been confined to their quarters as the trees on Oyster island swayed perilously and an anxious Robert Jeffries checked periodically to make sure his Cherokee Lance was still securely anchored. Except for that, the storm did not overly concern him, as it gave him an opportunity to get most of the mountings completed for the truck's electronics. But Ted and Goldman fretted constantly over the delay in setting up the test firing.
Blythe Ingram coolly observed the interplay between the group's personalities as the tedious hours stretched on. He equated it with an elastic band constantly strained toward the breaking point, liable to lash back at any moment. The team, he noted, was not really a team at all, despite the planners' hopes. It was three discrete individuals linked in a common enterprise. They appeared to work together adequately, but with no sense of camaraderie. He felt quite sure that under certain circumstances, they would be quite capable of turning on each other with the dispassion of a black widow spider devouring her mate. He wondered what went through their minds when they contemplated the destruction they planned. Then he had a sudden thought. Could it be much different than that faced by the launch crew in a Minuteman missile silo? They trained constantly to unleash a weapon that could incinerate thousands of people whose only crime was to have been born on the wrong side of the ideological tracks. If nothing else, this was certainly a unique experiment in group dynamics.
* * *
To while away the hours there were playing cards available, a few board games, and a collection of old magazines. Some of the group played poker until they got tired of Sarge Morris winning. Overmyer's hair-trigger temper had exploded a few times, once when Sarge's shaky right hand accidentally turned over his ace in the hole. Only Naji Abdalla seemed unaffected by the enforced idleness. For Palestinians, it seemed, life had always been a waiting game.
Abdalla was born on the West Bank of the Jordan, but his parents had fled during the Six-Day War in 1967. He had spent his formative years in a refugee camp in southern Lebanon, waiting patiently for the day when he would be old enough to carry a rifle and join a liberation band. "Freedom for our homeland" was the constant cry. Inshallah, it is the will of God. But it didn't take long for reality to set in. God had not endowed the leaders with great wisdom. Many were woefully incompetent. They wasted most of their energy and assets fighting among themselves. He shifted his loyalties from one group to another, taking advantage of the opportunity to learn from the best. One wizened militant had made him an expert with a rifle, another with the 9mm Walther pistol. A Russian advisor showed him the intricacies of the AK-47, while a crafty old Arab taught him to become a lethal extension of the curved Bedouin knife and other weapons of close combat. Finally, he had broken with the organized bands and established himself as a one-man guerrilla force, available to the highest bidder. The KGB had found his talents particularly helpful.
Abdalla no longer felt any burning desire to return to the West Bank. His parents had died; other relatives were scattered. He had lost faith in the PLO and its warring factions. He had also discovered a few previously unknown facts about his heritage. Now he moved at his own pace and took life as it came. A man of many faces, he doubted the current one was on file with any agency of the U. S. Government or its allies.
* * *
The storm let up enough by Wednesday afternoon for Jeffries to crank up the Cherokee and fly to Panama City to pick up a few supplies and the mail. The Lone Star Network address in Dallas was actually a secretarial service that provided a mail drop. Its meager contents were periodically bundled into a larger envelope and forwarded to a pickup point in Panama City.
When Ted opened the envelope that afternoon, he found what he had been waiting for. It was a letter from The Department of External Affairs in Ottawa. The Lone Star Network request to provide live television coverage of the American-Russian visit had been approved. Lone Star's request — drafted by Ted with assistance from Jeffries and typed on expensive, embossed letterhead — had pointed out that the President was a Texan, and that it supplied live feeds for independent stations across the state that lacked major network affiliation. The coverage would be provided by satellite transmission, the uplink generated from a transmitter truck that would be parked a few blocks from the Toronto City Hall. The request for press credentials for three staffers was also approved. They were to pick up their badges at press headquarters in the Metropolitan Toronto Convention Centre on Front Street. Included was clearance from the Department of Communications to operate the truck in Canada.
The letter of request had contained bogus identities for the team members, identities that would produce no questions in a standard national agency check in Washington. They would assume their new personas on leaving Oyster Island. Ted, who was a master of disguise, had been working with Overmyer and Richter to create new images that would ring no bells with security personnel. He went beyond facial changes, though, concentrating on modifications in stance and altering the overall silhouette.
After Ted had finished reading the letter to the group, Jeffries glanced up at the clearing sky. "The forecast calls for this front to move out tonight," he said. "The truck is about ready. Can we get the firing set up for Friday morning?"
Ingram nodded. "If we get sunshine tomorrow, it should dry things out."
"Excellent," said Goldman. "That will give us a final week to polish up our procedures, run a practice firing or two and get things closed down here."



Chapter 25

HONG KONG
"Where is it you have to go?" Lori asked as they dodged their way through the crowded hotel lobby the next morning. It was jammed with noisy American tourists sporting colorful plastic badges provided by a tour operator. A harried Oriental guide was doing his best to explain to a small breakaway group why they couldn't visit mainland China today.
"I need to do a little banking," Burke said.
"Do you need money? I can let you have some."
"That's okay. Hang onto yours. We might need it later."
The doorman started to motion for a taxi, but Lori dismissed him with a shake of her head. "Let's take the Star Ferry. It's just a couple of blocks from here. If you've never been on it, it's a real experience. You didn’t have a chance to see Hong Kong island last night. The ferry gives you the best view for a first time visit."
They dropped their fares in the turnstile and walked up the ramp to where a green-and-white ferry boat was about ready to board. With one running every few minutes, there was never much of a wait. They found seats on a bench near the front and watched the spectacular skyline approach slowly across the harbor, a panoramic expanse of gleaming high rise office buildings and apartments stacked stair-step up the side of Victoria Peak.
Viewing this gaudy display of the trappings of wealth left Burke pondering the widely-held belief that money could buy anything. Or, more properly, everybody and everything had its price. Last night, Lori had asked if it were possible that the Bulgarians had some connection with the accident that killed Cam Quinn. He recalled having a similar thought when he had first heard the news in Tel Aviv, but that was before the drunk driving angle had come up. Still, could it be that someone might have been hired to engineer an accident for Cam? It was a distressing thought, but not a problem to which he was a stranger. At the time he had gone undercover for the FBI, he completely cut himself off from his ex-wife and son, knowing if the Mafia ever penetrated his cover, they could be expected to send a hit man after his family. The price would be immaterial.
Large clusters of cumulus hung over the bustling harbor like massive piles of shaving cream sprayed out by some waggish Oriental deity, temporarily masking the sun. And though the day was sure to be another scorcher, a cool sea breeze picked at Lori's long hair. In a short eight minutes they were thumping against the pier. The gates swung open, and they found themselves swept along as the scurrying passengers trooped ashore in the shadow of the giant Connaught Centre, where nearly two thousand round windows gave it the look of a tapestry of ship's portholes. Burke hailed a taxi in front of the terminal and directed the driver to the U. S. Consulate General on Garden Road. He dropped Lori there, then continued on to Queen's Road Central and the East Asia Bank.
At the Trustee Department, he asked for Mr. Luk and was promptly ushered into a small conference room. It was furnished with an oval-shaped teak table surrounded by plushly upholstered chairs. Moments later, a smiling, soft-spoken Chinese entered and gave a slight bow.
"Mr. Hill," he said, "how can I be of service?"
Burke wanted to be sure he was dealing with the right man. "You're Mr. Luk?"
"Yes. Were you referred by someone?"
"I was told to give you this," Burke said, handing over the torn piece of currency.
Mr. Luk glanced at the bill, then looked gravely back at Burke. "What I have for you is in a safe. Please wait here and I shall return shortly."
He hurried out the door, leaving Burke to face a rather barren room and ponder what Cam Quinn had bequeathed him. Obviously it concerned Jabberwock, and he had been told in no uncertain terms to forget that mysterious business. But he had begun to harbor some serious misgivings about Cam's death, whether it might indeed have a connection to Jabberwock.
Mr. Luk returned a few minutes later with a large sealed envelope. Written across the front in Cameron Quinn's distinctive scrawl was the instruction: "Open and read immediately."
"My office is next door," said Mr. Luk. "I will be there if you need me."
With that, he left the room and closed the door. Burke tore open the envelope and removed the lengthy letter, which covered several sheets of the Pearl Hotel's pale blue stationery. It was dated "Monday morning." He began to read:
Burke:
If you get this, it will mean, of course, that something has happened to me. After my experience with the Bulgarians yesterday, that is a distinct possibility. I hope to elude them when I leave here today, but the fact remains that they obviously know why I am here. They know that I called on Miss Amy Lee at the Causeway Bay Business Centre. I was not able to spend as much time with her as I had hoped, since she had previous commitments. But I plan to talk with her again this afternoon. I warned her not to mention what we talked about, in case anyone asked.
She told me the man who placed the call to Berlin identified himself as Emerson Dinwiddie, a sales representative with Abercrombie & Cox in London. The firm and address were fictitious. She described him as tall, with dark hair, well dressed, spoke with a cultured English accent. He appeared to be thirty-five to forty years old, athletic. Her words were, "He looked like a boxer, light on his feet."
As I told you on the phone, he mentioned coming here from Singapore, and he said he needed to call a man in Lahaina, though he didn't place the call from the Centre. I tried getting in touch with Toby Callahan in Kansas City, but he had the day off. You should call him and find out if our friend, Robert Jeffries, was in Lahaina on May tenth. That would pretty well tie them together, regardless of what happened to the call from Singapore to Kansas City.

Burke stopped reading as Quinn's words triggered a sudden thought. Call forwarding. Couldn't Jeffries have set his phone in Kansas City to automatically forward calls to his hotel in Hawaii? Since NSA was intercepting the signal from Singapore, they probably would not have known the call did not stop in Kansas City as expected. If only he knew someone at NSA, he could check it out. But the more he thought about it, the more certain be became. That would also account for the caller from Singapore saying "I told you I would call in the morning." Although it was after noon in Kansas City, it was still morning in Hawaii. He read on:
I'd almost be willing to stake my life on Shallit's reply to you today. No Jabberwock in the Mossad's files. This does not have the ring of an Israeli operation. Actually, it smells of the KGB, but I can't reconcile that with Robert Jeffries. The man in Berlin spoke like an American, too. Jeffries has to be the key.
If I'm out of the way, Hawk Elliott will probably tell you to go fly a kite. You can try to convince him that you're making headway on the case and should be allowed to continue. It will likely be a losing battle. But please don't drop it! This thing scares the hell out of me, and Hawk is too involved with the Toronto-Washington summit to get overly concerned about it. The fact that it was my case could also cloud his judgment.
I don't expect you to sacrifice everything for this investigation, Burke. There isn't much time anyway. Calculating from those intercepts, it sounds like their "D-Day" would be toward the end of the second week in June. There's a lot to be done and you'll need resources to do it. That's one reason I instructed you to read this letter now.
A few years ago, when the Agency was at one of its low points in the wake of Watergate and the debacle in Iran, I was involved in a particularly sensitive operation with real promise of compromising a major KGB effort. The White House was reluctant to approve the necessary covert activities, and the DCI at the time didn't want to authorize spending the necessary funds to get the job done another way without some ironclad guarantees of success. We couldn't give that, of course. As we thrashed about trying to resolve the dilemma, I was contacted by a wealthy gentleman with a surprising knowledge of what was going on. He offered to put up the money. In short, we went ahead with the operation and it was a rousing success.
We have remained in contact over the years, and he has made available a sizeable bank account to finance my activities when there's been a problem with Agency funds. He has also provided other assistance on occasion. I have scrupulously used the money only for Agency business. I did not want to be personally beholden to him, although he has never sought to take any personal advantage of our relationship.
Last week, $100,000 was transferred to a special account at this bank. I talked with him just before I left and explained your role in this investigation. He agreed that you should have access to the account. Also, when you need his help, you can contact him at the phone number I have written at the bottom of this letter. I can't give you his name, but he will know you. I can tell you that the phone number is unlisted, a blind number from which your call will be transferred.
You can draw as much money from the account now as you think you'll need. The remainder can be transferred back to the States as necessary. Mr. Luk will handle it for you.
One last request. You know how much Lori means to me. She would be proud of the way I have counted my calories over here and avoided that first drop of Scotch. She is quite capable of looking out for herself, but I would feel much better knowing you were around to look in on her occasionally. She was quite impressed with you the other night. I know you won't disappoint me.
P.S. I'm sure I don't need to say this, but you should destroy this letter after you have read it and made note of the phone number.

It was signed "Cam."
Burke sat for a long moment staring at the letter, letting its impact sink in. It was almost as if Cam had had a premonition of what was to come. The secret bank account was a startling development. His first inclination was to say to hell with it, he didn't want to get involved with any power brokering insider. He would take care of his own expenses. But when he thought of the amount of money he had spent the past few days in air fares and hotel bills alone, he began to re-evaluate his position. He had invested a sizeable amount of cash recently on photographic equipment, including a high tech color lab he had set up in his house, leaving him with only a small reserve. There was no way to guess what he might need to pursue this investigation, but it could easily make a large dent in that $100,000.
He realized that he was no longer giving any consideration to dropping the case. And as he looked back at Quinn's letter, he knew why. Everything now pointed to Jabberwock as the reason for Cam's death. The investigation was no longer simply an academic exercise, a matter of finding dots for the "i" s and crosses for the "t" s. Though the enemy still lacked a face, it had taken on a definite personality, that of a killer. Someone had given the order, and someone had carried it out. Or so it seemed. He had to admit it was primarily conjecture at this point, the evidence circumstantial. But there was one obvious avenue to explore that might provide the conclusive missing link.
He went to the door of Mr. Luk's office and asked if he could use a phone.
"Certainly. There is a telephone next to the back wall in the conference room. Do you need a directory?"
"Yes, please," Burke said. He took the directory back into the conference room and looked up the number of the Causeway Bay Business Centre.
"Is this Miss Amy Lee?" he inquired when a girl answered.
"No, this is Winnie Chu. Miss Lee is not here today."
"Do you know where I might reach her?"
The girl hesitated a moment. "Is there something I can help you with?"
Burke didn't like the sound of it. He thought he detected an odd quality in her voice. "I really need to talk with Miss Lee. It's rather urgent."
"I'm afraid I don't know where she is," the girl said with a quiver in her voice. He was certain of the sound now. It bore the unmistakable mark of fear. "She hasn't been here for the past two days. There's no answer at her apartment. It's not at all like her. We're terribly concerned. Are you a friend?"
"Not really, but a business colleague of mine was to talk with her Monday afternoon. I wanted to ask her about it."
"Maybe he was the gentleman who was to come by her place that evening. I worked for her Monday afternoon because she had to attend a meeting. Could you talk to him and ask if she was all right that night?"
He didn't want to alarm her further with the full, shocking truth, so he told her only part of it. "He isn’t where I can reach him now. By the way, where is Miss Lee's apartment located?"
"She lives at Shau Kei Wan, at the eastern end of the island."
Shau Kei Wan. Sam Allen had said the accident occurred near Shau Kei Wan. Quinn had to have been either on his way to see Amy Lee or just leaving there. The next question was crucial.
"Miss Chu, do you recall if anyone else inquired about Miss Lee's whereabouts Monday afternoon?"
"I don't remem… wait. Of course. Your friend's name was Charles, wasn't it?"
"Yes, Logan Charles."
"A gentleman called and asked if Mr. Charles had been here. I told him he was to see Miss Lee that evening. I remember it because he had to repeat the question several times. He had an accent so strong that I found it quite difficult to understand him."
"Do you have any idea what kind of accent it was?"
"No. I'm no good at that. It wasn't anything I'd heard around here, though. Could it have had anything to do with Amy's disappearance?"
"Not likely," Burke said, hoping to close the book on Logan Charles. "Thank you for your help, Miss Chu. I hope she turns up soon."
But he knew if Miss Lee turned up soon, it would probably be in one of the numerous bays that dotted Hong Kong's winding shoreline. Now he felt certain the Bulgarians had ambushed Quinn, poured whiskey in his car and run it off the road. How they had managed the high alcohol level in his blood was another matter. There had to be a reasonable explanation, but for the moment it completely eluded him. They must have gone back to Amy Lee's to cover their tracks and silence the only other voice who could identify Emerson Dinwiddie.
He walked back to Mr. Luk's office to return the phone book.
"Mr. Quinn thought you might want to take some of the money with you now." The banker gave him a passive look.
"Yes," Burke said without hesitation. "I'd like to draw out twenty thousand dollars."
"U.S. or Hong Kong?"
"U.S. Five thousand in cash, the rest in a cashier's check."
Mr. Luk nodded. "I believe your currency regulations require banks to file a report with the government on any transactions of that size. Would it be more convenient for me to give you three cashier's checks for five thousand each?"
Burke smiled. Mr. Luk knew his business. "That would be fine, thank you. Will there be any problem taking the money out of Hong Kong?"
"Oh, no. Hong Kong has no restrictions on currency, bringing it in, or taking it out."
* * *
It was eleven-thirty when he left the bank. He was to meet Lori for lunch at the swank Hong Kong Hilton at noon. The hotel was only a few blocks away. He had put Quinn's letter in a large manila envelope from the bank. In addition to the letter, it bulged with hundred-dollar bills and cashier's checks. He rarely carried much cash, being a firm believer in the convenience and expense-tracking ability of credit cards. It left him feeling like a Brink's courier without benefit of a sidearm or an armored vehicle. He stuck the envelope inside his shirt, sliding one end beneath his belt. He stopped at the first shop he came to that sold attaché cases, choosing a thin, compact model, to which he quickly transferred the envelope.
He found Lori waiting in the noisy lobby of the Hilton. Despite the grief mirrored in her solemn face, she stood out like a swan amidst a flock of geese. That was the comparison that struck him as he saw the swan design sewn into the top of her simple pink dress. She had sought to cheer herself by buying a new outfit, and he acknowledged that on her it appeared positively regal. He watched as passing men cut their eyes in her direction. Self-consciously, he wondered if he might not have the look of a high school swain about to pick up his date for the prom.
She spotted the attaché case. "You must have done lots of banking."
He had known he would have to tell her about the letter. It provided answers to too many of her questions. But should he give her the whole story? "It's a bit complicated," he said with a soft smile, "but I'll try to explain."
"Then do it over lunch. I don’t feel much like eating, but I’ll try a salad." It was clear that his appearance had begun to relax her. A friendly face, a sympathetic ear could work wonders. Getting past the ordeal at the consulate also seemed to have removed a heavy weight from her shoulders. "Nothing dampened Dad’s appetite, but this has been a little too much for me."
"He was counting his calories over here."
She glanced up, frowning. "How would you know that?"
It had slipped out without consideration of the consequences. He took a deep breath and let it out with a sigh. He wasn't really prepared to go into the whole thing now. “Let’s get a table and order, then I’ll give you all the details.”
After they were seated, checked the menu and ordered, Lori folded her hands on the table and stared at him.
"Cam wrote me a letter," Burke said.
"A letter? Why? Who gave it to you?" Her voice had begun to rise and people at the next table looked around.
"Cool it, Lori. This isn't the place to go into it. Suffice it to say he left it for me at the bank."
"You knew he would, didn't you? Why didn't you tell me?"
Now he was on the defensive. "When we left your house the other night, he told me what to do if anything happened to him. I joked about it. I thought he was being overly dramatic. But he was dead serious, and told me so in no uncertain terms."
She leaned over the table, elbows propped up, chin resting on her hands, probing him with a chilly stare. "What did the letter say? Was it about the case you were working on?"
"Primarily, yes. He told me what had happened here, what he had found out, what he planned to do. He knew I wouldn't be reading the letter unless something had happened to him, so he told me what he thought I should do now."
"He wanted you to continue with the case?"
"Yes. And I plan to." His voice mirrored his determination as he added, "I found out something else, Lori. I'm damned near certain Cam was murdered."
"What makes you so sure?"
He told her about the phone call to Winnie Chu that told him of Cam’s intention to visit Amy Lee. He added that Miss Chu had told a foreign-sounding caller of Cam’s plan to be at the missing girl’s apartment that evening.
Lori’s face lost some of its color as her brows knitted and she stared down at her hands. “Was it the men who had been following him?”
“The Bulgarians. I think so.”
As their food was set on the table, he spoke softly. “Let's eat our lunch and head back to the Pearl. I'll tell you everything when we get there."
She only picked at her salad while he finished his sandwich. Then they caught a cab in front of the Hilton and zoomed through the cross-harbor tunnel back to Kowloon. At first Lori maintained a brooding silence, but he finally coaxed her out of it by asking what she had accomplished at the consulate. She said Cam's body would be flown back to Washington the next morning. They could take the same flight.
"I talked with Kingsley Marshall," she added. "He was very concerned. He asked about my preferences for the funeral. Going back across the dateline, we'll get there on Friday, so it could be scheduled for Saturday. Otherwise, of course, we would have to wait until Monday."
That was cutting it pretty close, Burke thought. "Will you have time to make the arrangements?"
"Judge Marshall was very sweet about it. He offered to make the arrangements for me."
He probably wanted to keep it as low-key as possible, Burke figured. But he gave the DCI the benefit of the doubt. "That was decent of him," he said.
"He's really a very nice man. Not at all like some of his division chiefs."
* * *
Winnie Chu was eating dim sum in the small kitchenette at the Causeway Bay Executive Centre when the phone interrupted her lunch. Maybe it was one of Amy's friends she had left word for.
"This is Mr. Allen from the U.S. Consulate General," an urgent voice said. "We're trying to locate an American businessman named Burke Hill. Has he been over there today?"
She thought for a moment, then replied, "No, sir. I don't recall that name."
"He might have been inquiring about a business partner, a Mr. Logan Charles. If he—"
"Oh, you're talking about the gentleman who called. He didn't give me his name, but he said he was a business colleague of Mr. Charles. I don't know where he was calling from though."
"Oh. Thanks anyway. Good-bye."
* * *
It was nearly one-thirty when they got back to Lori's room. That intriguing look that had first attracted him to her remained evident even in the face of obvious agitation. It showed in the delicate turn of her cheek, the questioning tilt of her face. With all she had been through in the past forty-eight hours, he wished that he could hold her, comfort her, somehow make things right for her. But, clearly, that was not in the cards now. It was confrontation time. She fixed him with a stare that seemed part disappointment, part irritation. "All right. Tell me everything."
Burke nodded. "I'm sure our old buddy Hawk Elliott would say you don't have a need to know. But you damned sure have the right to know."
He started from the beginning with the Jabberwock story, the telephone intercepts, the ambush on Cyprus, the meeting in Marshall's office that had ended in his recruitment. He told her about his discovery in Tel Aviv, how he was followed, and his call to Cam Sunday night.
At that point he opened the attaché case to retrieve Cam's letter. As he did, the stack of hundred-dollar bills fell out.
Lori's eyes bulged. "Did you rob the bank?"
"You'll understand when you read the letter." He handed it to her.
They sat in silence as she read. He saw her eyes become a bit misty as she reached the final paragraph. Her lids fluttered as she looked up.
"And you think it was the Bulgarians who killed him." It was a little girl voice. Reading her father's words had completely defused her aggravation. In her mind, no doubt, she could hear him speaking.
"Yes. Cam could have lost them if they had followed him. But they knew exactly where he'd be. They must have ambushed him when he left her apartment. Then they doubled back after her. She hasn't been heard of since Monday afternoon."
"That poor girl." She slowly shook her head. "I was certain he wasn't drunk. How did they manage the blood alcohol?"
Something that had been nagging at him suddenly came into focus. "That boy, the lab technician," he said, recalling the sight of a cowering youth. "He was awfully nervous. He wouldn't look us in the eye. What if he was threatened, or maybe his family? He could have made out a false report and then spilled the blood sample to cover up. I think I'll go have a chat with that young gentleman."
"If all this is true, he may be the next one to disappear."
Burke considered the possibility. But since they had done nothing to the boy up to this point, he suspected another alternative. "They probably put the fear of God in him. I don't imagine he'll talk very willingly."
The phone interrupted them. She crossed to the bedside table and answered it.
"This is Sam Allen, Miss Quinn. Do you know where Hill is?" There was an urgency in his voice.
"Yes, he's right here. Just a moment."
"Just tell him to stay put," Allen said. "I want to drop by and have a chat with him."
She hung up the phone with a quizzical frown. "That was Sam Allen. He's coming over here to talk with you. What could he want?"
Burke shook his head. "Beats the hell out of me. I can't imagine it's anything good."
"What was it he said over there this morning?" she thought aloud. "Something about Hawk Elliott being very interested to learn that you were over here. He wondered if you were continuing to pursue the case that you and Dad were working on."
"What did you tell him?"
"The truth. At the time, I had no idea if you would or wouldn't. He asked why you didn't come with me this morning."
"And?"
"I said you had some business at the bank."
"I guess he wanted to know what kind of business I would have at a bank in Hong Kong." Burke was obviously agitated.
"I don't know if he did or didn't. He dropped the subject. But you said at the Hilton that you planned to pursue it." Her normally soft eyes had suddenly hardened like diamond chips. "If you're going after those men who murdered my Dad, Burke, I'll do anything I can to help you."
Her phone rang again. This time it was Sydney Pinkleton.
"Lorelei, my dear," he began, "I probably shouldn't be telling you this, but I felt an obligation to warn you."
"Warn me about what, Uncle Sydney?"
"I hope you aren't involved too closely with that Mr. Burke Hill. I know he was a friend of your father's, but it would be a good idea to distance yourself from him."
"What are you talking about?" she asked, obviously miffed at the suggestion.
"I don't want to overly alarm you, dear, but staying in his company could very well cause you a bit of a problem."
"That's ridiculous. Burke has been very helpful to me. He's been right here when I needed him, somebody I could lean on."
"I know. It's certainly unfortunate for you, but it appears the CIA has placed him on its most wanted list."
"Most wanted?"
"Figuratively speaking. We've just received a Black Cloud Alert from Langley. Somebody is working rather late over there. It's early morning, you know."
She looked across at Burke and frowned. "Hold it, Uncle Sydney. That's a new one on me. What, pray tell, is a Black Cloud Alert?"
"The 'Black Cloud' is a colloquialism, of course. It means the subject, Mr. Hill, has been declared anathema to them. As a cooperating service, we were asked to report any sighting immediately, delay him if possible. They could merely want to maintain surveillance to make certain he doesn't interfere in any operations. As a worst case, they could pass his name on to a quote, friend, unquote, with the means to finance a free-lance assassin."
Lori's eyes gaped in horror. Her heart had begun to pound almost visibly. "But that's forbidden by presidential order."
"Oh, yes, of course. Forbidden for the Agency. But who can control what friends do on their own? It's a rarity, I understand. But some overzealous division chiefs are rumored to be using that subterfuge."
"I have to go, Uncle Sydney," she said, her voice strained. "Thank you for calling."
Burke stared at her in alarm. "What was that all about?"
"You've got to get out of here right away. Before Allen and his goons get here."
"What's their problem?"
"They evidently want you out of the way, one way or the other. Langley has asked for British help with something called a Black Cloud Alert. Pack your bag and get ready. I'll call a travel agent contact and have you a ticket waiting at Northwest Airlines. We'll route you through Tokyo to San Francisco." The quick-thinking, fast-moving Lorelei Quinn of Clipper Cruise & Travel was in control.
"If the SIS is looking for me at Kai Tak, I won't get very far."
"Do you have that extra passport with you?" Her look said volumes.
He broke into a smile, nodding. "I was a good boy. I followed your orders, ma'am."
"Then get moving. You'll barely have time to shave off that beard. Try not to disfigure yourself. You need to look like the photo on that passport. By the way, what's your new name?"
"Douglas Bell. I'm a private investigator from Atlanta. I even have business cards."
"If you don't hurry and get out of here, you'll need more than that."
* * *
When Burke returned to her room a few minutes later, he had changed clothes, shaved, and was carrying his bag. She stared at him open-mouthed.
"My, you are a handsome devil, Mr. Bell," she said, breaking into a smile. "And you look years younger. I don't think there's much chance of the CIA or the SIS spotting you."
"I left some of my clothes and toilet articles in the room in case Allen wants a look. Maybe you can delay him with the story that I've just gone up the street looking for a new hair dryer or some such."
"Good idea. Here, take one of my bags and put yours back in there. We can change the luggage tags. That will make it look more believable."
Burke quickly switched the bags. "Burn that letter from Cam," he said, an anxious look on his face. "And don't let Allen give you a hard time when he finds out I'm gone. Blame it all on me."
"Don't worry, I'll be okay. You're the one I'm concerned about. I've just lost the most important man in my life. I don't want to lose another. Where will you go when you get to the States?"
He had already thought about that. "I'll fly into Baltimore. They'll be less likely to look for me there. I hope Hawk Elliott doesn't stumble onto my Doug Bell identity for awhile."
"Dad always kept his own counsel. I don't imagine he talked to anyone but the people who made the documents. Call me Saturday. I don't think they'd tap my line, but use the name Kennedy just in case. Say you're an old friend of Dad's from Boston and you just heard about him." Then she had another idea. "If we need it, we could use a simple code to pass short messages. It involves a short sentence, using the first two letters of each word."
She quickly explained the procedure for using the code, and Burke nodded his understanding. "Got it. Now I'd better get out of here. I'll take the stairs down to the next floor.”
“One other thing,” she said, grabbing her handbag off the bed and pulling out a card. She handed it to him. “This is a Clipper Travel credit card. Use it to make your phone calls. If you use your own, they can track your movements.”
“Good thinking. Bye, Lori." He had the urge to take her in his arms, but he put it out of his mind. This was no time for indulging in fantasies.
But when she hurried across to open the door for him, she planted a big kiss on his cheek. "Do be careful, Burke."
He smiled and gave her a hug with his free arm. "You can count on it."
* * *
As Burke was stepping into the taxi, Sam Allen and two younger men rushed up to the hotel entrance. Allen shot a glance in his direction, but promptly turned toward the doorway, obviously unconcerned with the clean-shaven fellow boarding the cab. Burke leaned toward the driver, barked "Kai Tak," and then settled back in the seat, feeling the perspiration trickle down inside his shirt, a circumstance not entirely attributable to Hong Kong's fiery afternoon sun.
He hurried into the airport terminal, which appeared only a little less crowded than the sidewalks on Nathan Road. He looked about for the Northwest counter. As he was walking toward the ticket area, he noticed a conservatively dressed man standing beyond the hustle and bustle of travelers, glancing at something, possibly a folder, that he held in one hand. It might have been a travel brochure, but when he looked up, letting his gaze sweep the area like a radar beam, Burke knew he was no ordinary traveler. The eyes seemed to lock onto his own, and the man started moving toward him. Was he holding a photo, a pose that had somehow sparked a possible glimmer of recognition?
Burke averted his eyes and, as he did, saw a middle-aged woman holding one small child and trying to corral another who appeared determined to wander off. Burke broke into a smile and swooped down on the errant youngster, grabbing him up in his arms. He nodded at the woman, apparently their grandmother.
"Can I help?" he asked pleasantly. "This young fellow seems bent on escaping."
She laughed, shaking her head. "I wish I had their energy. I'm trying to keep them together while my daughter is off looking for their father."
The small boy frowned at Burke and said with youthful indignation, "You're not my daddy."
"You're right about that, fella," Burke said. He checked out of the corner of his eye and saw the possible pursuer had turned and was walking off in another direction. Was he letting paranoia cloud his thinking, or had his sudden inspiration defused a possibly sticky encounter? Burke put the youngster down, lifting the child's hand up to his grandmother's. "If you'll stay put here, maybe your daddy will be along in a few minutes." He smiled back at the woman. "Good luck. I'd better run."
And with that he strode across to the shortest ticket line, moving up a few minutes later to give the clerk his name. It wasn't long before he was heading through security and into the gate area, where the flight to Tokyo was due to board in about half an hour.



Chapter 26

SAN FRANCISCO
Burke checked through customs in San Francisco without incident late the same evening, California time. He walked around to the domestic terminal area and bought a ticket to Baltimore via O'Hare. It was a red-eye flight that would put him in Chicago Friday morning, with a four-hour layover. He stopped in a gift shop to pick up a newspaper, then found a table in the restaurant next door and ordered a cup of coffee. He unfolded the paper, hoping to catch up on the news. He hadn't had time to read a newspaper in days. The city's preoccupation with earthquake mania led off the local coverage, with the international spotlight focused on Europe. There was considerable space devoted to the Russians' continuing problems with growing unemployment, food shortages, and independence-minded republics. A small sidebar story dealt with the upcoming summit, with a box promoting an article on page ten that detailed plans for the big celebration in Toronto two weeks off. Fleetingly, he wondered if the CI staff had turned up any potential threats among the terrorists.
The long flight from Hong Kong, plus the tedious wait in the San Francisco terminal, provided Burke more than ample time to sort out the facts and plan his next move. First priority was to track down whatever he could learn about Robert Jeffries. If Jeffries was the recipient of the intercepted May seventh call, which now seemed certain, he would be working now with the Jabberwock team. Consequently, when Burke reached Chicago, he had his morning coffee, wandered about the shops until time for the business day to begin, then settled down in a telephone cubbyhole and placed a call to the chief of security at the headquarters of Rush Communications in Kansas City.
"Callahan," a bored voice answered.
"Toby," Burke said, "this is somebody from your deep, dark past."
"I don't play guessing games. Who the hell is it?"
Same old Toby, Burke thought. Blunt and to the point. "Don't give me that bullshit," he said. "You played as many guessing games around old J. Edgar's office as any of us. It's Burke Hill."
"Burke Hill. You sonofabitch, I wouldn't have thought of you for twenty dollars. I figured you'd been blown away by now. Let's see, last I heard, you had disappeared while the Bureau was trying to nail your ass to a cross. They did some pretty shitty things back in those days, didn't they?"
"I can vouch for that."
"So what the hell happened to you?"
"I went up to Alaska and knocked around the oil fields for awhile. The last few years I've been living up in the Great Smoky Mountains."
"Mountains, huh? Sounds boring. Are you in town? What are you up to now?"
"No, I'm calling long distance. What I'm up to is a bit complicated. Let's just say I've been doing some work for one of those, quote, government agencies, unquote. Do you remember a guy named Cameron Quinn calling you the middle of last month, asking about a phone call from Singapore to an unlisted number there?"
"Sure, I remember him. Boston Irishman. With State Department Security. I checked him out."
Burke chuckled. "Sorry to disabuse you. I guess it just shows you can't believe too much you hear these days. Cameron Quinn wasn't calling from the State Department. He was calling from Langley."
"Langley? The CIA?"
"You said it, not me."
"What the hell gives, Burke? It was a call to the private line of a senior vice president of the company. Matter of fact, he's probably going to be president soon."
"Robert Jeffries?" Burke said with interest.
"Right, Jeffries. Only Jeffries was attending a business meeting in Hawaii the day in question."
"So I understand. Was he in Lahaina, perhaps?"
There was a pause, and Callahan replied guardedly, "How the hell did you know that?"
"It ties in with some other things. Look, Toby, could Jeffries have set up his phone to forward calls to his hotel in Lahaina?"
"Sure. We have a very sophisticated system here. It uses a small portable programmer. He could have called in and programmed it to forward only calls from certain numbers, during specified hours. What's so important about that damned call from Singapore? We've got operations all around the world."
"Sorry, that's the part I can't talk about. As our leaders are wont to say, it's classified."
His theory had checked out. He had no more doubts about Jeffries. As Cam had suggested, Jeffries was the key to solving the puzzle. But a key was of no value whatever unless you had access to it.
"Listen, buddy, Jeffries is a large canine," Toby said. "You know what I mean? He's got connections in high places. I'd advise you to go slow about crossing swords with him."
"Thanks for the advice," Burke said. "All I need now is a little more info on him. Like where is he at present?"
"Sorry, it's against company policy to give out information on employees except for governmental inquiries. You say you're working for a government agency, apparently the CIA, though I'm sure you'd deny it if I asked. But you want me to take all that on blind faith?"
"I stand by what I said, Toby. Look, I'm not implying that Jeffries has done anything wrong. I just need to check out a few details."
* * *
Callahan was a cop's cop, the son of a legendary policeman on the Philadelphia force. He had worked a couple of years in the Philly department himself while winding up studies toward his law degree. Joining the Bureau at twenty-four, he had served in several field offices before being picked for Hoover's "Goon Squad." He was a tough, "by-the-book" agent, and his disagreement with the Director's penchant for sweeping potential embarrassments under the rug eventually earned him Hoover's wrath and banishment to the boondocks. Though he had been returned to good graces after Hoover's death, his reputation for independence had kept him from drawing a Special Agent in Charge assignment. He finished out the last part of his thirty years as a hard-nosed, demanding instructor of new agents.
A square-jawed, true-blue American, Toby had no sooner taken his retirement than he was offered the position of Director of Security for Rush Communications. His responsibilities included both physical security of the firm's far-flung facilities and communications security. The latter dealt with illegal or unauthorized use or interference with the company's telephone, radio and TV transmissions, including those involving its microwave and satellite operations.
The FBI career paths of Toby Callahan and Burke Hill had crossed on a number of occasions, and Toby had always been impressed with Burke's natural talent and his dedication to the job. He could sympathize with the way Burke had been treated by the Bureau. And though he felt it necessary to maintain his hard-as-nails image, he had no doubt that if Burke Hill said he was working for the government, that was it.
"Okay," said Toby, "I'll stick my neck out. But you'd damned better not be giving me a bunch of crap. And make sure you're ultra discreet with what I tell you. Robert Jeffries is currently on a four-week vacation with his family. I happen to know they're in Acapulco."
"When did he leave?"
"Let's see, it was a Thursday, would have been the third Thursday in May. He flies his own airplane. He's a former Air Force pilot. They were to fly down to New Orleans in his Cherokee Lance and take a commercial flight from there."
"Any idea where they're staying in Acapulco?"
"According to his secretary, the Princess. Anything else?" He was becoming a bit testy.
"You wouldn't happen to know the tail number of his Cherokee, by chance?"
Callahan's voice exploded over the line. "Hell, no, I don't know the damned tail number. I know it's blue and I think I've said too much already."
"I swear I won't breathe a word of it, especially where I heard it," Burke said. "You've been a great help, Toby. What I do for a living, or did before I got into this deal, is work as a nature photographer in the mountains. I'll send you some of my high-priced prints."
"Something to clutter my walls with. You always were a photography nut, weren't you? Just don't call asking any more questions about the guy who'll soon have the power to fire my ass. Okay?"
"It's a deal, Toby. See you around."
* * *
Burke’s next call was to his mountain neighbors, Ben and Hargis Oakes. One was as thin as a fence rail, the other with the build, strength and refinement of a Brahma bull. They had a farm next to his modest plot, with a big enough tobacco allotment to eke out a living in the harsh, demanding environment of the foothills. They had agreed to keep an eye on his place while he was away.
Clannish high school dropouts, the Oakes boys stayed close to the mountains they knew best. It was almost like they had an umbilical cord that kept them tethered to the area. Occasionally they ventured out as far as the small rural community of Cosby, once the moonshine capital of East Tennessee, or on to the county seat at Newport. They purposely avoided the man-made clutter of nearby Gatlinburg and its bumper-to-bumper tourists.
"How's everything going?" Burke asked when he got Hargis Oakes on the line.
"You in some kinda trouble, Burke?" Hargis asked, obviously worried.
"Not that I know of. Why?"
"Some fancy-dressed dudes was here yesterday afternoon. Said they was FBI men. Wanted to know if we'd seen or heard of you lately."
So the Black Cloud had already preceded him to the Smokies. Those "FBI men" were no doubt CIA. "What did you tell them?"
"That you left last week and we ain't heard nothing since. You don't suppose they was really ATF agents?"
Burke laughed. "You know I don't do moonshine."
"I ain't talking about you. There's folks around here that does, you know."
Burke well knew because they had warned him what areas to avoid in his treks through the woods. A guy carrying a camera around there could get his head blown off.
"Did they go over to my place?" Burke asked.
"Yep. Me and Ben slipped through the woods and watched 'em. They walked right up and opened your door. How the hell did they get a key?"
"They picked the lock. It's pretty easy. So they went inside, huh?" That meant they had probably bugged his telephone, maybe placed a few other tiny transmitters around the house. Most importantly, it meant they were pulling all the stops to find him. He couldn't go home.
"What was they after, Burke?"
He thought a moment. He had to say something to keep them from worrying themselves to death, but nothing it would hurt to reveal if the "FBI" men came back. These unpolished mountain men were hardly sophisticated enough to fool a good interrogator. "They probably just wanted to ask me about a friend who's had some problems. Next time I’m home I'll look them up." Maybe that would give his Agency trackers a little false hope. "I've got to run, Hargis. Keep an eye out on the place, and I'll see you soon."
* * *
It was shortly after noon when the plane landed at Baltimore-Washington International Airport. Burke rented a car and drove to the outskirts of Baltimore, where he stopped at a motel connected to a Chinese restaurant. He hoped that would be a good omen. Recalling Lori's suggestion, he decided to register as Herbert Kennedy from Boston. Since he was paying cash in advance, he would need no identification. But as he started to write the name on the card, he hesitated, recalling the indignation he had expressed when confronting Cam that day in the Smokies. Now he was about to sign off on another lie. He had already traveled halfway around the world as Douglas Bell. Wasn't that the height of hypocrisy? No, he decided. Cam had been right. The world wasn't black and white, everything either right or wrong. It was filled with shades of gray. There were too many people like those Bulgarians running around loose, and if the system couldn't deal with them, someone who could had to step forward. What they had done to Cam Quinn was not going to be swept under the table if he could help it. Burke knew he alone held the key to something sinister that was about to take place. He had no idea what it was, but he was convinced by Cam's certainty that Jabberwock was filled with dire consequences.
"Is something wrong?"
Burke glanced up at the clerk and gave him a sheepish grin. "Sorry. I was just thinking about something that's been concerning me." He signed "Herbert Kennedy" and pushed the card across the counter, accompanied by a hundred-dollar bill. "I'll just be here one night."
Once in his room, he placed a call to the Acapulco Princess Hotel. It was obvious from the intercepted telephone conversation that Jeffries was involved in the Jabberwock training. The vacation in Acapulco could be a ruse. His family might be in Acapulco, but Burke did not expect to find Jeffries there. When the Princess operator answered, he asked for Jeffries' room. He wasn't sure what he would say if he got Jeffries on the line, but a boy answered.
"Could I speak with Robert Jeffries?" Burke asked.
"He isn't here," the boy said.
"Is he somewhere I could reach him now?"
"No, sir. He won't be here until late this afternoon."
That didn't really tell him anything. Jeffries could be out fishing, playing golf, seeing the sights, and not get in until late afternoon. If he was not in Acapulco, the boy had probably been told not to reveal the fact. What would he do if he got a question he didn't expect? Burke decided to give it a try.
"Is he flying in from New Orleans?"
"Uh… uh… no!" the boy said a little too vehemently. "You'd better talk to my mother."
"That's okay, son," Burke said. "I'll catch him later."
It was enough to justify a trip to New Orleans in search of a blue Piper Cherokee Lance from Kansas City.
He pulled the bulky yellow pages book out of the bedside table and looked up security consultants and equipment. Finding an advertisement for one that appeared to have what he wanted, he drove into Baltimore, searching out a business called Hi-Tek Security. He bought two devices, one to ferret out hidden transmitters or "bugs," the other to flood any microphones present with distorted sound, without affecting normal conversation nearby. Now he was ready to call on Lori Quinn. But the gadgets, though small, were costly, using up the rest of his cash.
Locating a bank nearby, he presented one of his cashier's checks to a teller. "Can you cash this for me, please? It's on a Hong Kong bank."
The lady scrutinized the check, then looked back at Burke. "Do you have some identification?"
He wished he had thought to have the checks made out to Douglas Bell. He realized he’d been out of the business too long. He had to start thinking like an agent again if he was going to survive. He fished out his regular driver's license, which showed him with a full beard, and handed it to the teller, along with a letter Mr. Luk had provided on East Asia Bank stationery. The letter invited any banker to telephone him regarding the check, either at the bank or at home after banking hours.
"I'll have to check this out with a bank officer," she said. "I'll be right back." She took the check and documents and walked over to a cubbyhole at one side of the lobby.
A few moments later, an attractive woman in a stylish beige suit, looking every inch the consummate lady banker, came out and approached Burke.
"I see you're from Tennessee, Mr. Hill," she said, smiling. "What are you doing in Baltimore?"
"I'm a photographer. I'm on an assignment up here. I did a job for the bank in Hong Kong but haven't been back long enough to cash the check."
She glanced down at the driver's license and then back at Burke.
"I guess you noticed I've shaved off the beard," he said with a smile. "I have an artist friend who says every artist and photographer has to try a beard sometime. I think I had mine long enough."
She smiled back. "I believe I prefer you without the beard, Mr. Hill. Where are you staying in Baltimore?"
Now he wished he had registered in his correct name. If she were to call the motel, she would find no Burke Hill among the guests. "I just got here," he said. "I could use a recommendation."
She nodded and gave him the name of a nearby motel.
"Thanks. Incidentally, if you have any problem about the check, Mr. Luk said please call him. I'll be happy to pay the phone charges."
The bank officer glanced at her watch. "Do you know what time it would be over there?"
"I believe there's a twelve-hour time difference." His smile suddenly faded. "Oh, oh. That would make it a little after three in the morning. But I'll swear he said call him any time, day or night."
She shook her head. "I wouldn't do that to him. Let me check my directory and see which bank would have a relationship with them. I'm sure it's all right, but with the Fed looking over our shoulder these days, we can't be too careful." She started toward her desk. "Come on over and have a seat. It won't take long."
Fifteen minutes later, he walked out with the five thousand in cash. He wasn't too happy with all the attention he had attracted. Not that there was much likelihood of anyone coming to look for him at a bank in Baltimore. But this woman would undoubtedly tell her friends about the unusual request she had taken care of today. The more people talked, the more chance of someone with the right knowledge picking up a few details that fit in with something else. That was the classic way cases wound up getting solved.
But right now he was too worn out to worry any longer. It seemed that he had been traveling forever.



Chapter 27

ATLANTA
Jeffries' Cherokee Lance departed Oyster Island early on Friday afternoon and made a brief stop at Tallahassee to drop off Golanov. The Russian promptly boarded a flight for Atlanta, arriving at Hartsfield International Airport within the hour. Strolling out from the gate area, he found himself immersed in a steadily flowing tide of humanity as the end of the work week brought businessmen and women thronging toward flights back to their home bases. He hadn't been through Atlanta in years and had forgotten how crowded it could be. Walking along the main concourse, he followed the signs that directed passengers toward the escalator leading down to the subway linking the various terminals.
Everyone was in a rush, thought Golanov, their faces mostly masks of indifference. But he cast a wary eye over them all, alert for any sign of interest in himself. A stocky black man with a thin mustache, dressed in a dark blue business suit and carrying an attaché case, failed to attract his attention, however, but for a very good reason. The man had already walked past him in the opposite direction before doing a double take.
Terry Packer, Assistant Special Agent in Charge of the FBI's Atlanta field office, realized the face he had just seen was ringing a small warning bell in his memory bank. He needed only an instant to put a name to it: Andrei Golanov. He remembered Golanov from his assignment in New York a few years before, when his responsibility had involved keeping tabs on KGB men in the Soviet UN delegation. Packer quickly glanced about to see if he could spot any agents tailing the Russian. He saw none.
He hurried after the retreating figure, now approaching the escalator. Damn! He was nearly late for a flight to Washington, where he was expected for a meeting in the Director's office an hour after landing at National Airport. Could Golanov be here legitimately? With this glasnost business, you were never sure anymore. He knew the KGB had sent people over here for meetings with their American counterparts on terrorism, and God knows what else. They were sure to have a team coming in advance of the summit. But he had no idea what Golanov's current assignment might be.
He didn't want to approach too closely. He was fairly positive the Russian had paid no attention to him when they passed, but a second look now would be a certain danger signal. He moved to the side, out of the stream of passengers, and reached into his attaché case for a small hand-held radio.
"This is Packer," he said quickly into the radio. "Do we have anyone here at Hartsfield?"
"Alvarez here, Terry," came the reply. "I'm in B Terminal."
Alvarez was a Cuban from Miami. One of the Atlanta office's better agents. "You on a surveillance, Alvarez," he asked, "or can you take an assignment?"
"I can handle it. What you got?"
"Get down to the subway and watch for a white male, six-one, a hundred-eighty pounds, dark hair, green shirt, green-checked leisure slacks. He's a Soviet agent. He'll be coming your way from C Terminal. Keep him in view while I call and see if he's hot."
"Roger, on my way," Alvarez said.
Packer swung his head back and forth like a panning TV camera, searching for a telephone. His frown deepened as his field of view momentarily locked onto a digital clock display. If he was late getting to Washington, the Director would just have to understand. He wasn't about to let some hotshot KGB spy wander through his territory without a challenge. He didn't buy all that bullshit about the end of the Soviet threat. The Komitet was, if anything, even busier now than before.
* * *
Golanov ran to board the train just before the doors slammed shut. The brightly colored seats caught his attention immediately. He wondered if it were a deliberate attempt to deflect people's consciousness from the frenetic rat-race of an existence they had to suffer through in this so-called land of milk and honey. And the capitalists used to accuse us of mind control, he recalled with a touch of irony.
The car was full of travel-weary passengers who had found just enough energy for a horse race toward the available seats. Golanov remained aloof from the jaded herd, standing calmly near the rear door. The subway quickly glided along the rails to the accompaniment of a lifeless digital voice warning about doors closing and calling out the next stop.
The car paused briefly beneath B Terminal, letting off a few passengers and gathering in another flock. Then the doors slid shut and it picked up speed heading for the final stop at A Terminal.
* * *
Alvarez rushed out onto the platform just in time to see the tail end of a car headed for the last terminal. He had been some distance from the escalator when Terry Packer called, requiring a sprint through the terminal reminiscent of a scene from an old TV commercial. And though he had early on learned to run fast enough to stay out of trouble in a Miami barrio, he wondered if it had been fast enough this time. It left him with nothing but questions. Had that car been the one with the Russian? Should he take the walkway that paralleled the tracks? What if the KGB agent were on the next train and got off at B Terminal? He decided his best bet would be to board the train now headed this way. If the man dressed in green were not on it, he would make a quick search of the A Terminal area.
* * *
Golanov stepped off the subway and took the escalator up. He had intended to stop at the car rental counters and arrange for a small, inconspicuous Japanese import, but with a sudden burst of caution, he walked straight out to the taxi stand and hopped into the first available car. He asked the driver if he knew of a car rental agency outside the airport.
"Sure. There's one at a hotel not far from here, just beyond the airport boundary."
"Good. Let's go there," Golanov said.
At the hotel, he signed up at the rental desk, took the keys and strolled out to the parking area to find the Toyota Corolla he had been assigned. He noticed the fresh, new car smell, but wasn't familiar with what it meant. Inside the car, he checked his map and found the motel Captain Makarenko had specified. It was a few miles away off the I-285 By-Pass.
Carefully observing the posted speed limit, he watched the cars whizz past as he drove toward the designated exit. Americans and Germans, he mused, drove like their highways were race tracks. When he arrived at the motel, he asked the desk clerk if there were any messages for Andrew Goldman.
"Yes, sir, Mr. Goldman. Your wife has already registered. She left this." He handed over an envelope.
Golanov walked away from the desk, frowning as he tore open the envelope. He looked inside and found a key to room 307, along with a note that said, "Come on up. Margo."
He questioned her having registered them as man and wife, but it wouldn't be his first operation where such a partnership had been used. He took the elevator to the third floor, then walked cautiously down the empty corridor to 307. He stopped, wondering for a moment if he should knock, then inserted the key and opened the door. The room was in semi-darkness, with only a halo from around the drapes providing any illumination. His body tensed, his senses suddenly at maximum alert.
"Don't just stand there, Mr. Goldman, come on in," said Katya Makarenko's sexy voice.
He closed the door and walked in, his eyes slowly becoming accustomed to the low light. As he moved closer, he caught the scent of her perfume, a delicate aroma he hadn't experienced before. Then he stopped, frozen still by what he saw. It was the outline of a figure beneath the bedcovers, a pair of bare arms on top and a blonde head lying on a pillow.
Golanov frowned. "What the hell—?"
"There's plenty of room here, Andrei love," she cut him off, pushing the cover down to reveal two full white breasts with erect pink nipples. "You're wasting precious time."
Golanov moved to the side of the bed and stared at the fullness of her body, naked from the waist up, then at the attractive, smiling face.
"This is most unprofessional, Captain Makarenko," he began, attempting to sound harsh, though not succeeding at all well.
"Oh, loosen up, Andrei. We can be professional later. We're thousands of miles from Moscow. In enemy territory, you might say. Play like a good soldier the night before heading for the front. Obey your impulses."
Golanov hesitated, but he made the mistake of sitting on the side of the bed. Katya grabbed one of his arms and pulled him toward her parted lips. She was well aware that with his superior strength, he could easily pull away. But she also knew it was too late for him to make a rational consideration of his options.
* * *
It didn't take Agent Alvarez long to realize that he had missed his man. Finding no one fitting the Russian's description near the A Terminal subway platform, he raced up the escalator and quickly swept the area with a searching gaze. Nothing. He collared every airport employee he could find and asked if they had seen the man in green. Finally, a maintenance worker said he thought he remembered someone like that going out toward the taxi stand.
He suddenly realized that Terry Packer was frantically calling him on the radio.
"This is Alvarez," he said, nearly out of breath.
"Do you still have him in sight? I just got word nobody officially knows he's in the country."
"Sorry, Terry," Alvarez said. "I missed him. He must have been on the train that had just left when I got down there. I've located an employee who thinks he saw him heading for the taxi stand."
"Damn, damn." Packer muttered the obscenity, then realized it was hardly proper procedure on the radio. "I'm supposed to be on a plane to Washington. I'm having a photo faxed to the office. Get some more men out here with pictures and hit every cab driver in the area. This is your case, Alvarez. Don't blow it. I'll be in touch as soon as I get to Headquarters."
* * *
Andrei Golanov lay on his back, eyes closed, breathing deeply.
"You are a witch, Katya," he said, turning toward her, the look of surrender on his placid face.
She buried an elbow in the pillow and propped her head up on her other hand, her attractive face wreathed with a smile of success. It was Andrei she had wanted all along. She had only gone to bed with his boss in Moscow in an attempt to coax some positive reaction out of Andrei. Reveling in the moment, she spoke softly. "Aha, I've got you under my spell."
He exhaled an audible sigh. "You'll get no argument from me on that." He reached over to gently draw a ring around a soft nipple. It went suddenly taut.
She moaned delightedly. "You were as fabulous as I knew you would be, Colonel Golanov."
He suddenly tensed. Instantly, she knew she had blundered, said the wrong thing.
Andrei Golanov's priorities were firmly fixed. In one swift, effortless move, he sprang up in the bed, almost like a soldier at attention, a stern look on his face.
"Thank you, Captain Makarenko, for reminding me that we have a duty to perform." His voice was cool and businesslike. He swung his legs over the side. "Go get your shower, comrade. When we're ready, we'll find a suitable restaurant, have dinner, and I'll brief you fully on the week's activites."
Duty be damned! His dedication could be maddening. She sat up and looked across longingly at the trim, muscular body. "Will you come back and spend the night with me, Andrei?" There was a plaintive quality to her voice.
He turned and smiled. "As the capitalists say, business before pleasure."
* * *
He made a lucky choice of restaurants, a rustic barn of a place that made up in food quality what it lacked in the fancy trappings of its more upscale competitors. Its chief feature was a mammoth open charcoal grill located between the dining area and the kitchen. As with most any eating place on a Friday night, it was crowded. The lights were so dim it seemed almost a gimmick to save on the power bill. They had difficulty reading the menu, but took this was as a plus, along with the fact that the tables were not jammed closely together. Theirs sat in a corner of the room, eliminating the possibility of anyone being seated to either side, or behind them. All in all, Golanov was rather pleased.
He needed only a cursory glance at the menu. He was ravenously hungry. The smoky aroma wafting across from the open grill heightened his appetite for food the way Katya's body had stimulated his appetite for sex. Add to that another week of Sarge Morris's army-style cooking, and he found himself in the mood for a thick prime rib floating in its juice, something he had cultivated a taste for during his previous years in the West.
Watching Katya as she studied the menu, he knew he could no longer deny the irresistible force that seemed to pull them together like a magnet. He was attracted by women with backbone. He liked the firm set of her jaw, the determination in her eyes. There was a sense of inner strength about her that contrasted sharply with the softness of her physical beauty.
She looked up and smiled. "I'll try the stuffed flounder," she said. "With white wine."
He could have predicted as much. Katerina Georgevna Makarenko was a native of Kaliningrad, on the Baltic Sea just north of Poland. She had been raised on seafood. But despite its Baltic roots, her home was not a part of the rebellious republics. Kaliningrad was the old East Prussian city of Konigsberg. It lay south of Lithuania in a small detached enclave of the former Russian Soviet Federated Socialist Republic. Her father was a plant manager sent from Moscow, and she had been nurtured in an abiding love for a benevolent Mother Russia. The fact that she had been chosen to take part in Jabberwock attested to her commitment to a strong KGB and a traditionally communist Soviet state.
Though endowed with a strong sense of will, she was thoroughly feminine, and she knew how to flaunt it to her best advantage. Both in the line of duty and in pursuit of her personal goals. Virtually every move she made appeared sensual to Golanov. He had to remind himself that this occasion involved his duty to report to her, for relay back to Moscow, on the results of the week's preparation for Jabberwock.
"We had a miserable time the first half of the week," he said. "Storms drenched the island. The men were forced to sit around in their quarters, getting on each others' nerves. But when the sun finally came out again, we rolled out the truck and parked it in precise relation to a simulated reviewing stand."
"And the test? How did it go?"
"Whatever you think of the Americans, you have to admire their ingenuity. The shell performed perfectly. It detonated just above the reviewing stand. There wouldn't have been a single survivor. I'm almost certain of it."
* * *
Katya looked thoughtful. She had no qualms about the aims of Operation Jabberwock. Petrovsky had to be stopped at any cost. His policies were making a shambles of the country, of the Party. Another six months and her beloved Motherland could well be reduced to a hobbled derelict, an emaciated skeleton. Petrovsky deserved his fate. Perhaps the American president, too. His own people had decided his guilt. But how many others would be taken with them? She didn't condone indiscriminate slaughter, something she knew had been practiced by the KGB's predecessor, the NKVD, under Lavrenti Beria.
"Who will be in the reviewing stand besides the two presidents?" she asked.
"I don't have access to the list. I'm sure General Kostikov has it. From the dimensions they gave us, it will be a small group. Probably a few aides to each of the leaders. Some Canadian government officials, probably the Prime Minister, the mayor of Toronto."
"Is it necessary to kill so many innocent people?"
Golanov's face broke into a thin smile. "Ah, my little Katya has a conscience, does she?"
She cocked her head, the frown firming her jawline. "It's not a bad thing to have on occasion, Andrei. The lack of it has caused some of our older comrades a great deal of grief. Even the people who say they would like Stalin back, to bring order out of the chaos, shudder when they talk of the mass murders."
He nodded sympathetically. "I agree. Killing thousands of innocent peasants is not the way to establish order. But at times, even some of our most loyal comrades must be sacrificed for the higher goals of the state. In this case, removing a few more high officials who don't likely share our view of the world will be necessary, though regrettable."
She shrugged in resignation. What he said made sense. "Then we should just be thankful we won't be among them. I gather from this that you're completely satisfied with the operation?"
"Eminently so," he said with conviction. "Jeffries and Ingram handled the firing this morning. Next week the team members will demonstrate their abilities. We'll discuss the plans for getting into Canada, what they are to do once in Toronto, and the plans for extraction."
"Would you make a request for me to be sent to Toronto to assist you?" she asked. "I could help maintain contact with the team. Maybe I could pose as a reporter."
He leaned back, his elbow on the arm of the chair, his chin resting in one hand. "News people are clannish," he said. "They would probably sense you weren't one of them. Still, we might use you in some other role. Let me give it some thought."
* * *
They arrived back at the motel about nine. As Golanov was unlocking the door to 307, he heard a disturbing ring from the telephone inside.
"Who knows we're here?" he asked, pushing the door open.
"Only our contact at Aeroflot."
He picked up the phone and answered guardedly.
"Mr. Goldman?" It was the voice of someone in a hurry.
"This is Goldman."
"I've been trying to reach you for an hour," said the agitated male voice.
"I've been out to dinner." He said it as a fact, not a defense.
"I have a message from your Uncle Harry. He says the job in Atlanta didn't come through. You might as well go back home."
He flinched at the words, as though they were a slap in the face. It couldn't be. But there was no mistaking the message. It was a dire warning, received one hour late. "Thank you," said Golanov, reigning in his emotions. "Tell Uncle Harry I'll do as he suggests."
"Very well. Have a nice rest of the evening."
Golanov grimaced. That abominable American aphoristic leave-taking. Surely the comrades could do better. He hung up the phone and swung around toward Katya, eyes blazing.
"Uncle Harry?" she said, shocked. It was the code for blown cover.
"Right. I don't know where or when. Probably at the airport. Somebody I failed to see has recognized me. They warned me to get out of Atlanta right away. The island is still safe."
He moved quickly to return everything to his suitcase. Katya did the same.
"I don't know how far they've tracked me," Golanov said with disgust. "They may even know about the rental car."
"Shouldn't we get it away from here, then abandon it?" Katya asked.
"Right. I'll need transportation to get out of Atlanta, though."
"Why don't I rent a car," she suggested. "I could drive while you lie back with your face covered, as if sleeping. There would be no chance for anyone else to recognize you."
He considered that for a moment. "Where would we go?"
She tried to picture a map of the U.S., then remembered a sign she had seen on the interstate highway near the airport. "Birmingham," she said. "I don't have to be back in New York until tomorrow evening. I could fly out of Birmingham, I'm sure."
He could think of no better suggestion at the moment. "All right. Let's get out of here. Do we have to check out of the motel? I don't want any unhappy innkeepers chasing us also."
"I paid in advance."
He broke into a slow smile. "You are a jewel, Katya. Let's go."



Chapter 28

BALTIMORE
Since he had no idea of the time of the funeral, Burke called Lori early Saturday morning from a phone booth on the outskirts of Baltimore.
"Miss Quinn?" he asked, pitching his voice rather high.
"Yes, this is Miss Quinn."
"My name is Herbert Kennedy. I'm an old friend of your father's from Boston." It was his best impression of a Boston Irish accent. He hoped it sounded convincing.
"Oh, yes, Mr. Kennedy. I've heard my father speak of you very fondly."
"I just heard about his untimely demise. Most unfortunate. You have my deepest sympathy."
"Thank you. You're most kind."
"We were schoolmates at one time, you know. When is the funeral scheduled?"
"This afternoon. Two p.m. It will be a small, private service."
"I see. Yes. Well, I wish I could be there, but I won't be in Washington until later. It's quite possible I might drop by to see you, however. If that is all right?”
"Whatever would please you, Mr. Kennedy. But be careful. It could be rather treacherous around here" — she paused for a single beat—"if it rains."
"Thank you, young lady. I shall remember that."
He hung up the phone. Obviously her house was being watched or she felt there was an excellent possibility of it. He stopped at a men's hair salon to have his hair trimmed and styled in a more youthful look. He also had a rinse applied that hid the advancing gray by bringing back its original dark brown color. He didn't wear glasses, but he bought a pair with clear lenses to help modify the new look. And he visited a men's clothing store to purchase a few specialty items.
* * *
When Ted called his boss Saturday morning to report on the week's successful activities, the "old man" delivered the shocking news. The FBI had contacted Langley in search of current information on Lt. Col. Andrei Petrovich Golanov. He had been sighted at the Atlanta airport, but promptly disappeared. When the Agency reported that Golanov was now with the KGB's Second Chief Directorate in Moscow, the Bureau stirred up a flurry of activity. A taxi driver was located who had driven a man meeting Golanov's description to a nearby hotel. There they learned he had rented a Toyota Corolla in the name of Andrew Goldman. The car was found later, abandoned off I-285 a few miles from the hotel. At this point, the trail ended. They back-tracked at the airport, however, and discovered that a passenger named Andrew Goldman had arrived in Atlanta on a flight from Tallahassee. He had a return reservation for early Monday.
"Have you heard from him?" Ted’s boss asked in an unpleasant tone.
"No, sir. He isn't due back until Monday morning. There's no way I can get in touch with him." The FBI would have the airport staked out Monday morning. This could be disastrous. Then something the "old man" had said struck him as odd. "I wonder why he abandoned the car?"
"We got word to the proper party in New York. I presume they warned him to get the hell out of Atlanta."
"Good!" Ted sighed with relief. "He'll probably call us then, call to get in contact with Jeffries. They were supposed to meet in Tallahassee. Obviously, that's out."
* * *
When Lori had told "Mr. Kennedy" to be careful if it rained, she was merely using a natural reference to the dark, gloomy morning outside. But by two p.m., the leaden sky had begun to fulfill her prophecy. Rain splattered noisily against the roof of the small chapel at the cemetery, casting a pall over an already somber affair.
Those who filled the pews inside were mostly CIA colleagues of Cameron Quinn. A few key employees of Clipper Cruise & Travel joined them, along with three of Lori's closest friends and two relatives whose aloof manner indicated their presence was a mandatory exercise in attempted civility. One was an officious cousin who held some sort of international trade position with the Department of Commerce, the son of Quinn's younger brother who had died a few years before. The other was a stooped octogenarian great uncle from Boston. Due to family financial shenanigans that Cameron had purposely left clouded, providing Lori with no real understanding, the Washington (and various other points) Quinns had effectively cut themselves off from their Boston kin following the death of Cam's father. The surprise appearance of the aging uncle was evidently the family's token acknowledgment that Cam had indeed departed the scene. CIA officaldom was represented by CI Chief Hawthorne Elliott, DDO General Frederick Palmer and the DCI himself, Judge Kingsley Marshall.
Several cars bearing neatly dressed, athletic looking young men were parked about the area. A few unlucky ones stood watch outside the chapel, holding black unbrellas to ward off the shower. Lori noted that Hawk Elliott exhibited the bored look of someone who had rather have been elsewhere. Judge Marshall, on the other hand, appeared the very essence of concern. In fact, he delivered the eulogy.
The Judge was a tall, slender man with the savvy look of a skilled politician. It was political connections, of course, that had brought him to the federal bench and, ultimately, to the rarefied atmosphere of Langley's seventh floor. Standing before the small group, he held his gray head high, though his shoulders seemed to droop perceptibly with the weight of the occasion.
"Cameron Quinn was a dedicated public servant," he said in a judicious tone, "one of those all too rare among us who seeks no self-aggrandizement. Power, wealth, position, reputation were all sacrificed to the anonymity of his calling. The nation's unparalleled security, and its highly regarded ability to counter potential enemies, are due in no small part to the unsung achievements of men such as Cameron Quinn.
"He was a complete person… a loving husband, a devoted father, a loyal servant of his fellow man. Few people are aware of the countless hazardous assignments that he readily accepted on behalf of his country. And in a field where only one's mistakes are trumpeted publicly, even fewer are aware of the significant successes that he achieved. We, lovers of liberty who share in his legacy, owe to him our gratitude for a job well done."
The shower had hardly diminished by the time the burly, graying priest completed his final prayer beneath a green canvas enclosure that surrounded the grave. The flag that had covered the coffin was folded and handed to Lori. The priest gave her a fatherly pat on the arm and departed.
Her friends, a tall black couple with whom she had been sailing on Memorial Day, and a short, plump woman who had once been her college roommate, gathered around like cheerleaders after a disheartening loss.
"Would you like me to come stay with you tonight?" asked Sara Lawson, the former schoolmate.
"Thanks, but I'll be okay. I imagine I'll get to bed early tonight. I'm afraid I haven't shaken off the jet lag yet."
"Why don't you have dinner with us, doll," said Chloe Brackin, squeezing one of her hands. She was an attractive, statuesque black woman with a controlled intensity in her voice.
"Yeah, I'll pick you up and get you back early," added her husband, Walt. They were both physicians, he specializing in neurology, Chloe a gynecologist.
Lori smiled at them. "I love all of you, and I really appreciate what you're trying to do. But, honestly, I'm fine. I think I need some time to myself, a chance to gather my thoughts and try to put things into a little better perspective. I'll take a rain check on that offer, though."
They frowned unhappily but knew that when she had decided upon a course, further argument was useless. They exchanged farewell kisses and left. Lori looked around to find Judge Marshall patiently waiting. Without comment, he held out his arm and she took it. As they walked out into the rain, he raised a large black umbrella to shield them from the continuing downpour.
She looked up with a fragile smile. "Thank you for those remarks, Judge. It was beautifully said."
"It was said from the heart, Lori. Your father had his problems, but he never wavered from what he saw as his duty."
"That's how he died," she said with a nod, her eyes taking on a troubled look. "He wasn't drinking the night of that accident. He was pursuing his assignment."
Judge Marshall regarded her indulgently. "I guess we'll never know for certain what happened, Lori. But don't compound the tragedy. Don't torment yourself in an attempt to unearth some hidden cause and effect. By the way, have you heard anything from Mr. Burke Hill?"
She shook her head silently.
"We can't have people going off on a tangent, possibly jeopardizing Agency operations. He could easily endanger our people, as well as himself."
Lori fought to contain her temper. "Mr. Hill was a very close friend of Dad's," she said. "He was quite disturbed by what happened in Hong Kong. He thought Sam Allen should have done a thorough follow-up, checked to make certain no foul play was involved."
The Judge's tone was implacable. "Sam Allen contacted the proper authorities. He reviewed their reports, found the evidence overwhelming."
She gave a shrug of clear disgust. You couldn't fight city hall. She wished now that she hadn't destroyed that letter her father had written to Burke. It might have helped convince Judge Marshall. As it was, he would believe his chief of station over what he considered vague suppositions by uninformed outsiders. Nevertheless, she said, "Burke Hill and I were hardly convinced."
"Lori, my dear," he began in a fatherly tone, "please believe me when I say this, if I had the slightest inkling, any idea that there was something more here than meets the eye, I would insist on pursuing it to the bitter end." Then his voice changed to that of the tough jurist who brooked no interference with his decisions. "Also please believe that I am quite serious about protecting the sanctity of CIA operations. If you hear anything from Mr. Hill, I suggest that you contact me immediately. I would like to continue the cooperative relationship that we have enjoyed in the past."
That stung. They had reached her car, and the Judge opened the door for her. She slipped into the seat and looked up at him soberly. She spoke slowly, deliberately, in a voice coated with frost. "I'll do what I can, sir."
* * *
Lori switched on the stereo and put in some of her favorite compact discs, symphonies by Beethoven and Brahms, Rimsky-Korsakov suites and, to liven things up, Tchaikovsky's 1812 Overture. She wasn't hungry, but she forced herself to eat a salad and a bowl of beef stew.
With the rain, darkness came early. Standing in front of the kitchen window with its bright, flowered curtains, washing the few dishes she had used, she wondered why she had felt so edgy ever since returning home in the late afternoon. Then, slowly, it came to her. She had been subconsciously worrying about Burke Hill. After hearing Judge Marshall's remark on protecting the sanctity of CIA operations, she knew the effort to apprehend Burke extended all the way to the top. She was certain the Judge would be abhorred by even the thought of such an assassination scheme as Sydney Pinkleton had described, but if he gave the order to put Burke under wraps until Jabberwock had been flushed out, there was no way to predict where it might lead.
She had managed to see Burke for only a few minutes after he had shaved off the beard, but it was enough to significantly alter her perception of him. He no longer seemed just an old crony of her father's. She realized that she had been attracted to him from the start. She couldn't put a finger on the exact reasons why. He had flattered her, of course, been effusive in his compliments. He had a sort of boyish charm about him and a hint of some inner vulnerability. Was she experiencing the mother hen syndrome, seeking someone to gather into her nest? He had certainly looked younger without the beard, but not that young.
She had sensed the affection that he felt toward her, but she was not certain whether it was aimed at Lori Quinn or Cam Quinn's daughter. Was he just being paternalistic, she wondered, or did it go much deeper? And if it did, was she ready for it? Her Dad had called her a "confirmed bachelor girl," but that had been partly a defensive posture after the divorce. A divorce was one of life's most painful experiences, to her way of thinking, and she had no desire to hurt like that ever again. As a result, she had dated sparingly, careful to keep her emotions hidden away like secrets in a locked diary.
* * *
Burke drove down the tree-lined street in front of Lori's condo development just before dark. Rain danced steadily on the pavement, glistening in the headlights like bouncing crystals. A paved parking area ran in front of the complex, parallel to the roadway. Across the street toward one end of the row of townhouses sat a charcoal-colored van, resting starkly in its isolation like the fabled horse of Troy, a small antenna protruding from the top. A quick glance toward it revealed no faces, but he had no doubt that someone sat in the back compartment with field glasses and, most likely, a headset plugged into a receiver that was picking up signals from inside Lori's house. By constantly monitoring what went on inside, they probably saw no need for any additional lookout posts.
He stopped at a restaurant about a mile away and ordered dinner. While waiting for his meal, he took out a sheet of paper and an envelope he had picked up at the motel. He wrote out a note to Lori and placed it in the envelope, then printed a brief message on the front.
Burke drove back to the area of Lori's condo, parking on a side street on the opposite end of the complex from where the van sat. He wore black trousers and a black waterproof jacket. He had bought a tube of black greasepaint and smudged it over his face. He tugged a black rain hat down over his head until the turned-down brim was even with his eyes, then pulled on a pair of black gloves. He could have passed for a cat burglar ready to prowl.
Removing a small black case, he locked the car and slipped into a wooded area that flanked the end of the complex. As he reached the edge of the woods, he noted a chain link fence stretching across the back end of the open area that ran along the rear of the condos. He skirted around the end of the fence to avoid the necessity of climbing over it later on. Occasional trees dotted the lawns, thick-leafed maples and tall oaks that obscured the rambling outline of the condominium structure. The fence line lay far enough away from the houses to stretch in virtual darkness. There were fifteen units. He knew Lori's was the seventh from this end.
Burke kept a low profile and made his way cautiously along the fence line. He watched for any sign of movement, alert for any sound above the splattering of the rain. He strained his eyes to count the rear entrances as he crept past, finally reaching Lori's, where he recognized the tall shrubbery around the patio. As he moved closer, he could make out a figure standing beyond a curtained window. Picturing the layout of the house in his mind, he decided she was at the kitchen sink. Keeping away from the light of the window, he crept up to the patio and past the glass-topped table and chairs where they had dined the previous Friday.
He checked the black wrought iron security door that led in from the patio. As expected, it was locked. He took out the envelope from inside his jacket and slid it under the door. Then he crossed over to the patio furniture and upended a chair with enough force to generate a loud metallic clatter.
* * *
Lori heard the noise and rushed into the dining room, flipping on the outside light. Knowing the security door was locked, she opened the inside door and looked out. She was puzzled by the overturned chair. It had not likely been done by a dog, since dogs were forbidden in the complex. And the wind was not that strong. Then she noticed the small white envelope that lay just inside the door.
Picking it up, she read: Don’t say anything. Read note inside.
Taking another look outside and seeing no one, she pushed the door closed and ripped open the envelope.
Dear Lori,
There's a suspicious van down the street in front. I suspect your house is bugged. Please turn off the outside light and any lights beyond the door inside. Leave the outside door unlocked and the inside door open. See you in a minute.
Burke

She did as instructed and waited in the darkness. No more than seconds later, the security door opened slowly and an almost invisible black figure slipped inside. He relocked the outside door and pushed the inner one closed.
Lori rushed over to him, wide-eyed at the bizarre sight she saw in the dim light spilling out of the kitchen. He set a small case on the floor and held a warning finger to his lips. She reached over to feel the wet jacket and the soaked trousers. Then she took his gloved hand and tugged him toward the kitchen.
He pulled off the hat and gloves and she almost broke into laughter at the sight of his black-smudged face. He lacked only the exaggerated white mouth to have been a character out of an old-time minstrel show. Then she helped him out of the jacket, contorting her face at the sight of the soggy pants and muddy shoes. She took a note pad off the countertop beneath the telephone and wrote, "Get upstairs and get out of those wet clothes. There should be one of Dad's robes in the closet of the spare bedroom."
He nodded and watched as she knelt to untie the messy shoes and pull them off his feet. Then she hitched her thumb toward the stairs. After he left, she cleaned up the mess on the floor and set the case he’d carried in on the kitchen table.
Burke walked in a few minutes later wearing a blue robe that had belonged to Cam. Opening the small case, he took out a device designed to ferret out hidden transmitters. He began a systematic sweep of each room, locating one on the phone line in the laundry room, where a block connected the incoming line with all extensions. Another had been stashed atop a picture frame in the living room. He determined it was safe to talk upstairs but carried the jamming instrument just to make sure.
Lori led the way to her bedroom, which was frilly and pink, with a queen-size four-poster bed. She kicked off her shoes and perched cross-legged on the bed while Burke switched on the device and dropped onto a contrasting peach bedside chair.
"Tell me what's been going on," she said. "Then I'll clean that mess off your face."
He grinned, straightening the robe over his bare legs. "Thanks to your fast work, lady, I got out of Hong Kong with only a small glitch." He told her about the man who appeared to be approaching him at Kai Tak, admitting that it may have been merely his imagination working overtime. He related the results of his phone calls in Chicago and the call to Jeffries' room at the Acapulco Princess.
"The next move will be to fly to New Orleans," he said. "I need to get down there and see if I can track down that Cherokee Lance."
She had a worried look. "You'll have to watch your step, Burke. Judge Marshall asked this afternoon if I'd heard from you. He wanted me to call him first thing if I did."
Burke raised an eyebrow. "So the Director, himself, is on my case, huh?"
"Yes, and that means there's no telling what somebody down the line might do if they find you." She tried to push out of her mind the disturbing possibilities that had begun to creep in like unwanted visitors.
"Which brings up what to do about those damned bugs downstairs," Burke said. "And I don't mean roaches. Obviously they're being monitored in the van out on the street. I could easily disable them, but that would signal something wrong and probably bring the Marines charging in."
Lori thought for a moment, then broke into a diabolical grin. "I think I'll go right back to the top. The Judge should be quite embarrassed at such blatant disrespect."
He followed her downstairs. She picked up the telephone and dialed Judge Marshall's home, the number he had left for her the night after her father's accident.
"This is Lorelei Quinn," she said in an angry voice. "I have just discovered the most despicable thing. While I was burying my father this afternoon, your minions broke into my house and bugged it. I accidentally found one on the phone line. When I began to look around, I discovered another over a picture in my living room."
Judge Marshall sounded shocked. "Why would any of my people want to bug your house?"
"From what you said this afternoon, obviously you're looking for Burke Hill. Somebody, probably Hawk Elliott, apparently thinks I can lead you to him."
The Judge's voice was apologetic. "I'm terribly sorry if that's the case. I didn't order it, believe me. I had no idea."
"I'll take your word, Judge Marshall. But you can tell Hawk Elliott if he's left any more of his creepy little bugs around here, I'm about to call in the exterminators."
"You can be sure I'll talk to him, Lori. I know he means well, but I don't condone that kind of conduct. It is definitely not part of our charter. You have my sincere apology. Nevertheless, I hope you'll remember what I said this afternoon. I was really quite fond of your father. And I feel the same way about you. What I said was meant to be in your best interests, not in any way threatening. Call me any time. Good night."
That renewed her faith in Kingsley Marshall as a fair and honest man.
With a big smile on her face, she walked into the kitchen, searched a cabinet under the counter and pulled out a small cardboard box. It contained two thick pieces of molded polystyrene in which a replacement part for a can opener had been shipped. Then she went over to the phone line where the detector had identified a transmitter. Locating the tiny device clamped around the wire, she twisted it off and dropped it into the box. It had been placed where it would pick up conversations from any extension in the house. Then she placed a step-stool beneath the picture in the living room, climbed onto it and reached up to pull off the other microtransmitter. With great aplomb, she placed it in the box with the other offending gadget, sealed the box with packaging tape, then marched triumphantly out to the patio with it.
As she came back inside, Burke shook his head with a grin. "Hell hath no fury like a woman bugged."
"How about checking all the windows. Make sure the miniblinds and draperies are tightly closed," she said. "I'll fix us some wine and cheese."
By the time he returned to the living room, she had placed a tray with crackers, cheese chunks, two glasses and a large bottle of wine on the coffee table. A towel lay draped across the cushions stacked at one end of the sofa where she stood, holding a jar of cold cream.
"Lie down," she said, motioning. "Head here."
She went to work with cold cream and tissues, rubbing away until the black was mostly gone. Then she sent him to wash his face with soap and water. When he came back after rigorous scrubbing, she reached up to his chin and pushed his face from side to side.
"Pink as a baby's bottom," she said. "Have some wine."
He sat beside her on the sofa and raised his glass. "To Lori," he said in a mock toast, though his voice was sincere. "A remarkable woman."
She gave him that bewitching look. "Flattery will get you everywhere."
He laughed. "You remind me of a teacher I had back in high school. Miss Barton. She taught ninth grade general science. She had sort of a dowager look and a really droll sense of humor. When somebody made a pun, she'd frown and say, 'Poor wit.' And when somebody stumbled around on an answer, she'd comment, 'He who hesitates is lost.’ She was a hoot."
They sat for hours and talked and sipped wine and nibbled cheese and completely ignored the rest of the world. Lori could not remember when she had opened up like this with someone. It was exactly the therapy she needed. But it was more than mere therapy, it was sharing her innermost self with someone who obviously cared. And though Burke confessed to having held his deepest feelings in check, she soon found him revealing emotions he had likely never put into words before. Just how long they talked, neither was sure. It involved the small, mundane things that add up over the years to shape people's lives. The nudging motivation of childhood dreams, teachers who brought new perceptions of life, friends whose faith spurred hidden talents. And there was the warmth of family gatherings, such as Christmases around what were viewed, from the memory of a child's perspective, as towering, gaily-decorated trees that smelled of fresh pine and spruce.
"You know what was the best present I ever got?" Lori asked, her eyes as bright and sparkling as a candle-lit wreath.
Burke emptied his glass and poured more wine for both. "Tell me."
She leaned back, clasping slim, tapered fingers behind her head, remembering. "I must have been about nine. We were in Paris that year. Dad had to go to Switzerland and didn't get back until Christmas Eve. He brought me this little music box with a compartment for rings and such. It had a ballerina on top. She was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen. As the music played, she started to pirouette, and—"
"What was the music?"
"It was from Swan Lake. That's still my favorite ballet."
"Whatever happened to it, the music box?"
She sat up straight. "Would you like to see it?"
He laughed. "Why not?"
She stood up, grasped his hand and led him toward the stairs, switching off the lights as they went. She turned on a small lamp on her bedroom dresser and walked over to a chest beside the bed. She picked up the music box, stretched out across the bed, and wound it with the key on the bottom. She motioned to Burke, who was standing beside the chair. "Come here. You can't get the full effect from over there."
He lay across the bed beside her, watching as the tinkling music began to play and the dancer started to pirouette. The tiny ballerina seemed to spin faster and faster, and then suddenly she stopped. But the music continued.
Lori rolled over on her back, looking up at him, her eyes wistful. "That's the story of my life. I get caught up in the whirl of things, rushing ever faster, trying to make the most of every opportunity. I want to drink all the wine and smell all the roses. Then something happens to stop me cold."
Burke knew what she was thinking. She was recalling that rainy cemetery this afternoon, and the flag-draped casket.
He leaned down toward her and said softly, "Consider the bright side. As long as there's music, you can always dance again."
He kissed her and she threw her arms around him, holding him tightly. The tinkling melody from Tchaikovsky's ballet masterpiece played on.



Chapter 29

Burke heard the sound of Lori's steady breathing beside him even before opening his eyes. When he saw the predominantly pink hue of the bedroom, memories of the previous evening came flooding back into his mind. He knew the feelings that had been stirring inside him since they first met at her office amounted to much more than just the affection he would have for an old friend's daughter. But that it could develop so quickly into something of such emotional depth caught him fully by surprise. He had traveled alone for so long that he'd forgotten the excitement, the passion, the electricity that two people could generate as their lives were coupled in an act of love.
He was also aware that it added another dimension to his pursuit of the elusive Jabberwock. Quietly slipping out of the bed, he pulled on Cam's robe and padded silently across the carpet into the other bedroom, where he peeked out between the drapes. The rain had ended. In its wake, the sky appeared as a vast blue canvas that some capricious painter had daubed with a few random blotches of white. Looking out toward the street in front, he found a dark cloud on the horizon. The gray van had moved closer, so that it now sat opposite the condo next door to Lori.
A clock on the bedside table caught his eye as he started back toward the hallway. It showed past nine-thirty. Had they slept that long? Or had it been well into the hours past midnight when the intensity of their lovemaking had given way to a warm afterglow, a languid sense of contentment bordering on exhaustion?
Back in Lori's bedroom, he found her beginning to stir. He sat on the side of the bed as she glanced up through half-closed lids, her long, dark hair swirling about her face. She would have protested that she looked a mess, but to him, she had never looked lovelier.
"So you're the guy I went to bed with last night," she said, smiling.
"You were expecting maybe Paul Newman?"
"Ha! Guys who drive race cars and make salad dressing don't do much for me." She sat up, pulling the sheet across her bare chest with a twinge of embarrassment.
It was a female reaction that Burke had never understood, but he passed it off with a grin. "So, private eye-photographers are your thing, huh?"
"We had something magical going last night," she said. "I've never been on such a high before, not even when I tried smoking pot in college. And I'd never have thought I'd feel this way the day after burying my father. But I think he'd have approved."
"I don't know that this is what he had in mind when he asked me to look in on you occasionally. But I agree. At least he would have understood." He took her hand and squeezed it affectionately. "At the risk of putting a downer on your reveries, I'd best give you the news. Our friends in the van have moved up for a closer look. They're parked right across the street."
She frowned. "I'm not surprised. Since they can't hear what's going on inside, they're determined to keep a closer watch on the outside."
"They probably have somebody posted in back, too."
She nodded. "He'd be in the woods beyond the fence, staying out of sight."
"They may have put a tap on your phone."
"Very likely. With you here, who cares? Why don't you go down and put some coffee on. I'll try to get my act together, then I'll fix us some breakfast.
* * *
They ate in the dining room. Lori opened the drapes, letting the glaring sun beam in through the sheer curtains that covered the windows. She had gone all-out on breakfast, grapefruit, eggs, Canadian bacon, hash browns, blueberry muffins.
"No grits?" Burke asked.
"Grits," she said with a turned-up nose. "We're in Virginia, but that's about the only Southern thing I can lay claim to."
"Well, you can cook as good as a Southerner," he said, reaching for another muffin. "Now if we can just figure how to get me out of here."
Right now, getting him out of there was not a subject she was anxious to pursue. They had just begun to really get to know one another. "I don't see any way you could manage it in the daylight," she said.
"Not without running into a welcoming committee." He looked toward the door to the patio. "We don't have many advantages on our side, so we'd better make the best of what we're given."
She tilted her head with that half-amused, contemplative look. "They have a van in front, probably a man in the woods at the rear. And you're seeing advantages?"
"For one thing, they probably don't know I'm in here. Secondly, even if they did, they don't know when I'm liable to come out."
"Our advantage is surprise, in other words."
He nodded. "And we'll choose the optimum time to spring our surprise."
"Am I supposed to guess?"
"The hour between two-thirty and three-thirty a.m. is at the low ebb of the life cycle. Even people who've rested up during the day tend to get bored and drowsy then."
"So we should make our move at three—"
"Not we," he said pointedly. "Me."
She gave him a caustic look. "I told you I wanted to help."
"And help you shall, dear lady. But here, where you can monitor our chums at Langley. With your contacts, you should be able to keep up with what they've managed to find out about me."
She looked disappointed, a little hurt. "I can do better than that. You're ignoring the fact that I've been through the rigors of the Agency's training program at The Farm. Plus the years I put in with the Clandestine Service. I'll wager I'm a hell of a lot better than anybody out in that van."
He smiled. "I have no doubt you're better, Lori, but I'm keeping you as my ace in the hole. Right now it's just a matter of checking out the New Orleans airport, looking for an airplane. If I can find Jeffries and his Jabberwock training site, then I'll need help."
She knew he was hedging, that he was reluctant to expose her to any danger. She appreciated his concern, but she wasn't about to let him off the hook. "All right. I'll be your ace, but don't think you can keep me in the hole for long. I'll give you some safe phone numbers and the times to call. I want to know that you're okay, and I want to know what's going on."
"You'll know everything I know. I promise. Now, getting back to tonight, we want to make our move appear random, so instead of three o'clock, we'll make it at three-oh-nine."
She noticed he took pains to say "we" this time.
She smiled. It was a minor point, but she liked the way he was thinking now. He was acting more like the professional she knew he could be. "Remember, you won't have the rain for cover tonight. There may be a moon out instead."
That obviously bothered him. "It sure would help to know what the moon'll do tonight."
She shrugged. "Sorry. I don't have an Old Farmer's Almanac."
"Too bad. That's what we need, information on what phase the moon is in, how big and bright it'll be. Better yet, moonrise and moonset tables. You could call and get it, but that would be a sure tip-off to our listen-in buddies."
She thought about that for a moment. "I have a briefcase full of sea charts and weather information I brought back from sailing last Monday. Walt Brackin — he and his wife were on the sailing expedition — left it with me. They were headed for a day or two at Virginia Beach and he didn't want to have to fool with it."
She brought the briefcase to the table and they sifted through its contents, ultimately finding what they were after. The moon would not be a significant factor.
When he had finished outlining his plan, she felt much better. Burke was leaving nothing to chance. Events of the last few days had obviously left him with no illusions about the threat he faced.
"I'll put those clothes you had on last night in the washer," she said as he helped her clear the table.
"Good. Since they're all I've—"
The ringing phone interrupted him. Lori answered it.
"Hi, doll. You okay?" Chloe Brackin’s breezy voice was as upbeat as ever.
"I'm fine," Lori said. "Slept late, ate a big breakfast."
"We thought we might drop by this afternoon. Just for a few minutes, if it's all right with you. We're supposed to play doubles with one of Walt's partners and a friend around four. We could stop by your place three-ish."
Lori glanced at Burke. She could hide him in the bedroom upstairs for a short time. If she discouraged them from coming, the watchers might get suspicious. "Sure, Chlo, come on over. I have Walt's briefcase full of charts to get back to him."
"That's right. I'll bet he's forgotten all about it. See you in a little while then. Bye."
Lori told Burke what was planned. She gave him a brief rundown on the Brackins and assured him they were close friends who could be counted on to be discreet. He agreed it wouldn’t be wise to get them involved in a lengthy explanation of his presence.
She grinned. “Walt would probably forget about asking questions, though, if you got him to show you some magic tricks.”
“What’s with that?” Burke asked.
“Walter Brackin is known around the pediatric wards as Doctor Wizard. He’s very talented with sleight of hand. Chloe says he keeps the kids mesmerized.”
Burke stared out toward the street with narrowed eyes. “Too bad we can’t get him to pull some tricks on those guys in the van.”



Chapter 30

ACAPULCO, MEXICO
Robert Jeffries' intention was to be seen as conspicuously enjoying the vacation with his family that weekend. He soon found it wasn't working. A jovial, confident man under normal circumstances, he had seen his jaunty mood erode ever since arriving Friday afternoon to learn about the call his son had taken. Within a short time he resembled a bundle of nerves. He had phoned his office and made a few oblique inquiries of his secretary, hoping it might turn up some clue as to the caller. He learned nothing. He thought about contacting Ted at Oyster Island, but knew if it had been Ted, he would have merely left word for Jeffries to call back. As would most anyone with a legitimate business interest. What about the airport where he had parked the Lance? That was out. Nobody there knew his ultimate destination. Then who? This was the highest stakes game he had ever played. He couldn't afford any loose ends at this stage.
Saturday, he and his wife played a round of golf with a couple they had met in Acapulco. The rest of the foursome found him poor company. He appeared too preoccupied with his thoughts. Had he slipped up somewhere, leaving a trail for some outsider to follow? A friend of his had been indicted by a federal grand jury once after a prying investigative reporter had targeted him. What if some nosy newsman had tied him to rumors of a strange operation in the works? It could be disastrous.
He went parasailing that afternoon, which he found as invigorating as ever, but afterward he slipped back into that funky mood. He took his son and daughter to see the cliff divers at La Quebrada. They stood and cheered excitedly as the daredevil divers plunged into the frothy Pacific waters. Jeffries appeared distracted. He would have to report the call to Ted and Goldman. What would their reaction be? What would they do?
When he answered the phone around noon on Sunday, a tremendous wave of relief came over him. It was Goldman, calling from somewhere in Alabama. His plans had changed and he wouldn't be in Tallahassee Monday morning. He had called Ted to get Jeffries number at the Acapulco Princess. Of course, Jeffries realized, it had been Goldman calling Friday afternoon. He knew Jeffries would be flying in from New Orleans, but he didn't know what time he was due to arrive in Acapulco. Goldman probably wasn't where he could leave a number for Jeffries to call back.
"No sweat, Andrew," he said, cheerful once again. "Why don't you come on down to Panama City. I can pick you up there and get the mail, too. Just be at the Bay County Airport by nine."
The sandy-haired man answered to the name Grover, and he appeared at the van across from Lori Quinn’s condo around ten Sunday evening to take over the late watch. He knew the security company he worked for was a front for some hush-hush government agency. Exactly which one, he wasn't sure. A stocky, one-time middleweight boxer of medium height, he was married, with four kids, and happy as hell to be somewhere other than at home. His wife had bitched all day about his refusal to agree on buying a new station wagon. What kind of job did she think this was to have that kind of money? They had a mortgage to pay, doctors' bills, overused credit cards. The old wagon was just a little more than four years old, barely paid for. He shook his head like a boxer who'd just taken an eight count and turned to the man he was relieving.
"Have anything unusual on your shift"?
"A black couple driving a Mercedes stopped by a little after three. They stayed about thirty minutes and left. We checked out the license number. Name's Walter Brackin, a doctor. Has an office in Fairfax."
"You sure it wasn't Hill in blackface?" Grover asked.
The other man, who was black, laughed. "You think I can't recognize a brother? He was too tall for Hill. The tap logs from earlier in the day show his wife called, name Chloe, said they were coming over."
Grover settled down in the swivel seat on the side toward the condo complex and checked the image on the TV monitor. He always got a bang out of this assignment. It made him feel like a TV director, the kind he'd seen in the trucks during pro football telecasts. The camera feeding the monitor had excellent low light capabilities. It was mounted inside, looking out through a barely noticeable bubble on the side of the van. A tape rolled silently in the video recorder attached to it, transferring into magnetic code a permanent record of everything within its view. The lens was currently aimed at the front of the Quinn woman's house.
A microphone hung from an overhead boom, and Grover adjusted it to his liking, then pressed a button on the console beneath the monitor. "Come in Bravo," he said into the mike.
After a moment, the reply came through the single earphone. "Bravo, go ahead."
"Zebra here, Bravo. All clear. What's your status?"
"Ain't nothing happening, man," said Bravo, a weird character who would have looked youthful except for his hair. The top of his head was bald, the hair ringing it quite long, giving the impression of a large egg with a grass skirt. "Light just went out in the kitchen, one showing upstairs. Drapes all pulled, can't see a damned thing. Back to you."
"Okay, Bravo. Check in with me every half-hour. I want to be sure you're awake."
"Shit fire, man! You wanting me to wake you. I know."
"Zebra out!"
* * *
The beeping of his wrist watch alarm beside the bed woke Burke from a sound sleep. They had made love just before drifting off and had hardly moved since then. He glanced at the red digital glow of the bedside clock. Two-fifteen. He could feel the soft contour of Lori's body against his own, and it stirred something more than his emotions. He groaned resignedly. There was no time to dally.
He leaned over, kissed her cheek, and whispered in her ear, "Hey, sleeping beauty. Time to rise and shine."
She gave a low moan at the touch of his hand reaching across her breasts to give her a firm hug. "I love you," she said.
"And I love you, my dear, but we've got to get moving. I'm due out of here in about fifty minutes."
Her eyes snapped open. "What time is it?"
"Two-eighteen and counting." He turned her face toward him. "One more kiss for the road."
She leaned her body toward him and snuggled close as he kissed her. The reaction was predictable. She sighed. "Do you have to go now?"
With a massive force of will power, he pushed himself up into a sitting position. "If I don't go now, I may never."
"Then go quickly," she said with a mock snarl.
He rolled out of bed, his feet sinking into the thick carpet. "Remember, no lights."
"Not even the bathroom?"
"Not this one. You can use the other one and close the door, since there's no window."
He dressed quickly in his black outfit. Going from room to room, he carefully scanned the area outside. There was hardly any glow from the moon. As anticipated, it would not be a factor. The van still occupied its accustomed spot. He could detect nothing in the rear beyond the fence but felt sure someone manned a stakeout there.
Lori came down shortly, dressed in dark blue slacks and a matching sweater. She presented only a ghostly outline in the dark.
"Did Cam leave any kind of hat around here?" he asked.
"I think there's a Scottish style cap on the closet shelf upstairs."
"That ought to do," he said.
She leaned against the bottom of the stair rail. "Are you going to take the bug detector case?"
"No. Stash it away in a closet. We may need it later."
He turned into the kitchen as she headed back up the stairs. As the designated hour approached, the adrenalin had begun to flow. It always made him hungry. But the only thing he could find, rummaging in the glow of digital clocks on the range and microwave, was a fruit bowl. He picked out a banana and began to peel it.
"How's this look?" Lori asked, walking into the kitchen. She had the cap pulled down, the bill just above her eyes.
"Hat's fine, but if you’re going to be me, you're too slim."
"What if I wore one of Dad’s coats. That should make me look bulkier. "
She came back in a few moments wearing a black trenchcoat several sizes too large for her.
"Much better,” he said. “It’s a little much for the current weather, but the length fits so they could think it’s me."
He glanced at the glow of the clock. Three-oh-two. Everything required by the plan had been done. Now it was simply a matter of execution, and of the opposition reacting in the manner he anticipated. That was the only thing he couldn't control.
"Ready to do your thing?" he asked.
She came over and put her arms around him, her face close to his. "Please be careful. I'll probably be a wreck until you call."
"Everything should go just fine." He kissed her firmly. "Let's get moving."
He went into the dining room and opened the door, careful not to make a sound. The patio furniture, sheltered by the tall shrubs, appeared only as a vague outline. He pushed the security door open enough to slip through.
"Okay," he whispered to Lori. "Give me sixty seconds." Then he squeezed past the door, crouching low, and crept cautiously across the patio behind the shrubbery, moving out beyond the tall plants in the direction where his car was parked, hugging close to the brick wall that was shrouded in darkness.
* * *
Agent Bravo almost missed his three o'clock check-in. He yawned broadly, accompanied by rapid blinking of his eyes. He hated stakeouts like this. Having grown up in a tough inner city neighborhood, he wasn't particularly enamored of wooded areas either. No telling what kind of slimy creatures would be wandering around on a night like this. Somebody on an earlier shift had dragged a two-foot-high stump up next to the fence as a jumping off point should a quick rush toward the condo be called for. He studied it momentarily in the darkness, then began flexing his knees. A guy could get cramps standing around like this.
The earpiece connected to the box in his pocket suddenly crackled. "Bravo, something's going on here."
He lifted the radio to his mouth and whispered. "What's up, man?"
"Somebody just came out the door. Standing there in the shadows, looking around. Dressed in black, looks like. Long coat. Cap pulled down."
"Is it him?"
"Don't know. Could be. Damned sodium light in the parking lot's too far away to tell for sure."
Rather than keeping his eyes on the long, rambling structure of the condo complex, where an indistinct black shape was moving steadily away from him, Bravo's attention was riveted on the voice in his ear.
"He's walking out toward the cars. Unlocking one, getting in."
"You ready to give chase?"
"Yeah. It's her Corvette, but he hasn't started it. Looks like he's just sitting there."
"What the hell's he up to?"
"I don't know but I'm calling in the troops."
* * *
Lori pulled off the cap and squirmed out of the coat, tossing them on the seat beside her. She checked her watch in the pale glow of the light farther up in the parking area. Three-seventeen. Burke had been gone for eight minutes. He had said to wait fifteen. She decided to add on a few more for good measure.
Her watch showed three-twenty-five when she heard a car coming up the street, moving fast. It skidded to a stop just beyond the parking area. Looking in the mirror, she saw two figures jump out. Almost before she could turn around, the door on her side was suddenly jerked open and powerful flashlight beams from each side struck her eyes. She held up her arm to shield them.
"Don't move!" A sharp voice sounded beyond the door.
She could make out a gun next to the flashlight, pointed in her direction. "What is this, a holdup?"
"Shut up." The voice changed to a hoarse whisper. "It's the girl," he said to his partner, bewilderment tempering his tone.
The light on the other side shut off as the second man started around the car.
"What are you doing out here?" the first man asked, still holding the gun on her.
She looked up, scowling. "This is my car and that's my house," she said, pointing. "I couldn't sleep and I came out here. I was trying to decide whether to go find an all-night restaurant."
The indistinct figure put away his pistol. "Sonofabitch."
"Let's get the hell out of here," his partner said.
And in little more than the bat of an eye, they were gone. Lori looked at her watch again. Three-thirty. Burke should be well away by now. She got out of the car, locked it, and walked back into the house.



Chapter 31

NEW ORLEANS
Burke's flight arrived at Moisant Field just after nine. He walked out to the street to find a long line of taxis with engines rumbling, reminding him of speedway drivers awaiting the pace car. And considering the driving habits of most big city cabbies, he didn't find the analogy too far-fetched. He took the first available cab and directed the driver to a fixed base operator whose sign he had spotted as the plane was landing.
Instead of entering the building beneath the welcome sign at the doorway to the operations office, he walked out beyond the hangar toward the parking apron. A man dressed in smudged coveralls, a dark grease spot on his cheek, was climbing onto a bright yellow towing vehicle. Burke hurried over.
"Do you know if there's a Piper Cherokee Lance parked out here?" he asked.
The man looked around. "There's one over there," he said, pointing.
Burke's eyes followed his arm. "That red and yellow plane?"
"Yeah."
"Wrong color."
"Sorry, that's the only one I've seen lately."
Burke found the taxi driver waiting for him. He climbed back in and told him to head for the next FBO.
When he had struck out at the last place, he asked a plump, balding operations clerk if there was another airport in the area that he might check.
"Yeah, there's a couple of 'em. Westwego is across the river off the West Bank Expressway. Then there's Lakefront, up on Pontchartrain. You might try it first. It's a bigger operation."
The driver, whose smile grew wider as his meter clicked ever higher, took him back across town and up to the shores of the big lake that flanked the city on the north. At Lakefront Airport, he strolled out to the ramp and looked about for a blue Cherokee Lance. Still no luck. Discouraged, he walked across to the nearby hangar and entered the operations office.
"Can I help you?" a thin, black-haired man asked, his smile showing a mouthful of shiny, white teeth.
"I'm looking for Robert Jeffries, flies a blue Cherokee Lance out of Kansas City."
"You missed him by a couple of hours," the man said.
Burke's look was a curious mixture of pleasure and disappointment. Happy to have picked up Jeffries' trail, but frustrated that he was a bit too late. "Do you know where was he headed?"
"Panama City, Florida." He looked up at the clock. "Let's see, he ought to be landing there most any time now."
* * *
Finding no scheduled flights that would get him there any sooner, Burke rented a Chevrolet Caprice and headed east on Interstate 10. He kept a heavy foot on the accelerator as he pushed on toward Pensacola, then sped as fast as the traffic would allow along Highway 98 on into Panama City. It was four-thirty when he pulled into the rather limited confines of the Bay County Airport. He parked at a hangar just past the long, box-like terminal, and went inside.
"Robert Jeffries?" said the man at the counter, a blank look on his face at first. It had been a long day. "Oh, yeah. Cherokee Lance. He was in here this morning. Picked up a passenger."
"Do you know where he was going?" Burke asked.
"Sure. Back out to the island."
"Island?" Could the Jabberwock training site be on an island? As he thought about it, what better place could you find? Perfect isolation.
"Yeah, Oyster Island."
"Sorry. I'm afraid I don't know much about this area."
"It's a little island about thirty miles south of Cape San Blas. That's between Port St. Joe and Apalachicola. Come here, I'll show you."
He went over to a large mosaic of aeronautical charts on the wall, indicating a blip of an island that lay beyond the point that protruded southward about halfway along the coast of the Panhandle. Burke saw a warning box had been drawn around it with red grease pencil. "Restricted Area" was printed beside it.
"Is it a military base?" he asked.
"No, it's owned by a company that has some kind of weapons testing facility there. They don't use it all the time, but there's a NOTAM out on it now. It's on the hook over there if you want to take a look. Jeffries flies back in here every few days. I asked him about the place once and he said I shouldn't get too nosy. Seems they've got some kind of fancy system to detect anybody trying to get on the island. Don't want drug runners out there, he said."
It had to be the Jabberwock team base. The talk about a "device" and "birds" definitely took on a military flavor now. But how could there be a military operation underway on a Gulf Coast island that the NSA and the CIA had no knowledge of? What was the connection of two Bulgarian Communist agents? And the apparent effort to make it sound like a Mossad operation? Burke knew he had just uncovered the tip of a mostly-buried chunk of ice.
He handed over one of his Douglas Bell business cards. "I'm a private investigator. Company I'm working for is interested in Jeffries. I'd appreciate it if you didn't mention anything about this if he comes back. Here's a little something for your trouble." He handed over a fifty-dollar bill.
The man's eyes bulged. He pushed the business card back into Burke's hand and grinned. "I never heard of you."
Burke went over to check the file of NOTAMs — Notice to Airmen. He found the item indicating the Oyster Island restriction would be active from mid-May to mid-June. The restriction was up to twenty-five thousand feet, five miles on either side of the island. The Weapons Division of Pan West Industries would be carrying out tests of explosive devices. He was familiar with the PWI name, knew it was a conglomerate of defense-related companies.
* * *
Burke drove down the coast to Port St. Joe, a small town distinguished only by a few industrial plants and a port area off St. Joseph Bay. The stretch of highway beyond was a bleak, deserted area of sand and pine trees, not unlike the uninhabited wilderness he had encountered through much of Alaska. At Apalachicola, he found a sleepy little town with more facilities for boats and ships and a protected anchorage on Apalachicola Bay. By then it was time to find something to eat and a place to unload his travel bag. It would also soon be time to call Lori at one of her designated "safe" numbers.
Off the main highway, on the outskirts of town, he found a rustic looking motel that apparently catered to fishermen, judging from the name Angler's Inn. It was located on an inlet where fishing boats were docked and pickup trucks were as abundant as taxicabs outside a Manhattan hotel. The inn was a steel gray, rectangular two-story building with a balcony around the second floor. Locating the office in a separate structure in front of the inn, he stopped to inquire about a room.
"We pretty well stay full up this time of year," the leather-faced, graying proprietor said. A cardboard sign on the counter gave his name as B. A. Casteel. "But you're in luck. Just had a cancellation. Fella's truck had transmission problems."
"Sorry for him, but glad for me," Burke said.
Casteel nodded. "Way it usually happens, ain't it? Somebody's bad luck is somebody's good luck. How many nights you staying?" He wore blue jeans and a faded blue shirt with half a dozen pens and pencils jutting up out of the pocket.
"One for sure. I may need to stay a few more. That any problem?"
"Just let me know tomorrow. Long as you pay your bill, you can stay till doomsday for all I care."
Burke laughed. He filled out the registration form and signed it Douglas Bell. He handed over the first night's room charge in cash. Offhandedly, he asked, "Know anything about Oyster Island?"
Casteel pursed his lips. "No more'n anybody else. I've fished out that way. Grouper hit pretty good sometimes."
"Is that the island owned by Pan West Industries?"
"Yep. That's it."
"I heard they had some kind of system that tells if somebody tries to get on the island. Wonder what they've got out there that's so important?"
Casteel snorted. "Few buildings. One's a machine shop, they say. There's a runway for airplanes. That talk about a burglar alarm, or whatever, come from some teenagers. They tried to have a party out there one night a year or so ago. Soon as they started up the concrete ramp across the beach, these damned sirens went off and lights flashed on all over the place." He pronounced it "sy-reens." "You ain't wanting to go out there, are you?"
"No. Just curious," Burke said with a shrug. And Casteel promptly obliged by satisfying his curiosity.
"I was talking to old Scooter Peyton at Port St. Joe the other day. Said he rented his old LCM, that's a landing craft, to a man wanted to haul some stuff out to Oyster Island. Said the man looked like a city slicker. Scooter's a slippery old lizard. Said he socked the poor bastard with a big fee for that old scow." Casteel chuckled.
* * *
Burke found he was just inside the Eastern Time Zone line, so local time was the same as Washington time when he called Lori at Walter and Chloe Brackins' home. She told him about the men with guns who had jumped her in the car, then fled as soon as they saw it wasn't him.
"That's one possibility I hadn't considered," he said. "But your diversionary tactic really did the job for me. I had no trouble getting back to my car."
Then he told her what he had learned about Jeffries and Oyster Island.
"This thing is getting pretty far out," she said. "How do you figure on pursuing it now?"
"I'll drop by Peyton's Boat Yard in the morning and see who rented the landing craft. May have been Jeffries. Maybe somebody else."
"Sure would be nice to get a look at what's happening on that island, wouldn't it? Too bad we can't ask the Agency to take a look with a spy satellite. Or get an old U-2 or SR71 to shoot from high altitude."
"Matter of fact, now that you mention it, there's a lot can be done with low altitude aerial photography," Burke said. "There are some new films available I've heard fantastic reports on."
"What about cameras?"
"We've had the optics for a long time. Just didn't have the emulsions to go along with the lenses."
"But how would you manage it without flying over the island? You could ignore the Restricted Area, of course, but that would ring alarms with the people on the ground."
Burke considered that for a moment. "One way might be to use a hand-held camera. Fly by the island off to one side and shoot down at an angle."
"Could somebody like an aerial mapping outfit do it?"
"They should have the proper aircraft and equipment. That's an area of photography I've never really delved into. I don't know any of the players."
"Let me check it out for you in the morning. I'll give you a call."



Chapter 32

PORT ST. JOE
Burke found Scooter Peyton in his usual place, feet propped on the desk in his cramped office. He figured Scooter for a contemporary of B. A. Casteel, with thick, unruly gray hair and skin like elephant hide, the result of too many years on deck under a merciless sun. Now he was probably content with giving cursory supervision to the marina business and swapping yarns with his cronies at a local bar. Port St. Joe boasted a museum marking the site of Florida's first constitutional convention, but its real claim to fame was as one of the state's most popular salt water fishing centers.
"I'm Doug Bell," Burke said, handing over one of his CIA-furnished business cards.
Peyton read the card soberly, where the "Private Investigator" line lurked beneath the name, then focused a pair of red-rimmed eyes onto his visitor. Apparently the sun hadn't been too kind to his eyes, either. "You don't look like Magnum," he said.
Burke smiled. "I would if I could take off about twenty years and forty pounds. Guess I'd need to stay down here awhile, or go out to Hawaii to get that tan, though."
"Don't know what to do about the years," Peyton said, "or I wouldn't look like this. But you wanna work off some pounds? Get yourself out in a boat and do battle with a feisty marlin." He swung his feet down and motioned to a nearby chair. The finish on its seat was worn down to the bare wood. "I got a hunch you didn't come here to talk about years and pounds, though. What you after?"
Burke sat down. "I understand you rented a landing craft recently for use in hauling something out to Oyster Island."
Peyton squinted at him. "Now who told you that?"
"B. A. Casteel."
"Hmph! That old fart always talks too much about other people's business." Then he grinned, showing a missing tooth on one side. "But like he said, I did rent that old tub for once. Guess maybe I talked too much about it. But you know how a feller likes to brag a little bit now and then."
"Don't we all. Would you mind telling me who rented the boat?"
Peyton shrugged, then dug into a battered metal filing cabinet beside the desk. It was becoming obvious that he, like Casteel, enjoyed talking about other people's business. "Ain't no secret, I suppose. Here it is. Let's see, Blythe Ingram. Should've remembered that. Ain't never heard a name like that before."
Burke wrote the name on his pad.
"Said he used to be a Marine," Peyton said. "Damn fool, if you ask me. I wouldn't take that boat out that far. Spray over that flat bow'd damn near drown you."
"Where's he from?"
"Houston, Texas. Didn't look no more like a cowboy than you do like Magnum."
Burke laughed. "Did he say he was a cowboy?" Keep it light, he thought. Keep the old man talking.
"No, said he worked for PWI. What is it? Pan something-or-other."
"Pan West Industries?" Burke prompted him.
"Yeah, that's it."
"What was he hauling out there?"
"Just vehicles, I believe he said. Equipment for some kind of tests. You after this Ingram feller? What'd he do?"
"Just a routine check. Sort of like a bank does when they make you a loan."
Scooter snorted. "Damn bank better not nose around in my affairs. I don't need their money, anyway."
"When is Ingram planning to return the boat?"
Peyton consulted the paper again. "This Saturday."
* * *
Lori called him at the Angler's Inn at mid-morning. She had found what appeared to be his best bet. There was a firm in New Orleans called Aerial Photomap, Inc. Its majority owner and president, Kevin McKenzie, had a reputation as an experimenter with new materials and techniques. They were located at Lakefront Airport, the place where he had picked up Jeffries' trail.
"Good job, Lori. I'll head over that way right now. You might do a little quiet research on Blythe Ingram of Houston. He's some kind of higher up with Pan West Industries."
"The company that owns Oyster Island?"
"Right. He's the man who rented the landing craft."
The prospect of turning over a few more rocks along the trail to Jabberwock brought a note of excitement to her voice. "I'll get onto it. You'll call tonight at the appointed hour?"
"You can set your watch by it."
Before leaving, Burke stopped by the office, paid in advance and told Casteel he'd be staying until Saturday.
* * *
Aerial Photomap had its own building adjacent to the airport. It was a prefabricated metal structure painted sky blue, with lots of windows. There were equipment rooms, labs specially designed for processing and printing the wide film used in photomapping, an operations center for flight crews and the usual offices. Except for McKenzie's, which was anything but usual.
Burke was ushered into the office, where he immediately faced a wall dominated by a large replica of Aerial Photomap's logo, an "AP" superimposed over a stylized version of a long-lensed aerial camera. Another wall featured striking aerial photographs and sections of maps mounted in unusual shapes. In a corner that flanked the windows, McKenzie had his desk, a wood-based creation with a white plastic top in the shape of a seven-foot square. A cutout in the center provided room for his chair, with a hinged panel permitting access. The section normally at his back held an array of high-tech equipment. McKenzie was clearly an innovator, a man who liked to stretch horizons and bend light into bold new shapes.
"Have a seat," McKenzie said, taking Burke's business card. He appeared to be early forties, tousled flaming red hair, dressed casually in a T-shirt emblazoned with the AP logo and pants with large black and white checks. He had the unkempt look of an eccentric professor, the kind you'd expect to find with smoking beakers in a chemistry lab. "Burke Hill." He twisted his mouth. "I feel like I ought to know you."
It was a calculated risk, but Burke thought it better to use his real identity with McKenzie. The card identified him as a professional photographer. He had spent quite a bit of time during the long drive from Apalachicola fashioning the complicated cover story necessary for this phase of the effort to unmask Jabberwock. It was part truth, part half-truth, part fiction. He no longer felt any qualms about the necessity for such subterfuge. It seemed obvious that national security was involved now, though as yet he had no real handle on the threat. What he was doing was an extension of the job Cam Quinn had given him. The fact that he was no longer under contract to the CIA made no difference. It was now a moral imperative.
"I've had my work in The National Geographic, Smithsonian, a number of other publications," Burke said.
McKenzie nodded. "I'm sure I've seen it. But that doesn't… oh, well. What brings you here?"
"In the first place, you were recommended to me as a man on the cutting edge of technology."
He grinned. "I've been known to run an experiment now and then. What did you have in mind?"
"Before becoming a professional photographer, I was an FBI agent for several—"
"That's it! That's how I knew you." McKenzie's eyes beamed. "It's been twenty years ago at least. I was a freshman at Cal-Berkeley. It was back in the protest years. They had found a bomb at Lawrence-Livermore Labs, and the evidence pointed toward somebody in my dormitory. You were one of the agents who questioned us students."
Burke shook his head, rather bemused. "I was there all right, but you've got a better memory than me. I don't remember you." The man's looks could have changed considerably in that amount of time, he realized.
"I wouldn't expect you to remember me. I was probably one of dozens you talked to that day. But I was really impressed. Here I was, a little old Louisiana boy, being interrogated by a real FBI man. I can say, happily, that's the only time I've had that experience."
Burke rummaged through his memory. "Seems like we finally turned up two boys who confessed."
"That's right. I didn't know either of them, fortunately. But that was exciting." He smiled at the thought, then wrenched his attention back to the present. "Say, I'm sorry about interrupting. Go ahead with what you were about to tell me."
"No problem. In fact, it'll probably save us some time, since you won't have to verify my background. The reason I'm here is kind of complicated, but basically this is the story. I was approached by a government agency, which must remain nameless, but it's defense related. They're concerned about activities going on at a weapons testing facility owned by one of their contractors. For reasons they chose not to explain, but doubtless having to do with security considerations, they didn't want to use their own people in the investigation. They hired me to check out this island off the Gulf Coast south of Apalachicola, Florida. They made it kind of tough on me, though, by not wanting to involve any of their own people or equipment."
McKenzie had been leaning back, obviously taking in every word, storing it for future retrieval. He must have had a mind that soaked up facts like a sponge, Burke surmised. Suddenly McKenzie leaned forward, planting his elbows amidst the piles of photographs, map sections and computer printouts on the desk. "So you want to shoot some aerial photos."
"Right. Only I don't have that kind of equipment."
McKenzie spread his hands. "Well, I expect we've got just about anything you could ask for. Should be no problem at all."
Burke made a cautionary gesture. "There's a little more to it than that. The island and five miles around it is restricted airspace, up to twenty-five thousand feet."
McKenzie tapped his fingers on the desk and rolled his eyes thoughtfully. "What's the name of the island?"
"Oyster Island."
"I've flown over the coast along there, but I don't recall a restricted area."
Burke looked surprised. "I saw it listed on something called a NOTAM."
"Aha! Notice to Airmen. I've got a file here." He reached into a cabinet beneath the desk and pulled out a folder, flipped it open and ran his finger down the sheet. "Yeah, here it is. This is a temporary restriction requested by a private firm. It's for the pilot's own protection to keep clear. But it's not the same as a military restricted area. They won't scramble the jets if we violate it."
"But we don't want to tip off the people on the ground what we're up to."
"I've got a camera I don't talk much about. I built it with the help of a friend who had worked on the U-2. It's a scaled down version, of course. Four-by-five format. It'll mount in my trusty old Cessna 182. We can tilt it up to forty-five degrees from vertical. If necessary, I can drop a wing and do a straight-ahead slip to get a sharper angle. But five miles would be a bit too far out." He took a pencil and started to draw a diagram. "Say we come in at five thousand feet altitude. Who the devil will know whether we're three or four or five miles away? Let's figure fifteen thousand feet horizontal, five thousand vertical." He reached for a small scientific calculator, pressed a few buttons. "That would give us a shooting range of sixteen thousand feet at an angle of about seventy degrees. Which translates to a twenty-five-degree bank. It'll be a little tricky, depending on the winds. I should be able to hold it long enough, though."
Burke had been lost way back there. He gave a slight shake of his head and inquired, "What kind of resolution could we expect?"
"I'm sure you've read what Kodak did with their new Tmax 3200 film."
"That deal where they pushed it to ASA 25000?"
"Right. They blew it up enough to read a license plate from about two blocks away. I've got some film I've been aiming to try out with that camera. Should give some spectacular results. Sounds like your deal would be just the right kind of test. We certainly ought to be able to tell you what's happening around that island. When do you need it?"
Burke squirmed in his chair. "Would you believe yesterday?"
McKenzie's laugh was one of resignation. "Why not? That's when everybody else wants it. I'm tied up tomorrow, and Wednesday morning. I could do it after that, weather permitting."
He turned to his computer and punched a few keys. Watching the screen, he typed in a few more characters. Then he hit the print command and the dot matrix printer began to buzz, sending paper rolling out the top. Tearing off the sheet, he swung around in his chair.
"There's some rain along the west coast of Florida, but it's moving east. Let's see, we have a front over southern Texas. It's due to move northeast. Should go west of here on up into Arkansas. Forecast looks good. If it holds up."



Chapter 33

THE FRENCH QUARTER
New Orleans was a carnival almost any summer night, particularly in the loose confines of its quaint Vieux Carré. Burke's motel sat on the edge of the Quarter, and he could hear the shouts of the revelers and the plaintive, bluesy notes of the musicians as he crossed to the motel restaurant for dinner. He had chosen to stay close by to make certain he would not be late for "the appointed hour," as Lori chose to call it. Promptly at seven-twenty Central Daylight, he called the home of Sara Lawson. Lori answered.
"What do you tell your friends is going on?" he asked.
"Friends don't care," she said. "I just told them the phone was going to ring at eight-twenty, and I would answer it. Are you ready for Mr. Ingram?"
"Shoot."
"He is forty-eight years old, divorced, currently president of the Weapons Division of PWI. He's a protégé of Donald Newman, the PWI chairman, who has open sesame powers at just about any door in Washington. Ingram joined the Marines ROTC program in college, where he got his mechanical engineering degree. He served four years on active duty, including a tour in Vietnam. After Nam, he went to work for a company that designed and manufactured small arms for the military. He helped them branch out into light artillery. The company was bought out by PWI and Ingram moved up the ladder. He's been involved in aircraft armament, some phases of the missile industry and, lately, SDI."
"He's been a busy man."
"I also learned that Oyster Island is a facility of the PWI Weapons Division."
A light flashed in Burke's brain. "You didn't happen to learn whether he was in Berlin on May tenth?"
"You think he was, what did they call him, Joshua?"
"Right. He was to have the training camp ready. And he was the man with the 'device' and the 'birds.' My guess is the device would be a weapon of some sort, the birds whatever it shoots."
"I'll go along with that. The question is, what kind of weapon. How did you make out with Kevin McKenzie?"
He related his visit to Aerial Photomap.
"If you get the photos on Wednesday, you won't be any too soon," Lori said. "They're apparently leaving the island on Saturday."
"Yes, and I'm not at all sure the pictures will tell me everything I need to know. It may take a little nocturnal reconnaissance."
There was a pause while she digested that comment. "You're thinking about invading that island?" she asked.
"I wouldn't call it an invasion. Just a surreptitious visit to try and figure out who's doing what to whom. Like who the hell makes up the Jabberwock team, and why are guys with the stature of Blythe Ingram and Robert Jeffries involved? Who was the bogus Hong Kong salesman Emerson Dinwiddie, and who sent in the Bulgarian hit men?"
"You think a search of Oyster Island will answer all that?"
"Well, it ought to provide a damned good start." He sensed that he was about to be called to task for leaving her out again, and she quickly proved him correct.
"I suppose you know you can't do it alone," Lori said. "One of those intercepts indicated they would have, what, eight people?"
"Right." He tried a whimsical note. "I can sure give it the old college try."
"And get your tail shot off. Remember the detection system the man in Panama City told you about. I'm coming down there. You probably couldn't even get out to the island without drowning yourself."
"The hell I can't," he said. Now his competence was being challenged. "I can rent a boat with a driver to take me out there."
"Ha!" Her voice dripped with sarcasm. "That's how much you know about boats. You don't call the man who sails a boat like that a driver."
"Whatever. Anyway, you don't need to be down here. I may have something else for you to look into up there."
"Burke Hill," she all but shouted. "I wish to hell you would stop treating me like a China doll you keep on a shelf. I have managed to take care of myself under circumstances much more dangerous than this. I'm not going to sit around here and let you get yourself killed because of some nineteenth century notion about a woman's place."
His ear felt hot, almost as if the fire in her voice had singed the wire to his phone. "Okay, okay," he said, not wishing to prolong the argument. "I probably couldn't do anything before Friday night anyway. I may not get to see the photos until Thursday. We'll talk after that and decide what to do."
"That 'we' sounds a little better. Remember Saturday night we were talking as equals, like partners. If this relationship is going to go anywhere, it has to be on a partnership basis."
He knew she was right, but only grudgingly admitted it. "Yes, ma'am," he said in his best boyish manner. "Talk to you later, partner."
* * *
The next morning, Burke cashed the two remaining Hong Kong checks, at separate banks. He figured he would have to pay McKenzie in advance for his services, and there would be other expenses if he laid on a night mission to Oyster Island. Despite Lori's vehement opposition, he had a hunch such a move would prove essential before it was over. Afterward, he drove back along the coast, arriving in Apalachicola early in the afternoon. He spent the rest of the day checking around the marinas to determine what was available in charter craft that might be used for a trip out into the Gulf.
It was late afternoon when he called Aerial Photomap.
"Weather's still looking good," McKenzie confirmed. "There's a cold front that's stirring up things in the Pacific off Mexico, but it shouldn't get here before the weekend. I believe we're in business. I presume you want to go along?"
He wasn't thrilled at the idea of flying out over the Gulf in a small, single-engine plane, but he definitely wanted a look at Oyster Island. "If there's room."
"With the camera installed, it's just a two-seater. But you can fly co-pilot. It'll be around a two-hour flight over there. Let's plan on a noon takeoff. That'd put us back here about four-thirty. The boys in the lab are going to be tied up pretty late tomorrow, so the earliest we could process it would be Thursday morning."
Burke felt a little disappointed at the delay, even though he had anticipated it. That would mean another night in New Orleans and wouldn't put him back in Apalachicola before sometime Thursday afternoon. He had entertained an outside hope of mounting his Oyster Island expedition Thursday night, but the time it would take to line everything up and make all the arrangements effectively ruled that out.
* * *
When he checked in with Lori that evening, he found she had been visited by Hawk Elliott. The CI chief was in his usual crotchety mood. He denied any knowledge of the stakeout at her house but accused her of holding out on the Agency.
"He said he knew I had been in contact with you, but I hadn't called Judge Marshall to report it."
"Did he say how he knew?" Burke asked.
"No. I suppose he figured my trip out to the car the other morning was a decoy. He knows I've been going somewhere different every night, and I've made very few calls from home. I took your bug detection device into the office today but didn't turn up anything. We have several phone lines, of course, and he could tap them all if he chose to."
"I should have bought the other gadget," he said, a bit irked at the oversight. "The one used to check for line taps. Did Hawk make any threats?"
"Just by implication. He's pretty cagey. He knows I'd go straight to the Judge if he did anything overtly. He wanted to know how much I knew about Jabberwock."
"What did you tell him?"
"I told him I didn't know about anything except your trip to Tel Aviv and Dad's to Hong Kong, that you both were apparently chasing down leads. I don't think he believed me. But he said they were looking more closely at the Israeli angle."
"Bullshit," Burke said. "There ain't no Israeli angle. But there's a damned solid American angle. And a still nebulous Red flag."
"Have you thought about this possibility?" she asked, the sudden change in her manner echoing a deeply felt concern. "Could it be some supersecret U.S. operation? Maybe the Agency investigation is just a smokescreen. With people like Ingram and Jeffries involved, and the use of the PWI facility, it sure takes on the look of a government-sanctioned enterprise."
He had to admit there was a certain logic to her suggestion. But it still left a major gap. "In that case, how do you explain Cam's death?"
Her voice turned a bit flat. "I can't. But we don't know definitely that it was related to Jabberwock."
"Oh? What happened to Amy Lee?"
"Do we know if she was really killed? What if she's back on the job?"
Her questions were beginning to nurture a vague, disquieting doubt. He had been so blindly certain of his own analysis that he had failed to ask himself the really tough questions. Could he have been wrong all along? What if he were to go charging out to Oyster Island and discover that he was compromising some vital, highly-classified paramilitary operation?
“How much do you trust Sydney Pinkleton?” he asked.
“I’d trust him with my life, why?”
“You’d better, because that’s what we’re about to do.”
“What do you mean?”
"Do you know how to contact him?"
"Not offhand. I'm sure I could track him down."
"See if he would find out what happened to Amy Lee. And ask him to check on that lab guy at the hospital."
The business day was just getting started in Hong Kong. She agreed to contact Pinkleton immediately after Burke detailed McKenzie's plans for the aerial reconnaissance mission the next afternoon.



Chapter 34

LAKEFRONT AIRPORT
When he met McKenzie at the Aerial Photomap office the next morning, Burke brought up the subject he knew he should have explored on his first visit.
"I'm sure you'll want payment in advance," he said. "How bad's the tab going to be?"
McKenzie shrugged. "Don't worry about it. I'll let you pay for the gas. I'll take care of the rest. This is an experiment, remember. I've got high hopes for the results, but I can't guarantee anything."
He ushered Burke into the nearby Lakefront Airport hangar, where he introduced a small, short-haired dynamo named Buddy Bottelli. Buddy wiped his stubby fingers with a tattered green rag before grasping Burke's outstretched hand.
"Pleased to meet you, Mr. Hill," said Bottelli with what appeared to be a perpetual grin.
"Buddy's my right-hand man," said McKenzie. "He's chief camera technician, lab supervisor, map plotter. He can pick things out of a photo you wouldn't guess are there."
"I'm impressed," Burke said. "Where'd you acquire all this genius?"
"The good old U. S. Air Force," Buddy said. "I worked with cameras first. Then I decided to take a look at what the hell that stuff was coming out of those magic boxes. I served a hitch as a photo interpreter."
"They wish they had him back, too," McKenzie said with a grin. "But they won't pay him what I do. Everything ready to go, Buddy?"
"Camera's ready. Set forty-five degrees to port. As long as you don't miss the friggin' island."
"He's kidding, Burke." McKenzie stooped to point at a large blister on the underside of the Cessna's fuselage. "That's a radome. There's a scope in the cockpit. All I have to do is get the island centered on the scope and start firing. The intervalometer on the camera will give us a series of shots to make sure we get what we're going after."
McKenzie took his time inspecting the outside of the maroon-colored, high-winged plane, an action that helped dispel some of Burke's apprehension as he watched. The flame-haired pilot wound up by removing the hatch cover and checking the oil dipstick, then mounted a short stepladder to make certain the gas tanks had been topped off. Completing his inspection, he climbed through the door, motioning Burke to follow. After they had been towed out of the hangar, he fired up the engine and made his pre-flight checks, then called the tower for takeoff instructions. He had already checked the weather around Oyster Island before leaving his office. It was mostly clear, scattered cumulus at four-to-six thousand, surface temperature eighty-six degrees, southwest winds of twenty at five thousand feet.
Burke had no real fear of flying, but small, single-engine aircraft did not engender the same sense of security as a multi-engine commercial jet. He sat somewhat rigidly as they rumbled along the runway, the engine roaring at full power. He felt a slight queasiness in his stomach at the point where vibration from the landing gear suddenly ceased, giving way to a strange stillness sensed despite the engine's thunder, meaning they were no longer part of the gravity-bound terrestrial world. McKenzie gave a grinning thumbs-up signal and started a climbing turn out over the Gulf. Keying the microphone, he advised Flight Service that he was "off at six minutes past the hour" and activated his VFR flight plan to Panama City. Bathed in the afternoon sun, the shimmering water below appeared to be a sea of sparkling diamonds.
During the flight, McKenzie pointed out various landmarks along the way, Biloxi's beachfront resorts, Pascagoula's shipyards, the northward sprawl of Mobile and Pensacola's naval air station. He handed Burke the sectional chart and indicated their path across it. Panama City appeared beneath them around two in the afternoon, and McKenzie radioed Flight Service to close out his flight plan. From there, they steered clear of Tyndall Air Force Base and took a southeasterly heading toward Port St. Joe. After passing over the small town that hugged St. Joseph Bay, he took up a heading almost due south and quickly crossed over the sandy shoreline out into the Gulf.
As the distance to Oyster Island grew steadily shorter, Lori's questions from last night nagged at Burke more insistently. He had begun to sift through all the facts and search for hidden meanings that might have escaped him earlier. Had the Arab on Cyprus really been shot, or was it something stage-managed for Cam's benefit? The man at Ben-Gurion airport, was he for real, or just an actor? Cam's death was tragically undeniable, but he wouldn't feel comfortable about the reasons behind it until he had heard from Pinkleton.
His thoughts were interrupted by McKenzie's dramatically waving finger, pointing ahead to the left.
"There she is," he said, squinting down past the Cessna's long nose. From this distance, the island was only a small oasis of mottled green and light brown. He adjusted the radar and soon pointed to the small image at the top of the scope.
Burke frowned. "That little blip's it?"
"That's your island. We're on a parallel course about three miles to the east. When we're about a mile north, I'll drop the right wing and center the image on the mid-course line."
Burke shook his head. Technology and imagination could accomplish wonders. But that little spread of trees and sand down there? He was disappointed at the prospects. He could see the runway and what appeared to be a cluster of small buildings. A belt of green, varying in width, marked the line of trees that circled most of the island's perimeter. Other than that, nothing but scattered clumps of green dotting the sandy brown expanse. He knew that a view through the lens of his 35mm SLR would reveal little of interest. He couldn't believe that a four-by-five-inch format would make that much difference. And he'd be damned surprised if they came up with anything worthwhile. It would surely take something on the order of Kodak's incredible experiment to consider the mission a success.
Kevin McKenzie didn't seem to be having any qualms, however. "Here we go," he said a few minutes later, as the plane rolled to the right. "Camera running."
He was a demon of concentrated motion, his eyes flashing from the radar scope to the turn and bank indicator, then to the airspeed gauge, one hand manipulating the throttle, the other gripping the wheel. He had dropped their speed back to one hundred and ten knots as they approached the island. That way, increasing power as he slipped into the wind would give no appearance on the ground of any change in speed. At the same time he used the rudder to hold a straight course, fighting the plane's tendency to turn. After counting off sixty seconds, he switched off the camera and leveled the wing.
"What next?" Burke asked.
"We maintain this heading for ten minutes. Then we'll hang a left for about six miles. Make another ninety-degree turn, bringing us back the way we came. When we get back parallel to the island, we'll we shoot a strip from the east side. By then, enough time should have elapsed that they won't notice we're reconnoitering."
* * *
Gary Overmyer and Hans Richter bounded down onto the soft sandy soil from the rear compartment of the white-painted truck, still wearing the padded earphones that would double as communications devices and ear protectors. Overmyer looked across at Ingram, who held a pair of powerful binoculars to his eyes, watching a small cloud of smoke rise nearly half a mile away.
"How did we do?" Overmyer asked, jerking off the earphones.
Ingram turned with a smile. "Right on target, best I can tell."
Ted had started the Jeep and swung it around to where the group stood. He glanced up at the sight of a small plane passing far off in the distance. "Let's go take a look."
Ingram, Golanov, who would soon assume another name since "Andrew Goldman" had been compromised, and Overmyer climbed in. They bounced along through the sand, dodging clumps of palmetto, and quickly reached the area of the makeshift reviewing stand, which had been fashioned from lumber and plywood left over from some long-forgotten project. They found it in shambles, splintered two-by-fours tossed about like broken match sticks, jagged bits of charred plywood standing on edge, jammed into the sand by the force of the blast.
"I'd say we earned our merit badge," said Overmyer.
"Don't get overconfident," Golanov said. "Tomorrow we run a full dress rehearsal. Score then and we'll consider you fully qualified."
They walked around the remnants of the mock stand, kicking at bits of blackened lumber. Meanwhile, the rest of Oyster Island's temporary residents were congratulating themselves beside the truck. Old Sarge Morris added a comical touch, standing there in his white cook's hat, grease-smudged apron tied about his overstuffed middle, hands trembling with excitement. Jeffries, as usual, looked like someone headed for the first tee, lacking only the spiked shoes and a driver in his hand. The hulking Richter stood with huge paws on his hips, the earphones draped around his neck, while Naji Abdalla leaned against the side of the truck, arms folded, as if he might have been turning over in his mind some doubts about the expediency of the entire operation.
"You'll get your baptism under fire tomorrow, Naji," said Jeffries. "We'll check all the communications procedures. Everything but the microwave relay, which really isn't needed, of course. For your sake, I hope Blythe's calculations on the detonation area are correct."
Abdalla gave what was as close to a smile as he ever allowed himself. "I'm familiar with Mr. Ingram's reputation. I have no quarrel with his calculations."
"One point we haven't fully discussed is the placement of the Semtex in the truck," said Richter.
"I'll go over the firing device with you, Hans," Jeffries added," but where you put the plastic explosives is between you and Ingram and Goldman. I hate to think of all my hard work going up in smoke, but I guess it's necessary."
Abdalla was looking up at the white puff-ball clouds scattered across the horizon when he saw the small aircraft in the distance. "Is that the same airplane that flew past just after the shot?" he said, eyes narrowing.
Jeffries, an old hand at aircraft recognition, looked up. "Same type. A little hard to tell from here, but it's most likely a Cessna. He was headed south a little while ago. Somebody out looking for a boat or just joyriding over the Gulf. He's cheating a bit on the five-mile Restricted Area, though." As he watched, the small plane did an odd maneuver. It started a roll to the right, then held that position for nearly a minute. The wings came level again and it continued on out of sight to the north. He said nothing about it, though, since he saw nothing threatening in the maneuver.
* * *
Lori had decided to provide her surveillance team with a little diversification that evening. She contacted one of her frequent travel clients, the manager of a fashionable restaurant in Alexandria, and made dinner reservations for three, herself and the Brackins. The place featured a South Sea Islands theme and they entered beneath a thatched roof, strolling past lush tropical plants, the tempting aroma of barbecuing meat filling the air. An attractive Polynesian girl with long black hair and a sarong greeted them, followed quickly by the manager, who came over to provide a personal welcome to Lori and her guests. She advised him that she was expecting an important long distance call and asked if she could take it in his office.
While the waitress was bringing drinks, Chloe Brackin reached over and put her hand on Lori's. "I hope I don't come across too intrusive, doll, but we're your best friends, right?"
Lori nodded.
"We've become both fascinated and distressed by what seems to be happening to you the past few days. If I only knew a likely subject, I'd swear you were in love, lady." She smiled as she spoke, and then it faded. "On the other hand, you get terribly preoccupied at times with some knotty problem. Like when you picked us up this evening, I know you’re grieving, girl, but I’ve seen grief. This is something else."
Lori gave an embarrassed grin. "I thought you were a GYN specialist, Chlo, not a psychiatrist."
"Listen, you see patients every day like I do, you learn the psychology of personality the hard way. I don't mean to be probing, just want you to know we're concerned. Anything you'd like to get off your chest, just say it. Anything we can do to help, just ask."
Lori had been one of Dr. Chloe Brackin's first patients when she went into practice with her father, a highly respected family physician in Arlington. They had quickly developed a close personal friendship. They had similar interests, personalities that meshed nicely, and neither was reluctant to express her opinion on any given subject. But the great respect they held for each other easily smoothed over any points of disagreement along the way.
Lori squeezed her friend's hand. "I know how you feel. I really appreciate it. It's just—"
She was interrupted by the manager, informing her that her call had come through. He escorted her past a row of flaming torches to his office and pulled the door shut as he left. She sat behind his austere metal desk and answered the phone.
"Well, we got our photographs. Won't get to see 'em until in the morning." The tone of Burke's voice relayed a clear sense of disappointment.
"You don't sound too happy about it."
"Frankly, I'm not too optimistic."
"Why?"
"From the distance we had to fly, it was like shooting a bean in a bathtub. He reminded me before we started that it was strictly an experiment, he couldn't guarantee the results. I don't think there's much doubt it'll take a probe on the ground to ferret out what's going on down there."
That was what she had been afraid of. He could be about as stubborn as anybody she had encountered. But she wanted to get to the bottom of this as much as he did, to find out who was responsible for her father's death. If he was going to investigate Oyster Island, she didn't intend to be left out. "I want you to promise me something, Burke." Her voice was insistent.
"What's that?"
"Promise me you won't try to go to that island before you talk to me tomorrow. Agreed?"
Since he had already decided he wouldn't be able to make a try before Friday night, and with those troublesome doubts leaving him unsure as to whether it should be attempted at all, this was an easy promise to accept. "Okay, I promise. I'll do nothing before we talk tomorrow. Now, did you have any luck with Pinkleton?"
"Uncle Sydney called me back shortly before I left for dinner. They found Amy Lee's body in a small inlet below a bluff, not too far from where she lived. Some kids noticed her shoes at the edge. When they looked down, they saw something tangled in the driftwood."
"When was she found?"
"The day after we left. But the pathologist put the time of death at sometime Monday night. The night of Dad's accident."
"Did they suspect foul play?"
"Uncle Sydney said they learned she had broken up with a boyfriend recently, so they listed it as probable suicide. But he talked to some of her friends. They said no way."
"Will he suggest they reopen the case?"
"No. He didn't think it would be a good idea." She hesitated a moment. "He said Dad was the last person known to have seen her alive."
"Damn." Burke groaned. "What about the lab technician?"
"Are you ready for this?" Her voice brightened. "He resigned the morning after we talked to him. Then he and his whole family, parents, grandparents, several brothers and sisters, everybody pulled up stakes and cut out."
"Left Hong Kong?"
"Didn't tell a soul where they were going. Chinese have deep roots. They're not impetuous like us. They wouldn't suddenly move off without a compelling reason. Those that have been migrating out because of the problems with Beijing have done so reluctantly. But here's the clincher. Uncle Sydney questioned the other technicians. He found one who had also been there the night of the accident. This guy said he had seen the boy talking to two men he called 'Europeans.' He picked out the Bulgarians from photographs."
"Well, well," Burke said as all of his doubts suddenly melted away. "I'd say that pretty well illegitimizes Operation Jabberwock. I'm prepared to believe a lot of shenanigans go on up there in Fantasyland by the Potomac, but I can't see Uncle Sam hiring Bulgarian communists to assassinate one of his own, plus an innocent Chinese girl."
"I agree. I asked Uncle Sydney if he was going to report his findings to the Agency."
"Is he?"
"Not to Sam Allen. He said he would be in Washington next week at a meeting that included Hawk Elliott. I suggested he go right to Judge Marshall. He weaseled a bit, said there was protocol involved. You know the British. But he indicated he would work something out."
"These Bulgarians," Burke said, toying with an ominous prospect, "do you think they might show up over here?"
"The same thought occurred to me," she said. "Whoever is running this, if he thinks we're onto something, wouldn't you call in the trusted troops?"
"Right. Which means we've not only got the CIA on our backs, but maybe these other characters as well."
"I mentioned that to Uncle Sydney, asked if he would send me copies of the pictures they showed the lab man."
"Smart move. What did he say?"
"He's terribly straight-laced about rules and regulations. They're classified, of course. I pointed out that I could be in personal danger. He agreed it was a possibility, said he would give it serious thought and call me when he gets to town next Tuesday."
She had not been overtly involved in anything except a few discreet inquiries in Washington.
"I wouldn't worry too much about it," Burke said. "Just be careful. Maybe something will show up in these photos in the morning." His tone, however, didn't convey much hope.
"I'll be in Fantasyland, as you called it, most of the day tomorrow. I'm making client calls. I also have a dinner date with the man who heads a major association I'm trying to land as a client.
"I'm jealous," Burke said.
She laughed. "You'd better be. Incidentally, you can call me tomorrow night at our branch office on Pennsylvania Avenue. That's one place I'm sure Hawk Elliott hasn't tampered with." Then her voice sobered. "You'd also better remember your promise."
* * *
When Lori returned to the table, Walt Brackin arched an eyebrow. "Good news or bad?"
She gave him a pained smile. "I'm finding it increasingly difficult to distinguish between the two."
Chloe was an attractive woman with a natural wit and charm that sometimes hid her quick mind. "Come on, Doll," she said, "level with us. What's going on?"
Lori was well aware of the depth of her friend's understanding. She looked from Chloe to Walt, their troubled expressions evidence of the anxiety they felt for her. Burke probably would have counseled against it; maybe it wasn't right, and maybe it wasn't fair to them, but she couldn't keep sweeping things under the table. "You may hate me in the morning," she said with a slight grin, "but when we get back to your place, I'm going to unload on you."



Chapter 35

NEW ORLEANS
Kevin McKenzie had told Burke to come over around nine. When he arrived, the secretary said her boss had been in the building since seven o'clock and was now in his office, as excited as a new father. A grinning McKenzie motioned him over to the outsized desk, which was now covered with a photomontage of greatly enlarged prints.
Burke stared in awe. The detail was unbelievable. There was the outline of the whole island, distorted a bit because of the camera angle. But the buildings showed up in significant detail, beyond the broad sweep of the landing strip. Jeffries' Cherokee appeared to be tied down at one end of the paved ribbon. Anchored at the beach back of the buildings was the hollowed out hulk of the landing craft. Near the runway sat a truck and a smaller vehicle, with several figures clustered around. He counted seven people. A formidable force for a lone invader, he realized. Across the island from them, a small cloud hovered above the sand. He guessed it was smoke. There seemed to be something scattered around the area beneath it.
"What do you think?" McKenzie asked.
"Fantastic!" Burke said. "If we could just figure out what's going on down there."
McKenzie lifted the phone and pressed a button. "Tell Buddy to come in here," he said. Turning back, he added, "These were made going down. He's still working on the shots from the other side."
Burke stared. "Look, you can make out those people plain as day. Too bad we can't blow up their faces."
"That would probably be asking a little too much. But he says he can still enlarge these more."
Just then Buddy Bottelli walked in. He carried a magnifying viewer in his hand.
"What can you tell us about this?" McKenzie asked.
Bottelli bent his short body over the desk. With his large head and the magnifying glass, he looked like a wizened owl contemplating dinner on the landscape below. "You saw the eight men, I guess."
"Eight?" Burke said with a frown. "I only counted seven."
"Did you count the one in the Jeep?"
Burke grinned. "I didn't even know it was a Jeep."
"Yeah, that's definite. The truck is interesting. I haven't figured it out yet. There's a round opening in the roof toward the back. The rear has a bed like a pickup, with some sort of mechanism, like a hydraulic jack."
"Maybe it's a place to hook a large trailer," Burke said.
"Possibly."
"What's over here?" He pointed to the cloud.
"That's smoke." Buddy placed the viewer over the photo. "I'd say there was an explosion. Looks like blown apart pieces of wood lying around. A nice big hole in the sand."
"What can you tell us about the buildings?" McKenzie asked.
"Well, I'd say this one was living quarters."
"Why?"
"Looks like laundry hanging out, for one thing. There's also some lounge chairs at one side."
"Lounge chairs?" Burke said.
"Yeah. Those rectangular things there. You can tell a little better through the viewer."
Burke took a look. Sure enough, they had the shape of lounge chairs. "What are the other buildings?"
"This one must be an office, or communications center. Has a radio antenna, lots of wires running into it. This here's the mess hall. That's a stovepipe for a cook stove. Over here we have some kind of workshop."
"Machine shop, maybe?" Burke asked.
"I believe you're right. Has the profile of a machine shop. Back behind it, keeping the noise away from the living area, is the power generator. Looks like a big diesel-powered job. That would supply plenty of machinery, in addition to the lights. And here's something interesting. They have a chain of solar panels, spaced probably a hundred yards apart all the way around, just back of the tree line near the shore. They're mounted on small structures that probably house storage batteries."
Burke looked around at him. "You mean they're charging the batteries with solar power?"
"Exactly. With all the sun they get, it would create enough power to run a circuit around the perimeter of the island. Could be used at night for a lighting system."
"How about a perimeter security system?"
"I'm not an expert on that, but it sounds logical. There's something else. I don't know if it's related. Spots along the shoreline, back from the beach, where the water has apparently eroded the sand. You can see a dark line that disappears. Like something buried beneath the sand. In a few spots you can see two strips a few feet apart. It probably wouldn't be noticeable on the ground."
A detection device of some sort, Burke wondered? He'd have to talk with someone more knowledgeable on the subject.
Buddy advised that he was about finished with the prints from the photo run on the east side of the island. He left, but a few minutes later he called them back to a room off the lab, where the prints were spread out on a large table. Mostly they confirmed what had been seen on the other photos, but in this case the Jeep and four men were at the site of the smoke, examining debris from what had surely been an explosion. A test of the "device," Burke assumed. The other four stood near the truck. Buddy had made a blow-up of this portion even larger than the rest. He laid it in front of them.
"The film grain leaves it pretty fuzzy," he said, "but you can determine some things about them. This one back here is evidently the cook. See his hat and apron?"
"I'll be damned." Burke chuckled. "You can tell one of the others is much larger, too."
"If he was lying down, I could tell you how tall he is."
Burke frowned. "You're kidding."
"Afraid not," McKenzie said. "He can measure a known distance and interpolate to make other measurements."
"Like the Jeep over here," Buddy said. "I have a book with vehicle measurements. I correlate the measurement on the print with the Jeep's listed width or length, then set up a scale to measure anything you'd like."
* * *
Burke was so fascinated by the photography that he didn't get away from Aerial Photomap until later than planned. He drove back to the car rental office and swapped the Caprice for a van. Then he went on a shopping spree that included a camera store and a marine supply outlet. He also paid a visit to a less fashionable side of town. He knew the right places to look and the right questions to ask. Before leaving New Orleans, he had purchased a snub-nosed Ruger .38 revolver with the serial number carefully removed. As he looked at the pistol, he knew he had really crossed the Rubicon with this one. The gun was probably stolen and had been illegally altered. Was he any better now than the people he was pursuing? He hoped so, though he wasn't absolutely sure. Nothing was done in the abstract, he assured himself. You had to consider motives. And he was quite comfortable with his own motive. He was no longer just pursuing this case to track down Cam's killers. He had to get to the bottom of Jabberwock before D-Day came and God-knows-what happened. The gun would be insurance for the trip to Oyster Island. In case it should be lost or misplaced, he didn't want one that could be traced.
By the time he reached Apalachicola, it was early evening, nearly time for the call to Lori. He had considered all his options during the drive back, eventually reinforcing the same conclusion he had made earlier. It would take a trip to Oyster Island to make any definitive judgment on Operation Jabberwock. He certainly knew much more now, but he still had no idea what the "device" could be. The odd-looking truck was a puzzling new development.
"How did the photo opportunity go?" Lori asked when he called.
"Unbelievable," he said.
When he told her about the pictures and what Buddy Bottelli had been able to conclude from them, she asked hopefully, "Does that mean you won't need to go out to Oyster Island?"
"Sorry. I know they have some sort of explosive device, but I don't know what it is. And I don't know how they plan to deploy it, or for what purpose. If I can follow up on those clues to a possible security system, it should help improve the chances of slipping in unobserved."
"All right," she said, abandoning her attempt to change his mind, her voice taking on a note of determination. "If you're going to insist on traipsing out to that island, I'm coming down there, and I'm bringing reinforcements."
"You're what?"
"Chlo and Walt got onto my case last night about how I'd been acting," she said. "They knew I had a major problem, and I finally decided to lay it on the line."
"You told them about Jabberwock?" he said in disbelief.
"These are my best friends, Burke. They want to help. That's what I meant by reinforcements. Walt is coming with me and we'll rent a sailboat to get us out to the island. He's as good a sailor as you'll find."
He had to admit, if grudgingly, that Lori could be a big help to him, especially with her CIA experience. And he had missed being with her these past several days. But the expedition to Oyster Island could easily turn into a disaster, and he felt a real reluctance at exposing Lori or Dr. Walter Brackin to that possibility.
"I guess he'd be a real asset if somebody got hurt," Burke said, "but I'm not looking for that to happen."
"There's one thing about Walt I didn't tell you," she said. "Before going into practice, he was a doctor with the Army Special Forces. He'll be an asset whatever happens."
Burke tried one last gambit. "From what I've heard, those guys are just doctors who treat the wounded. That's considerably different than being a Special Forces soldier."
"What you didn't hear, my love, was that they are not required to go through the rigorous training program. But they have the option to. Walt took it. He knows all the tricks. He suggested that I stay with the boat and he would go ashore with you."
Burke considered that prospect for a moment. It could double the odds of a successful assault. He still didn't like the idea of further spreading the word of Jabberwock, but he had to admit Lori was a pro at organizing an undertaking, for whatever purpose. He knew he couldn't deny her participation any longer. After all, this was what her father had died for.
"When will you be coming down?"
"Sometime tomorrow. Where's the best place for you to meet us?"
"Panama City is closest, but the airport isn't very big. Your best bet would be Tallahassee. It's just a little more than an hour's drive."
"Let me get onto a terminal here and see what's available. Hold on." There was a long silence, and then she came back on. "We can fly through Atlanta and get there early in the afternoon. How does that sound?"
"Fine. It should give us plenty of time to find a boat. Are Hawk's buddies still around? Would they follow you?"
"I've already set up a little deception for them. After I got home last night, I called Walt and we talked about the sailing party we planned for Friday. Supposedly Chlo is to meet us on Saturday. When we start out in the morning, I'll give Hawk's henchmen the slip, then we'll drive up to Baltimore to catch our flight."



Chapter 36

APALACHICOLA, FLORIDA
After breakfast, Burke tuned the TV in his motel room to the weather channel. He watched as the screen shifted, waiting for it to cycle around to the evening's forecast. The only thing that could deter him from the attempt to reconnoiter Oyster Island would be the storm that Kevin McKenzie had mentioned as likely hitting by the weekend. If it would just hold off until they could get back early Saturday morning.
When he finally saw the forecast, it brought only mild concern. Increasing clouds and brisk winds out of the west during the evening, with overcast skies and light rain by mid-morning Saturday, changing to heavy rains and possibly severe thunderstorms, confined to the north, Saturday afternoon. Since he planned to get under way before midnight and back by early morning, it didn't sound too bad.
With that worry behind him, at least for the moment, he put in a call to Toby Callahan in Kansas City.
Callahan growled. "You again? I thought I was finished with you."
Burke chuckled. "I don't have a single question about your boss-to-be. I'm only interested in a perimeter security installation. I figured who would know more about it than old Toby Callahan."
Faced with a non-threatening subject, Callahan reverted to his normal gruff but friendly manner. "Got some bastard after you, huh? Maybe you could do like Ollie North and get a well-heeled benefactor to put in a fence."
"No, it's nothing like that. I'm talking big time, industrial security, the stuff you do. Seems I recall there used to be some outfits in Florida that built high-tech equipment."
"There's one in Fort Lauderdale called—"
"How about northern Florida?"
"Northern Florida? Oh, sure. We used a Tallahassee company on a job in Mobile. Damned good outfit. It's called Starr Security Fence Company. Run by a guy named Randy Starr. I told him he should get rid of that 'Fence' in the name, it's misleading. But he said that's what got him started, chain link fences."
Burke tried to keep his tone light and chatty. "Would you do me another favor, Toby?"
"What the hell now? You already owe me a big one, boy."
"True. And I haven't forgotten. Just call Randy Starr and give me a good introduction. You know, lifelong friend, prince of a fellow, best PI in seven states."
"Horseshit! Best con man in seven states. But if it'll get you off my back, I'll do it. When did you plan to talk to him?"
"I'll give you a thirty-minute head start. How's that?"
Toby exhaled noisily. "You know, you're really a prince of a fellow, Hill."
* * *
When Burke called Starr Security Fence Company, Randy Starr was waiting for him. He spoke with a classic Southern accent, unhurried, smooth as whipping cream.
"Callahan said you'd be calling shortly. What can I do for you?"
Burke was ready with a plausible story. "I've got a client who wants my advice on a perimeter security setup for a small island," he said. "I'd like to chat with you about what's available. Could I take you to lunch?"
"As my sainted father, who practically lived off traveling salesmen, would say, 'Never turn down a live one.' What time will you be here?"
"How about noon?"
"Be looking for you."
* * *
Starr Security Fence's pea-green block building was located behind a tall chain link fence that bore a sign suggesting "This fence could be your security blanket." When the rented van broke the beam of an electric eye at the entrance to the parking lot, a speaker nearby announced, "You are entering a secured area. Please check in at the front desk." It was impressive.
The “About” page of the company website told how Randy Starr had parlayed a technical school electronics associate degree and a lively imagination into a thriving industrial security business. He had started out in his father's hardware store, which in the frightening turmoil of the sixties became a hardware and fencing operation. He gradually moved it toward a specialty in burglar alarms and other systems to detect trespassers. With his father's death, he had dropped the "Hardware" from the name, shortening it to Starr Security Fence. But it was characteristic of his sense of history that he declined to completely break with the past by lopping off "Fence" from the name.
Burke found him lounging comfortably in a plush upholstered chair behind his sturdy oak desk. While strangers from the North might have mistaken his slow, easy-going manner for indolence, Burke quickly saw an incisive mind that had learned the true meaning of "work smarter, not harder." The people under him appeared mostly young, bright and hustling. He leaned back in the chair, fingers locked behind his thinning brown hair, and smiled.
"The first thing you need to do, before talking about a security system, is to analyze the threat. What's your client afraid of?" Starr put it pure and simple.
"Intruders of any kind," Burke said. "He's rich, eccentric, doesn't want visitors he hasn't cleared in advance. I was thinking in terms of a perimeter system that could be powered off batteries charged by solar collectors. He's loaded with sunshine."
Starr nodded. "And money. If he's got the dough, go high tech. You can use infra red, microwave, ultrasonic, all sorts of motion detectors. Course, if he's got dogs, any sort of animals running around, you could have problems from false alarms."
"I heard about some kind of installation, something that involved two strips buried in the ground a few feet apart."
"Wires, you mean? Yes, sir. You're getting real fancy there. You could set up an electrical field using two insulated conductors buried just below the surface. When somebody sets foot in it, the capacitance would change. Then sensors would tell a microprocessor, and that would trigger floodlights, alarms, or signal a warning at a security station." He grinned. "That's the theory anyway. I've never seen it done, but I heard about a setup like that at a convention. Seems a big conglomerate that owns an island off Apalachicola uses it. They buried the lines in concrete just below the sand, partly to counter the effects of the sea water."
"How far apart would the lines be?"
"You'd want it wide enough somebody wouldn't step across. Maybe five feet."
"Couldn't you jump across it?" Burke asked.
"Sure, if you knew it was there, and if you jumped high enough. That's why you don't advertise it. You hide it, like that one off Apalachicola, beneath the sand."
"How high would the protection go?"
"Would depend on the strength of the field. Something like this I'd say a couple of feet. You could also avoid the animal problem by programming the microprocessor with a signature of, say a dog. Then it would recognize something the size of a dog and not sound the alarm."
Burke checked his watch and pushed up from his chair. "Say, I promised to take you to lunch. I don't know the area, so I'll let you pick your poison."
Starr grinned. "Know just the place."
They ate at a small restaurant located in a large old house. Burke realized it was the first meal he had really slowed down to savor in days. He ate like a condemned prisoner at his last supper while Starr talked on about narrow, focused microwave beams, lasers, ultrasonic waves and other sophisticated devices. He said the company that owned the island in the Gulf had experimented with microwave motion detectors. After a short time, however, they had abandoned the idea because of problems with heavy fog breaking the beams and triggering the sirens. It would have been very costly anyway, he added, because of the distance involved, requiring hundreds of separate transmitters, all subject to breakdown.
Burke listened intently, knowing he had found what he came after. All he needed now was to call Kevin McKenzie, ask him to have Buddy go to the print where the buried lines had been exposed and measure the distance between the two. If it were no more than five feet, he would find a way to get over it.
* * *
He arrived at the airport just in time for Lori's flight. He spotted them coming out of the gate area.
"Pleased to meet you, Burke," said Walt Brackin with an enthusiastic handshake. He had a deep voice that had won him solo bass parts while singing in an undergraduate college chorus. "The way Lori talked, I had you figured for a cape and a blue shirt with a big 'S' on it." He was about Lori's age, taller than Burke, hard-muscled and handsome, with a pencil-thin mustache.
"Nice to meet you, Walt. Lori said you were a neurologist. Must mean you got some nerve."
Brackin grimaced and turned to Lori. "Tell him no puns, please."
"Okay, you two," she said like a mother separating two boys. "You've met. Let's go claim our bags and get on the road."
When they boarded the van, Brackin quickly surveyed the equipment in back of him. "You're really prepared for this expedition, aren't you?"
"Almost," Burke said. "I need to make one more call to my photo interpreter. Then we'll be ready to breach their security."
He told them about his conversation with Randy Starr.
"Good work," Lori said. "I feel better already. I promised Chlo to keep this guy out of trouble."
"I understand you're a former Green Beret," Burke said. "That's a tough outfit."
"You better believe," said Brackin. "I wasn't assigned to a team, of course, so I didn't keep up the everyday training that the combat types went through. But I learned things at Fort Bragg I'd never pick up anywhere else."
"It's unfortunate some ex-Berets go bad on the outside and taint their reputation," Burke said.
"Know what you mean. Dr. Jeffrey MacDonald sure didn't help us medical types with that family killing spree at Bragg. Don't waste any tears on that outfit, though. They can handle it."
He didn't say it, but he might have added not to waste any sympathy on Walter Luther Brackin, either. He had been raised in a tough black section of Philadelphia. His middle name had been taken from Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr., and true to King's dream, he had freed himself from the bonds of the ghetto. His struggle against the drugs and violence had culminated in admission to medical school, with a commitment to military service upon graduation. The Army Special Forces training was as tough as he could have imagined, but life in inner city Philadelphia had been a good prep school. After the Army, he had pursued with equal vigor specialization in neurology and his former med school girl friend, Chloe Essary. He had succeeded equally well on both counts.
* * *
Oyster Island was awash with frenzied activity that afternoon. The new identities given the team members received a final polishing. Altered appearances were scrutinized, cover stories challenged, billfold contents double-checked. Nothing would be left to chance. Jeffries supervised placement of the truck's electronic components and interior padding, which had been removed during the test firings. Everything was energized and tested. Overmyer disassembled the weapon and concealed its parts in ingenious ways. The "birds" would be smuggled into Canada separately, hidden beneath the seat of an innocent passenger car.
Sarge Morris packed up everything except what they would need for breakfast, while Ted and Golanov inspected the grounds to make certain nothing would be left behind to advertise who had been there or what they had been doing. Ingram checked out the LCM and pronounced it ready to sail. They planned to get underway early to avoid the approaching storm.
* * *
The thirty-foot sailboat Lori and Walt chose bore the name Elvira. She could make thirteen knots, depending upon wind and sea conditions, according to the man at the marina where they rented it. They were skeptical. The cruisers they had sailed before were much slower. They soon discovered what lay behind the extra speed, and the drawbacks that went with it. The designer had skippered racing boats and gave it a hull more attuned to speed than comfort. With the narrower beam, it tended to roll enough that foul weather gear was advisable to assure staying dry, particularly with a west wind approaching fifteen knots.
Walt had re-checked the weather and found it likely that conditions would be marginal by the time they got back. Nevertheless, he and Lori, at Burke's urging, decided that would be sufficient.
They docked the boat at Angler's Inn before dark and loaded their supplies, including an inflatable raft of rubber impregnated nylon and a quiet-running electric motor that attached to it. Most such rafts were orange or yellow, to make them more visible to searchers. Burke had found an olive-colored model that would blend nicely with the sea. During his shopping tour, he had bought a set of combat-style camouflage fatigues. Walt Brackin, it turned out, had brought along a similar outfit he had worn in the Special Forces.
"You going to darken your face commando style?" Brackin asked.
"I might try burnt cork this time," Burke said. "That damned greasepaint is a bitch to get off."
"Know what you mean," said Brackin. "One time when I was a kid, I scrubbed half a day and wound up no more white than when I started."
With a contorted grin, Burke shook his head. He had already decided the doctor would make an excellent teammate.
They left the inn around eleven-thirty, using Elvira's inboard engine until they were well out into Apalachicola Bay. Overhead, an anemic crescent moon dodged in and out of the clouds that moved in steadily from the west. When Brackin shut off the engine, they unfurled the sails. The boat was rigged with a roller furling headsail and a full-battened, single-line reefing mainsheet. They soon took a tack to windward on a course calculated to bring them around to the west of Cape St. George, location of a historic lighthouse.
Sailing out into the Gulf some sixty minutes after leaving the dock, they changed course, picking up a heading that would lead toward Oyster Island, which now lay about twenty miles to the south. The brilliant beam of Cape St. George Light helped orient them as Elvira's sharp bow sliced through the foaming waves. The surface was choppy. Even with a spray shield, the quartering seas showered them regularly with a salty mist. They had donned lightweight, breathable, foul-weather outfits that kept them dry without overheating. Actually, it felt quite comfortable, as the wind had a cool nip to it.
When the luminous-dial watch Burke wore reached two a.m., he huddled inside the cabin with Brackin, leaving Lori at the helm. He unrolled a sixteen-by-twenty print of the island that Buddy Bottelli had made by photographing the spread-out montage. It had been waterproofed with a spray-on coating. Beneath the dim cabin light, they reviewed their plan one final time.
With the buildings located on the north side, Burke chose to land in an area along the opposite shore, where they had seen the exposed concrete strips that apparently housed wires for an electrical field. It was some eight-tenths of a mile from the living quarters. He reasoned that the entire contingent should be sleeping. The intruder detection system would provide ample reason for a feeling of security. With only eight of them, and roughly five miles of shoreline, the posting of sentries was hardly feasible.
Burke took another look at the two photographs Lori had surprised him with. Through contacts at one of the Washington newspapers, she had come up with pictures of both Robert Jeffries and Blythe Ingram. As rising stars in their respective industries, they had made the business news columns in recent years. Their public relations staffs had dutifully provided business editors with pertinent photographs. The one of Ingram showed him with the imposing figure of PWI Chairman Donald Newman. Lori passed on two other tidbits about Jeffries. One of her contacts, an attractive female business writer, had interviewed him a few months before. He had taken her to dinner and invited her by his hotel suite for a drink. She declined but reported he definitely fancied himself a ladies' man. To this she added that he was married to the daughter of Franklin Wizner, chairman of Wizcom, the holding company that owned Rush Communications.
Back in the cockpit, they kept watch until Lori spotted the tree-line of Oyster Island off the starboard bow. It appeared dimly in the thin glow of moonlight filtering through the clouds. They cut the lights and sailed past the leeward side of the island so that any accidental sound would be blown out to sea. About a half-mile from the southeasternmost point, they struck the sails and dropped anchor. Burke checked his watch. They were on schedule to hit the beach at three o'clock.
Burke brought out a pair of binoculars with a special light-gathering feature for night vision and swept the beach. Nothing stirred, other than the swaying pine and palm trees. He noticed large signs at intervals along the beach, but couldn't make out the lettering.
Brackin inflated the raft while they were still well offshore, knowing it would make a screetching hiss as the compressed gas suddenly forced its way inside the folds of nylon. As Elvira rocked with the cresting waves, he and Burke planted their feet carefully and lifted the raft over the sidedeck and into the water. Brackin slipped nimbly over the side into the raft and attached the motor. Buckling a green webbed belt around his waist, Burke checked the holster that held his .38 Ruger and clipped on a small, waterproof, high-intensity flashlight and a coil of rope tied to a large three-pronged hook.
"Okay, we're ready to shove off," he said in a low voice. "We should be back by four, Lori. If we're not, you know what to do."
They had agreed that should the men not return by four-fifteen, she would take the boat farther out, staying just close enough to observe the beach with binoculars. If they had not appeared by six, she was to get on the emergency channel and alert the Coast Guard Station at Panama City, asking their help with an emergency on Oyster Island.
Lori put an arm around him. "We've made a lot of assumptions up to this point on what you're likely to encounter. From here on, don't assume anything. Go only on what you know."
Burke frowned peevishly. It was excellent advice, he knew, so why did it rankle him? She was not questioning his ability, only offering a reminder, in hope of keeping him out of trouble. Was he acting like her ex-husband?
That thought jarred him back to his senses. He nodded, kissed her silently and lowered himself into the raft. Brackin switched on the motor, which made only a low hum, and they headed for the shoreline. Wraith-like in the darkness, they moved through the water at a fairly good speed, considering the condition of the sea. As they came closer to the beach, Burke pointed to the preferred landing spot. It was not far from one of the signs he had seen from the boat. He could read it now: "Warning! Private Property of a U.S. Government Defense Contractor. Trespassers Risk Serious Injury from High Energy Surveillance System!"
It sounded like the microwave setup Randy Starr had said was tested and discarded. Had the signs been erected at the time the system was first installed on a trial basis, Burke wondered? It was too late to do anything now but look for the focus-beamed microwave antennas that would be required. Starr had described them for him.
About thirty yards out, Brackin cut the motor. They removed two small oars attached to the inside of the raft and quietly paddled the remaining distance. As the raft scraped bottom, they climbed out into the shallow water and towed it onto the beach, pulling it as far back from the surf as possible. Burke approached the spot where the concrete strips had showed on the photographs. He could barely make out a faint outline. It would have been totally invisible if he hadn't known where to look.
The strips were located only a few feet from the tree line. He looked up at the lower branches of the nearest tree, gauging the distance. Then he uncoiled the rope attached to his belt and held the base of the hook. It weighed a good three or four pounds. He knew he would likely get only one try. If he missed, the rope would fall across the electrical field. Dry, it wouldn't matter. But wet with salt water, it would likely set off the alarm. He had made several practice throws that afternoon behind the Angler's Inn, missing only once. The three prongs of the hook made it almost a sure thing. Almost. He glanced over at Walt, who grinned and held up two fingers in a V for victory sign. Burke swung his arm back, then forward with an underhand throw. The hook sailed up into the tree, trailing the line behind it like a striking snake.
The hook remained in the tree. He gave a slight tug on the rope. It held tight. Then he leaned back, putting his full weight on the line. Still it held, with hardly any give.
"Here goes nothing," Burke whispered. "Be ready to catch it when I throw it back."
Reaching as high on the rope as he could, he pushed himself off the sandy beach and swung his feet up to stay clear of the electrical field. He sailed well above it, dropping to the ground some five feet beyond the rear strip of the detection apparatus. Coiling the lower part of the rope, he threw it across to Brackin, who gathered it in like a receiver taking a kick-off.
After Walt landed beside him, Burke took the rope and tied it to the trunk of the tree, where it would be ready for their return.
They stood still for a minute, eyes searching for anything that moved, or any object that might indicate a secondary security system.
Finally, Burke pulled the Ruger from its holster and turned to Brackin. "I'm heading up along the tree line."
Brackin nodded. "I'll cover your rear." He was holding a 9mm Walther automatic of his own.
Burke moved quietly but quickly beneath the trees, slowing only when he came too close to a palmetto thicket and speared his leg. He felt a sudden chill crawl along the back of his neck as he considered the possibility of a pair of unseen eyes lurking in the darkness beyond, perhaps zeroing in on him through the sights of a powerful rifle.
What was he doing here, risking his neck in such a crazy venture? Was it really what he had claimed, an effort to thwart some undetermined plot against the interests of the United States by the killers of his longtime friend, Cameron Quinn? Or did it go much deeper? Had he misjudged himself in talking to Cam that day back at his house in the Smokies? There was a curious attraction to this business, a kind of daredevil thrill, like the irrational lure that makes otherwise sane people strap themselves into the seat of a two-hundred-mile-per-hour race car. He recalled the reluctance he had shown in accepting Cam's plea for help. Had it really been a fear that he might get hooked again, addicted to this chase to peel away the layers of deception, to unravel the puzzle and grasp the elusive truth? He wasn't sure.
He looked back once to see if he could make out Brackin, but the moon was only a faint glow now. He could detect nothing in the darkness beneath the trees. It took him about twenty minutes to reach the buildings. The truck was parked by the machine shop. A sodium lamp mounted on a pole in front of the office cast a muted yellow glow across the left side of the truck. The other side, which faced the shop, was shrouded in shadow.
Approaching the right side of the truck toward the front, Burke saw the "Chevy Van" nameplate on the hood. He was about to try the cab door when he spotted another beyond it, on the side of the cargo section. He pulled carefully on the latch. It was unlocked. Opening the door slowly, to make certain there would be no alerting screech, he removed the flashlight from his belt and looked inside. Seeing it was clear, he stretched to climb up into what appeared to be a six-by-seven-foot compartment.
The first thing he noticed was a strong, almost overpowering odor. It had that clean, pristine scent of a new car. Then, shining the light around, he saw a spray can labeled "NuCar." It could be used, the label said, to "make your vehicle smell as though fresh off the lot." Such heavy spraying should only be necessary if it were needed to mask another odor, he thought. But what odor?
He turned the flashlight toward the rear, opposite the passageway to the cab. What he saw was a bank of electronic equipment, floor to ceiling, mounted flush with the wall, several different types of units covered with dials and switches and pushbuttons. About two feet above the floor, a shelf protruded out to form a work area or desktop. Two metal desk chairs on rollers sat in front of it. As he looked closer, he noticed the row of equipment just above the shelf included four small screens, eight-inch TV monitors. On the desktop in front of them were more pushbuttons and two levers. Leaning his face near the screens, he saw plastic tape lettering above them indicating "Camera 1," "Camera 2," "Camera 3" and "Camera 4." It suddenly dawned on him that he was standing in a miniature, portable TV control room. Undoubtedly something used in remote telecasting. He had seen the large semitrailer rigs used by the networks for sports events or major meetings, but never one this small.
As he shined the light to the right of the screens, he came to a computer keyboard connected in tandem to what appeared to be two separate disk drives. Moving up, he found a computer monitor and, above that, a videotape player.
Swinging the light on around the small, compact space, he saw sets of headphones hanging from hooks, and, flush with the wall behind the driver, a bench-type seat mounted above a vent that must have been for air conditioning. A telephone was mounted on the wall beside the outside door, next to another headset plugged into a jack. Flashing the light into the cab, he found nothing unusual, unless it was the compass mounted in the center of the dash. He shined the light toward it again. It was a gleaming brass, rather expensive looking model.
Suddenly remembering the round opening in the roof, he turned the light upwards. A ceiling baffle made of some kind of foam plastic shaped roughly like the inside of an egg carton covered the entire area. There was no sign of the hole that had showed in the photos. The walls were covered with sound absorbing material, the floor carpeted. While standing there, he felt something hard beneath the carpet, perhaps a metal fitting of some sort. Moving his foot around, he located two more similar points. Checking again, he determined that they formed a triangle right in the center. There was no way to look further, however, as the carpet was one piece, anchored at the sides with a screwed-down strip of molding.
He checked his watch. He had been there for more than ten minutes. It was time to move on over to the office building where, he hoped, he might find some clue as to the purpose of Jabberwock.
Before leaving the truck, he took a tiny automatic Minox camera from his pocket. It contained 3200 speed film, fast enough to shoot with a flashlight. Turning the lens to widen its beam, he pointed the light at the equipment bank, raised the camera and snapped several quick shots. He continued to swing the light around the compartment, shooting as he turned.



Chapter 37

The sound that woke Gary Overmyer could have come from anywhere. A tall palm tree loaded with coconuts stood near the window beside his bed. It might have been a coconut plunking to the ground, or some of the pile of dead palm leaves blowing against the side of the building. Whatever it had been, he was thankful, for the dream had just begun, his view zooming in like a TV camera on the gleaming white obelisk that stood amidst the crowded section of Moscow. Thank God something had awakened him before time had allowed it to metamorphose, as dreams had a way of doing, into that abhorrent concrete apartment building.
He rolled out of bed, pulled on the pants to his fatigues, the familiar outfit he’d be unable to wear during the rest of the operation, and reached for the gun belt. The pistol was like an American Express card. He never went anywhere without it. His bare feet padded soundlessly through the hallway and out the door at the rear of the building. He hadn't bothered to look at a clock or put on his Rolex. He didn't give a shit what time it was anyway. He wasn't interested in sleep anymore. Not with that damnable dream lurking in his subconscious.
He knew the storm was on its way. He could smell it in the air. The sky was dark with clouds and the wind rushing through the trees rivaled the sound of the surf. He hoped the storm would hold off until they reached Port St. Joe. He could sit in the truck, of course, but that damned boat was rough enough on a clear day. Walking slowly, he dug his toes into the sand, relishing the cool breath of the wind against his bare chest. For a brief moment, he was a kid again, roaming heedlessly about a South Carolina beach in the summer darkness, dreading his mother's inevitable shout that would mean bedtime.
After walking for maybe ten minutes, he decided to go back the other way, toward the area where he had found that old firing range. He passed the living quarters and the office building on the beach side, then started to cut across beneath the light pole toward the front of the shop when something stopped him cold.
He stared ahead intently. He saw it again. A brief flash of light inside the truck cab. It hadn't come from the overhead light, he was certain. More like the beam of a flashlight. Who the hell would be in there this time of night with a flashlight? Bob Jeffries was proud enough of that truck that he might decide to check on something in the middle of the night, but he would turn on the lights. Somebody was in there who had no business being in there. Was it Abdalla? Richter?
He slipped quietly around the shop. Crossing toward the side where the truck sat, he moved slowly, in a crouch. The corner of the building was shadowed by the vehicle. With the caution of a trained guerrilla, he stretched out flat on the ground to provide the minimum silhouette, should one be visible. He had not drawn his weapon, since he expected to see one of his fellow team members. But he had unsnapped the holster. He heard the soft click of the truck door closing.
* * *
Burke eased to the ground and pushed the door shut. He had put the Ruger in his pocket while still inside, planning to re-attach the flashlight to his belt and retrieve his gun after checking the rear end of the truck. He moved quickly to the back and looked into the open bed. There was enough light to see the mechanism clearly, but he still wasn't sure of its purpose. It appeared to be some kind of swivel device designed to raise, lower and turn something. But there was nothing attached to it.
He stepped back and bent over, hands resting on his knees, to check the license plate. It was from Texas. He made note of the number.
There was the faintest hint of sound, like the rustle of clothing, just as he felt something cold and metallic press against the back of his neck.
"Don't move a muscle!" The voice was low, commanding, with a hardness matching the object jammed into Burke's neck. "In case you're wondering, this forty-five-caliber Sig Sauer would take the top right off your head. All I got to do is pull the trigger a tiny bit more, mister. Don't tempt me."
Burke froze, his heart thumping rapidly. The cold gun barrel pulled away from his neck as he heard the man take a step backward. He could whirl and try to kick the gun, if he were bent on suicide.
"Now raise your arms slowly. That's right. As high as you can get 'em. Stand up straight."
He was close enough to see Burke's combat fatigues.
"Damn! I got me a P.O.W. Okay, soldier, move to your left. Keep those arms high. Out into the light."
Burke's mind was racing. How had he let himself get trapped like this? He was sure everyone would be asleep at three-thirty in the morning. Don't assume anything, Lori had warned. How right she was.
He knew he'd have a better chance facing his opponent. "Let's talk this over, friend," he said, trying to keep his voice calm. And he began a slow turn to the right.
The blast from the automatic pounded his ears at the same time the sand kicked up next to his right foot. He froze again. What would Brackin do, he wondered? He should be waiting in the shadows not too far away.
"Don't try any more tricks, soldier," the man said. "Next time it'll be in the middle of your back. Start walking forward, slowly."
Before he had taken two steps, Burke heard the sound of voices and running feet coming from the area of the living quarters. Then he saw them, a gaggle of men dressed only in their underwear, the first two with guns drawn.
"Everything's under control," his captor said with a shout. "We got ourselves a P.O.W."
The lead figure stared at Burke’s fatigues. "Where the hell did he come from?"
"I don't know," the first gunman said. "I happened to see a light flash in the truck while I was taking a walk. I snuck around the shop and heard him close the door. Then I jumped his butt there in back of the truck."
They were now standing near the truck's cab. "Did you check to see if anybody else was in there?" a man with a slight British accent asked.
"I haven't had time. You guys were so damned sure those intrusion detectors would warn us. How do you explain him?"
"I'm positive the system was operating," said a short, husky man obviously shaken by what was happening.
Burke listened to them argue as he glanced from face to face. He recognized the last one to speak as Blythe Ingram. The tall, dark-haired man with the bulging muscles and the English accent, was he Emerson Dinwiddie, the bogus salesman in Hong Kong? He saw Robert Jeffries looking like a man contemplating a pending disaster. He wore a chain around his neck with some kind of gold pendant attached to it. The big guy with the funny face was undoubtedly the large figure in the photo. A dark-skinned, slender figure stood off to the side, detached from the others. Burke thought he had a Middle Eastern look about him. The heavyset old white-haired guy standing unsteadily in the midst of the group had to be the cook.
A young man with sandy hair and a commanding voice nodded toward the Englishman and Burke’s captor. "You two check out the truck while I frisk him."
As they headed around the vehicle, Burke was ordered to spread eagle and lean his hands against the truck in the classic search posture. He was patted down, his Ruger, Minox and billfold removed.
"All right, straighten up and turn around."
Burke saw the man look in his billfold. "Douglas Bell," he read. "Private Investigator." He looked up. "You're in a hell of a lot of trouble, mister. This is a United States Government reservation."
Burke had let his hands drop to his sides. He glanced briefly to the right as the two men returned from their search of the truck. It was his first look at the bare-chested man in jungle fatigue pants, who still held the Sig Sauer in his hand. He considered the face borderline handsome, though it held more than a hint of bitterness. He noted a tattoo on the man's left arm at the shoulder, some kind of insignia. Crossed arrows over a knife, or something like that.
"Nothing there, Ted," the Englishman said. "Apparently he's alone."
Burke spoke up, looking at the one called Ted. "The sign on the beach said U. S. Government contractor."
"Semantics," Ted said. "It isn't going to make much difference when we turn you over to the FBI. What were you after? Who sent you?"
Whoever this one was, Burke thought, he had picked the wrong party to bullshit with that FBI talk. "You know the ethics of the profession," he said with a shrug. "I can't divulge the name of my client or what I'm investigating."
Ted examined the Minox. "People don't go picnicking with 8mm cameras and ultra high speed film."
They were all standing beneath the glow from the sodium light. The one with the tattoo had returned his pistol to it's holster, leaving only Ted and the Englishman with weapons drawn. A deep voice suddenly boomed from the shadows beyond the truck's hood, and every head turned to see the barrel of the Walther pointed at them from the curve of the windshield.
"Freeze right there, gentlemen," Walter Brackin said, phrased in his normal polite manner. "You two, very slowly, throw your weapons to the side, beyond Mr. Bell."
Burke grinned. Special Forces to the rescue. Good old Walt had sure picked the right moment to intervene. Ted and the Englishman, looking angry enough to chew rocks, did as they were told.
"Very good," Brackin said. "Now if you'll stand there quite still while my friend—"
His voice choked off abruptly as they heard a dull thud, the sound of a karate chop striking Brackin's right shoulder. Walt had shifted his stance at the last moment, saving himself from the full force of the blow. But the Walther clattered against the truck hood and fell to the ground.
Burke had started bending over to pick up the guns. He stopped at the sound of the blow and found himself suddenly slammed to the ground by a diving Englishman. One of the pistols was hardly two feet away. He wrestled to free an arm and reach for it, but the attempt was in vain. The hulking figure with the odd face, obviously one of the Jabberwock team members, had jumped in to pin his arms against the sand.
A few moments later, he heard a Mideast-sounding voice call out from beside the truck. "I suspected he might have a partner. What do you want done with this one?"
“I’d say this calls for a summary judgment, and the two spies should be shot,” said the man in camouflage fatigue pants, waving his gun toward Burke.
“Put your weapon away,” Ted ordered. “There will be no executions until we have some answers.”
* * *
Burke looked across at Walt Brackin, whose eyes were closed, his lips pressed together in a thin straight line. His right shoulder was obviously causing considerable pain. They were tied securely at the wrist, each arm bound separately to the back of the wooden chairs. They were in a small office area that occupied one corner of the machine shop. Since there was nothing but water for miles around, their captors hadn't bothered with gags. But they had taken no chances. The cook called Sarge leaned against a table a few feet away, an Army-issue .45 in his beefy right hand. Something didn't look quite right about the way he held the gun, but Burke was too concerned about the next move to pursue the thought.
Before they were hustled into the building, lights had been turned on throughout the campsite and around the perimeter of the island. It looked like party time, and any unwelcome guests would be subjected to a perverse kind of hospitality. The group was dispatched in pairs, two in the Jeep, to search for possible additional intruders.
Fifteen minutes later, Ted and the Englishman returned to the shop.
"We found your raft," Ted said. "And the rope you used to get over the perimeter security. Very clever. You didn't come all this way in a damned raft with a little electric motor, though. Where's the boat?"
Burke and Brackin stared at him in silence. Then Brackin let out a low moan and clenched his teeth.
"What's the matter with you?" Ted asked.
"Damned shoulder. It's killing me. Must be fractured. I need something for pain."
"You'll get more pain if you don't do as you're told." Ted turned to Burke. "This is no PI game, Bell. I want some answers, and I want them fast. Is there anyone else with you?"
"Yeah, we brought your mother. You may have heard her barking out there."
Ted nearly toppled him over with an open-handed blow to the face. "Smart ass! Who sent you out here?"
Burke shook his head and blinked his eyes a few times, then glared at his tormentor. "Mickey Mouse. Who else?"
Ted drove a fist into his stomach, bringing a choking gasp.
Burke’s head and shoulders toppled forward, and he struggled to catch his breath. Finally, he was able to lift his head and press his back against the chair, taking short, rapid breaths. Despite the blow and the powerful slap, which still rang in his ears, he was determined to divert their attention from any thoughts of going after Lori.
"It appears our visitors are going to be a bit more difficult than anticipated," the Englishman said. "As entertaining as it might be to pursue this, I doubt there's time at the moment."
Ted glowered. "What the hell are you suggesting?"
"I think we should get the men and equipment away from this island immediately. Bob can fly the team out. He could circle the area and see what kind of boat they came in, see if it appears likely anyone else is aboard. He can radio back to us."
Ted didn’t appear any happier, but he nodded. "Somebody should go with Blythe on the boat. He may need help, the way the weather's looking."
"I'll go," Sarge volunteered.
Ted and the Englishman exchanged apprehensive looks, leading Burke to conclude they had serious misgivings about the cook’s ability to help with the boat.
"I'll go with him," said the Englishman. “We’ll take Hans along in case there’s a need for heavy lifting.”
* * *
Ted, like Golanov, knew the success of the mission depended on making certain the team joined with Ingram and the truck and got safely on their way to Arkansas. The contact in Little Rock would be made by Ingram. Plans for painting the truck on Sunday had already been agreed upon. Ingram would hide the team members in a motel, arrange for the auto theft gang to pick up the truck and return it to a certain location. There would be no physical encounter with anyone. The trail had been carefully blurred through a labyrinthine series of approaches to prevent its being traced back. The auto theft operation had been contacted by a counterfeiter, a former cellmate of one of the gang members. The counterfeiter had been recruited through an ex-cop, who in turn was approached anonymously by telephone. He knew only that the caller had spoken the correct words.
"All right," Ted said. He had seen the threat of imminent physical violence, and the even more effective threat of imminent death, bring a torrent of words from the mouths of more than one reticent cold warrior. "Sarge and I will babysit these two. Bob can fly the other two team members back. While Sarge and I are waiting, I'll see what I can dig out of these assholes."
"You might want to get a little guidance there," Golanov said. "I've dealt with some of your private detectives. This one doesn't fit the mold. He should be protesting his innocence and demanding that you release him. He may be something entirely different, requiring special handling."
"You have a point, Andrew." He needed to advise the "old man" about this development anyway. He turned to Sarge. "Keep a close eye on these two while we get things moving."
"Don't worry," the old soldier said. "They ain't going nowhere."



Chapter 38

They could hear the shouted orders outside, instructions to load everything in the truck and onto the boat. Then the rumble of the truck's engine as it started and quickly moved away. The quiet was broken again by the sound of Jeffries' airplane being warmed up. Soon they heard the droning engine fade off into the distance. An ominous silence enveloped them, like the oppressive stillness before a tornado.
Brackin moaned again. Sarge pushed up from his resting place against the table and walked to one side, taking a closer look at the injured right shoulder. He shifted the gun to his left hand, rubbed the right against the stubble under his chin.
Ted returned shortly. Sarge looked around. "They see anything from the airplane?"
"A small sailboat about a mile out, on the side where we found the raft. Didn't see any lights or people. Apparently they came alone." He turned to his captives, a smile on his face. "I have some good news for you, if you want to call it that. The 'old man' says to forget the rough stuff." He paused to get their reactions. Both had guarded looks. "He's sending someone for a proper interrogation, with intravenous needles."
Burke felt a cold chill ripple down his spine. Truth serum. While it couldn’t compel a person to speak truthfully, it would make them particularly talkative, without much concern for the subject. A skilled interrogator could draw out information the speaker wanted to keep hidden.
"We'll find out how you tracked us down here, Mr. Burke Hill."
Burke's heart skipped a beat. How had they discovered his true identity? A description would be the only way. Or would it? He had taken a chance by using his real name at Aerial Photomap and Starr Security Fence. And, of course, with Toby Callahan. He thought of the anonymous call he had made to the Acapulco Princess. Might it have spurred Jeffries to talk to Toby? He glanced around at Brackin. Somehow they had to engineer an escape. But being bound to sturdy chairs, constantly menaced by a lethal Army .45, the chances looked slim. Walt hardly appeared in shape to fight his way out of a paper bag, and the pain in Burke's stomach wasn't encouraging.
The man called Ted continued chatting, apparently just to taunt them. "It will be interesting to learn how much you know and who you're working for, Hill. And who your friend here is." He turned back to Sarge. "I need to make a few more calls. Then I'll do a final check of the buildings, be sure nobody left behind any little hints about who was here."
"Don't take too long," Sarge said. "I may… uh… I may have to go to the latrine."
Ted laughed, shook his head and walked out.
"What time is it?" Burke asked.
Sarge frowned. "You got an appointment?" Slowly, he checked his watch. "About four-thirty."
Burke noticed that something seemed to be agitating the grizzled old man. His voice sounded jerky, like someone on edge, and he was shifting about nervously. Glancing around at his partner, Burke got the impression that Brackin was making the same observation.
Then Brackin suddenly screwed up his face, gritted his teeth and blurted a long drawn-out, "Shhhiiittt!"
Sarge shot up straight, eyes blinking. "What the hell's wrong?"
"My damned right arm, feels like it's coming off. Loosen the damned rope on it. Please! I don't care if you tie two more onto the other one."
Sarge stared across at Brackin's contorted face with a troubled frown. Burke could imagine his thoughts. He was obviously an old soldier, had heard them described as P.O.W.’s. You didn’t deny medical attention to prisoners.
Finally, he made his decision and walked around behind the chair, fumbled with the knots. Each movement was accompanied by a painful grunt from Brackin. After an eternity, he went over to a workbench and brought back a screwdriver.
"Knots are too damned tight," he muttered. But he finally worked them loose from the right arm. When he grasped the wrist, Brackin flinched and uttered a sharp, unintelligible growl.
Sarge moved back to his former spot and cradled the gun with both hands.
"Thanks," Brackin said with a sigh.
"You gonna be okay?" Burke asked. He wasn't feeling too good himself.
"Hopefully. Sorry I messed things up for you."
Burke shook his head. "You tried."
"Yeah, I tried." His voice turned philosophical. "You know, it's the little things in life that can really screw you up. Like a little foot drag that seems so insignificant you disregard it. And a little headache that keeps coming back but you try to ignore it. Then you go to your doctor and get the diagnosis. It hits you like a brick — brain cancer."
Burke raised an eyebrow. What was all that leading up to?
"I made a mistake by not counting heads. There should have been eight out there, but there were only seven."
Burke nodded. "You weren't alone. Even the best make mistakes in the heat of battle. I didn't see that guy cut out. I had no idea who hit you."
Sarge had been listening with a deepening frown. Finally, he waved the pistol toward them. "That's enough talk. You can hold your talk for Ted. Save yourselves a heap of trouble."
Burke shrugged his shoulders, as best as he could the way he was tied. He attempted to shift his position a bit, constantly aware of the pain in his stomach. Then he looked around at Brackin. He had to fight to keep his face from showing the shock he felt. From the angle where he sat, he could see the back of Brackin's chair. Both of his hands were waving, free of the ropes. What was he going to try? Sarge held the gun, and he was far enough away that an attempt to rush him would mean almost certain death. But if they didn't do something soon, Ted would be back, and the chances then would be nil.
Hoping to distract the old man from noticing what Brackin had done, Burke licked his lips and said, "I'm dying of thirst. Isn't there any water around here?"
Sarge stared at him with a grimace. "If there was water in this damned place, I'd have had some. I told that bastard Ted not to—"
His voice broke off as he saw Brackin suddenly push himself away from the chair and lunge toward the cook. With both hands, Sarge raised the automatic, pointing it directly at Brackin's chest. Burke could see the finger gripping the trigger. All he could do was cry, "No!" In that split second before the expected blast, the thought seared through his mind— what will I tell Lori and Chloe?
Brackin slammed into the outstretched arms, knocking Sarge off his feet as the pistol toppled to the floor. Brackin fell right on top of him.
Burke sat with his mouth agape, unable to believe the gun hadn't fired. Brackin quickly picked himself up and snatched the gun off the floor. The heavyset old man just lay there on his back, as if in shock.
"I've been looking around," Burke said. "There's a hacksaw blade on that bench." He nodded toward the near wall.
Brackin grabbed the blade and sawed at the ropes holding Burke. As soon as he had one wrist loose, Burke took the blade and freed the other. Brackin moved back to check on Sarge, who had begun struggling to get up.
"You'll be better off just sitting right there," Brackin said. "Where are your pills?"
Sarge hung his head. "Back in the room. They rushed me over here. I didn't have a chance to get 'em. How did you know?"
Brackin smiled. "I'm a doctor. A neurologist. I've got lots of patients like you."
By then, Burke was standing at his side. "You crazy fool. You ought to be dead."
"I'll explain later," Brackin said. "We'd better get this guy tied up before his buddy returns."
They stuffed a handkerchief in his mouth so he couldn't alert Ted, then moved him into one of the chairs and started to tie him to it.
"How did you get loose?" Burke asked. "I thought that arm was disabled."
"It's not in too good a shape right now, especially since I fell on it when I clobbered our friend here. While I was in the chair, I kept working my fingers to keep them loose. One of my hobbies is magic. You know, sleight of hand. I put on magic shows at a children’s hospital on a regular basis.”
“Yeah, Lori told me.”
“With one hand mostly free, the rope was no challenge. And I wasn't taking the chance you thought when I rushed him."
"Why not?"
"He has Parkinson's Disease. Tremor in his hands and muscular rigidity made him unable to fire the gun. That service .45 takes a hefty trigger pull. I'd noticed marked bradykinesia and significant postural dysfunction."
"Hold it, doc! English, please."
Brackin flashed an apologetic grin. "Sorry. You may have noticed the way he moves slowly, with a flat-footed shuffle. There's no arm swing. He has difficulty with his hands. He couldn't untie the knot holding my arm. He's overdue for a dose of levodopa, which would give him a little better control. I was certain enough of the diagnosis to risk my neck on it."
Burke had one wrist tied, but Sarge wouldn't, or couldn't, keep the other one still. "Grab that arm for me, will you?" he asked Brackin.
Walt had been holding the gun in his left hand. He wasn't sure the right one could handle it. He laid it on the floor and held Sarge's arm.
Ted burst through the door, talking rapidly as he entered. "Hey, Sarge, I found your—"
His voice clipped off as he saw what was happening.
Burke was on one knee, behind and to the left of the chair. When he saw Ted's hand reach back, he knew there must be a holster on his belt. Burke grabbed for the .45 that lay on the floor beside him.
Ted drew his gun, firing off two quick rounds as he dropped into a crouch. The movement threw him off balance and foiled his aim. The first shot hit Sarge squarely in the chest, the second pulled farther to the right and caught Burke's left arm at the shoulder.
It wasn't enough to hobble Burke, who by now had raised the heavy automatic with both hands and squeezed off a shot. He would have preferred to disable the man, but he followed his training and targeted the center mass of the crouching figure. The bullet dropped Ted on the spot.
Burke jumped up and ran toward him, holding the pistol ready to fire again, the adrenalin pumping. He knew single shots rarely disabled an assailant, but then he saw the wound. The round had penetrated the front of Ted's skull and blown a large hole out the rear. He lay with his head outside the door, blood turning the brown sand beneath him a rusty red. The eyes were open, the shock still mirrored in their lifeless stare.
Burke felt a sudden tightness in his chest, almost as though Ted had punched his stomach again. He was still sore from the beating, but he knew that wasn't it. He had been involved in other shootouts during his FBI career, but he had never killed a man before. It wasn't a proud or pretty sight. But one thing was clear. If he hadn't been on target with that shot, the next one coming his way certainly would have been.
He looked back to see that Brackin had ripped off Sarge's shirt and was examining the wound. He walked over hesitantly.
The doctor glanced up, shaking his head. "It traveled on an angle, through the heart, apparently ruptured the aorta. A lot of dark, arterial blood. Nothing we can do for him." He stood up, looking sad and impotent. There was nothing more frustrating for a physician than to know that he lacked the means for saving a patient.
Burke stooped over the old soldier and frowned. A few days stubble of beard gave the dying cook a rough-hewn look. Burke wondered if he had served in World War II? He certainly hadn’t deserved this fate, though it resulted from giving his loyalty to the wrong crowd. Though the real goal of Jabberwock was still unclear, he now knew it involved a deadly plot.
When he realized that he still gripped Sarge’s old Army sidearm, Burke laid it carefully on the floor beside its owner. Now that they were alone on the island, they had no need for weapons, and he wasn’t interested in possibly getting caught on the mainland with somebody else’s handgun.
Brackin walked over, looking at Burke's left shoulder. "Get your shirt off and let me see that wound."
Burke hadn't noticed the blood on his shirt until then. He pulled it off and eyed the tear in the flesh. It didn’t appear serious.
"Let's go find a bathroom and clean it up," Brackin said, starting toward the door. He stopped when he came to the body lying across the threshold, bent down to stare at the wound. "Should we move him?"
Burke considered it a moment. "No, let's leave everything exactly as is." The gun with two shots fired lay beside the lifeless hand.
"Let them figure out what happened?"
"Exactly. I'll leave the .45 on the floor over there. I doubt they could separate my prints from Sarge’s. They wouldn’t bother with that anyway. There isn’t likely to be an investigation of this affair. Let them draw their own conclusions."
* * *
It would soon be five o'clock. Judging by Jeffries' report, Lori had evidently moved farther out as scheduled at four-fifteen. They still had an hour before she was to radio the Coast Guard. Finding a restroom in the office building with hot water, soap and a towel, Brackin washed the area on Burke's arm. He pulled a small first aid kit from a pocket of his fatigues, applied an antibiotic and bandaged the wound.
With the arm taken care of, they searched the office and turned up both pistols that had been taken from them after their capture, along with Burke's billfold. Burke also noticed a pad beside the telephone covered with scribbles, probably Ted's doodling while he talked. There was a phone number mixed in with the boxes and circles and arrows. It seemed vaguely familiar, but he had dealt with too many numbers lately. Through disuse, he supposed, he had lost some of his old facility for memorizing numbers and assorted unrelated facts. He tore a sheet from the pad and wrote down the phone number, along with the license number from the truck, which was still clearly etched in his brain.
Checking out the control panel beside the communications equipment, he found the switch that energized the electrical field for the perimeter security system. Apparently it had been turned on again after the boat left. The lights, however, were off. He switched the intrusion detectors off as well.
Outside, the rain had arrived, coming down in a steady shower. They scouted around the area and quickly found the raft behind the office building. Burke was a little surprised to see it intact. The only explanation he could come up with was that they had planned to leave it as evidence to explain the abandoned boat south of the island.
Brackin's arm had begun to give him more problems at the shoulder joint, while Burke's stomach and arm both made him grit his teeth as he began to exert himself. With some difficulty, they pulled the raft across the sand to the loading ramp, where the LCM had landed. One tugged, the other pushed, and they finally got it into the water, climbed in and started the motor. The rain had intensified, quickly soaking their clothing and bringing a real chill to the gusting wind. The storm, as such unpredictable phenomena are often driven to do, had arrived early.
* * *
Ever since she had seen the lights flash on around the island, Lori had fretted over what to do. Burke and Walt had long since moved inland from the beach. What did it mean? When the lights were extinguished, and a plane took off, she became even more uneasy. Then she saw the plane circling toward her and ducked into the cabin. It continued around in a climb and headed off toward the mainland. She was tempted to call the Coast Guard right then, but they had agreed on the procedures to follow and she would stick by them. She would wait until six.
It was around five-forty when she spotted the small beam of light through the rain. She trained the binoculars on it. She counted the flashes. One… two… three, pause, one. That was the signal. But it was much farther east than the course they had taken to the island. She checked again to be sure, then started the inboard and switched on Elvira's lights. She steered in the direction of the flashing beam and soon saw the raft bobbing along on the waves.
Burke pushed Brackin up the swim ladder, then climbed after him, favoring his left shoulder. Both slumped on the cockpit bench, exhausted.
Lori frowned at the blood on Burke's shirt and asked with alarm, "Are you all right? What happened?"
"It's a long story," he said. "Let's get the hell out of here before that plane comes back."



Chapter 39

GULF OF MEXICO
The weather turned progressively worse. Burke and Walt Brackin were forced to suffer through the painful exercise of pulling on their foul weather gear over soaked fatigues. A drenching torrent poured from the dark gray skies, as though punishment from some malevolent sea god for invasion of his watery domain. The wind-driven droplets struck their faces like stinging pellets. To get the boat moving, they had no choice but to use the inboard engine. The sails would have capsized them in the explosive gusts. It wasn't exactly what Burke had anticipated for his first sailing expedition.
"If there's any consolation in this," he shouted above the din of wind and waves, "it's that nobody's going to be out here in an airplane looking for us."
"That's good news?" Lori said. "If we end up in the drink, you'll be wishing you could find a plane up there."
Burke forced a grin. "I guess it's all a matter of perspective." Then his face sobered. Had they managed to escape from the claws of the Jabberwock only to end up as breakfast for a pack of hungry sharks? It wasn't a fate he cared to dwell upon.
"Can I help with that wheel?" Brackin offered as he watched Lori struggle to hold the course.
"I'm not sure you could handle it, Walt. Better take it easy and rest that shoulder."
"You're probably right. When… if we get back, I need to check in at an emergency room and get this x-rayed. I may have a fracture."
Lori fought the seas gamely. She worked to maintain a course toward the mainland by steering slightly to the west, hoping to counteract the drifting effect of the wind. A loran set would have come in handy to guide them in, but, of course, the boat had not been intended for use in this kind of weather. Waves poured over the bulwark with every dip of the hull. It served to wash the deck clean, which appeared fortunate. Sailing in choppy waters was a new experience for Burke, and it wasn't long before he began heaving up what remained of his dinner. He was quickly reduced to clutching the nearest hand-hold, his head hung to one side, eyes closed, praying he'd find a way to get his stomach off that roller-coaster it seemed to be riding.
The small boat pitched and rolled, managing to struggle shoreward at no more than four or five knots. Lori knew she had done some crazy things in her life, but this one came close to topping the list. She had to admire Burke for the dogged way he had pursued this investigation. It would have been much easier to have dropped it and returned to his uncomplicated life in the Smokies. But he seemed to have a talent for getting the nasties of the world on his case, and she seemed to have a talent for getting caught up in the aftermath. Just when things were looking their bleakest, he managed to straighten up long enough to put an arm around her and say with complete confidence, "If anybody can get us back, you can." She knew there was no use in trying to get angry at him. He had the guileless charm of a natural-born snake oil salesman. For some reason, she found herself unable to resist his pitch.
When they finally spotted land near midday, they discovered they were several miles east of their intended landfall at Cape St. George.
Burke had managed somehow to revive himself enough to study the navigation chart. "Might as well head back west and hit the channel between St. George Island and Little St. George," he said. "That'll get us into the bay and away from these damnable waves."
St. George was a barrier island that acted as a seawall for Apalachicola Bay. A narrow, twenty-five-mile-long strip of sand that had been developed with a string of homes and beachfront cabins, it also housed a popular tourist inn.
Brackin had been enduring his misery in silence for most of the past hour. "I recommend we follow the old seaman's adage, any port in a storm. Let's beach this old girl and hit dry land."
"That might attract a lot of attention," Burke said, a note of caution in his voice. "That's something we certainly don't need."
Wearily, Lori agreed.
* * *
Just as the storm had arrived early, it began its departure sooner than expected. As they negotiated the channel into the protected waters of the bay, the winds lost some of their ferocity and the rain tapered off to a modest shower. To the north, they saw streaks of lightning etch jagged white daggers across the sky, but the thunderstorms remained well beyond the shoreline. Even so, another hour had elapsed before they reached the marina at Apalachicola. The gas tank registered empty when they tied up.
"You folks are either damned fine sailors or lucky as hell to be alive," the scraggly-faced proprietor said as they stumbled off the boat.
Angler's Inn was only a short distance from the marina. Lori was given first shot at the hot shower and confided that she had never appreciated one more. After they had all dressed in clean, dry clothes, Burke and Lori collapsed onto the chairs, while Brackin stretched his long frame across the bed.
Lori had snacked on candy bars for energy during the height of the ordeal, but now her preferences moved in a different direction. "Why don't we find a nice restaurant and discuss where to go from here?" she asked, mustering a cheerful smile.
The way Burke's stomach felt, he wasn't sure he could do justice to a bowl of Jello. He was completely drained. He would have liked nothing better than to join Walt Brackin on that bed and just sleep for hours. But his instincts told him that was pure wishful thinking. The "old man," as Ted had called his superior, evidently the Jabberwock leader, now knew that Burke Hill, the photographer in Tel Aviv, and private eye Douglas Bell were one and the same. As soon as their break-out from Oyster Island was discovered, someone would be scouring the coastline for traces of either name. It would not take long to pinpoint them if they stayed put.
"Sorry to be a party wrecker," he said, "but we don't have the luxury of time to sit around and plan. We'd best do it on the run. I doubt Jeffries would have tried to get back in that weather. But as soon as he does, we can expect somebody to be backtracking on us."
Since conditions for conversation had been somewhat less than ideal during the harrowing journey aboard Elvira, Lori had managed to learn only the bare outlines of what had happened. It was enough to confirm what he was saying. "Then I suggest we pack up and get Walt to a hospital. On the way, you can fill me in on all the details. We can decide where to go from there."
Panama City was much larger and less than an hour away. They decided it would more likely be a place where a stranger in a hospital could maintain a degree of anonymity. Lori would accompany Brackin, and Burke would check the airport to find out what had happened to Jeffries. He guessed that the Jabberwock team would have arranged to rendezvous somewhere with Ingram and the truck. Although the TV control room on wheels was still a big question mark, he was certain that it must play a pivotal role in the operation.
With that in mind, he stopped by to see Scooter Peyton as they drove through Port St. Joe. Scooter was in the process of locking up the place, dressed in yellow oilskins, looking like a character out of some frozen fish commercial.
"Hi, Mr. Peyton," Burke said. "Looks like I just barely caught you."
"Wouldn't have been here now if I hadn't had to help the boys get that damn LCM back up on the slip." Then he grinned. "Shouldn't cuss it, I guess. Was sure worth it."
"What time did they get back?"
"Oh, 'bout two hours ago, I'd say. That Ingram fella brought her in, said he'd off-loaded his crew with the vehicles. One came after him in a Jeep."
"Tall, dark-haired?"
"Maybe. Didn't get out. I told Ingram he was a mighty brave man. Really, I was thinking mighty stupid. Sailing that old boat in the kind of weather we had this morning. Damned if I'd have done it. He said it wasn't that bad when they started out." He gave a slight chuckle. "Looked worse'n a drowned rat when he got here."
* * *
As they drove on to Panama City, Burke finished telling about his examination of the truck and the nearly disastrous ending to their Oyster Island expedition.
"You left two bodies back there?" Lori asked, a drawn look on her face.
"Right. I'm afraid that's not going to sit very well with the 'old man,' whoever he might be."
"That's an understatement." She looked like someone who had just received news of a death in the family. "I would say you have now achieved Number One on two hit lists, Jabberwock and the CIA. That worries the hell out of me."
"Fortunately, they shouldn't have any idea who Walt is. And they don't know you were involved. They thought we came alone and left the boat anchored."
"So that leaves you all by yourself as the target. If they manage to track you down, you can count on a visit from that Bulgarian hit team. One way or the other, I'll have to make Uncle Sydney give me those photographs."
* * *
Burke let them off at an emergency room in Panama City and drove on to Bay County Airport. The rain had ended, but the parking lot near the fixed base operator's hangar was dotted with small lakes. He splashed around, checking the vehicles, until he found a brown Jeep with a Texas license plate. He had not managed a good look at the one on the island, but this had to be it. That would likely mean the Englishman called Andrew was here, or had been. Cautiously, he walked out past the hangar and around a parked refueling truck to the ramp, where a shiny corporate jet sat conspicuously among the prop-driven light aircraft. A search of the area turned up no blue Cherokee Lance. He walked slowly among the handful of brightly-painted small planes in the hangar, pausing at the door to the Operations Office. Looking in through the window, he saw no one he recognized.
The man he had talked with earlier was not on duty. Instead, an attractive young blonde dressed in white shorts and a flowered pink shirt walked up and asked if she could help. Remembering the comment of Lori's newspaper friend, he decided she was just the type Jeffries might try to impress.
"Do you know if Robert Jeffries is still here?" he asked. "Flies a blue Cherokee Lance."
She smiled. "I know Mr. Jeffries. He left maybe twenty to thirty minutes ago. Was he supposed to wait for you?"
"No. But I hoped I might catch him. I knew he flew in early this morning. By chance, do you know where his passengers went?"
She shook her head. "That was too early for me. I didn't come in till eight."
"Did he stay around here all day?"
She shook her head and brushed an errant lock of blonde hair from across her face. "I wouldn't think so. It was around eleven when I saw him. Said he got a message when he arrived to wait for some passengers. Wanted to know if I had seen anything of them."
"I wonder if it was—" He stopped in mid-sentence, as though dismissing the thought. "Did you see them when they left?"
"Sure. There was a tall guy, dark hair, must have been up all night, looked like he needed a shave. The other two were dressed in suits, professional types. One must have been a doctor, carried his little black medical bag."
He knew the first one was most likely the Englishman. The other two would have been the interrogation team. They were due for a shock when they arrived at Oyster Island. And that shock was scheduled for delivery any minute. He thanked the girl and left, a man in a hurry.
* * *
Walt Brackin's "fall" aboard the boat, as he had explained it to the emergency room physician, was determined not to have broken any bones. The diagnosis was severe bruises of the upper right arm and a moderate dislocation of the right shoulder. The doctor worked on the shoulder, reducing it to its proper alignment. He put the right arm in a sling and prescribed a muscle relaxant and pain medication.
"I should have realized the problem," Brackin said as they drove away. He knew the sling would prove a nuisance. "I presume you're aware that doctors are lousy diagnosticians when it comes to themselves?"
"It's the old forest and the trees thing," Burke said. "When you get too close to something, it's difficult to see what's really going on."
"Maybe that's our problem with Jabberwock," Lori said. "What we need to do is step back a bit and try to view it from an overall perspective."
Burke nodded. Instead of looking at all the little bits and pieces as bits and pieces, they needed to try and fit them together into a pattern that would make some sense. The training period was over. D-Day was approaching. But where had the team gone? What did they plan to do with the weapon, whatever it was? He had to find some answers, and find them fast.
When they came to Highway 98, Burke turned west. "I think we'd best get out of here before they start looking in earnest. Why don't we go to New Orleans and spend the night? It's a big town. We can get lost in it without too much trouble. We could look for that nice restaurant you talked about, Lori. Have a leisurely dinner and then collapse. In the morning we can try to pin the tail on the donkey."
"Could we change the order of that?" Brackin said. "I don't know about the damned donkey, but my tail is about pinned to this seat."
That brought a chorus of laughter, something Lori thought sorely needed.
"We've got a few hours of driving ahead of us," Burke said. "Relax and get some rest. Lori and I'll try not to disturb you."
Brackin yawned. "Fine with me."
Lori reached her hand across the seat and Burke gave it a fond squeeze. "We've hardly had a chance to say 'hello,'" he said in a lowered voice.
"I wondered if you were ever going to find time to hug me properly. I'm a tactile person, you know. Actions speak louder than words."
He grinned. "When we get to New Orleans, I'll be Action Jackson."
Her eyes had a faraway, thoughtful look. "I did a lot of thinking this morning, waiting alone in that boat. I wondered if you were coming back, if there was really a future out there for us."
"I wish you'd quit worrying so much about me," he said stubbornly. "I'm a survivor. There are two kinds of people in this world, survivors and sinkers. A survivor is like one of those inflated figures they make for kids. You know, has a weighted bottom. You can punch it or kick it over, and it'll bob right back up. It's the same with a survivor. You can knock him down as many times as you want, but he'll find a way to bounce back."
"What's a sinker?"
"When it comes to sink or swim, they sink. I don't know if it's in your genes or something you learn. Maybe a little of both."
"Okay, Mr. Survivor." She gave him a stern look. "If you want to maintain your status, I suggest from here on you trust no one, present company excepted, and glance over your shoulder as often as possible."
* * *
Emergency communications channels up and down the United States and across the pole to Moscow were activated as word of Burke Hill's Oyster Island capture and subsequent escape spread through the Operation Jabberwock network. The leaders declared a Condition Red, imminent danger of compromise. All levels were ordered to exercise maximum security. A small, elite team was dispatched to the Florida coast with descriptions of Hill, since he no longer resembled the old photographs, and orders to track him down, take him at any cost. For the moment, until they determined who he had talked to, they wanted him alive.
It was not clear what had happened early that morning on the island, but unquestionably Hill had been responsible for the deaths of two members of the Jabberwock party. One was a vital link to the American organizers, and his loss put a severe crimp in their plans, leaving them without a counter to the Russians' on-scene commander.
In the Russian capital, General Vladimir Kostikov, head of the Second Chief Directorate, moved quickly to add the name of Lt. Col. Andrei Golanov to the list of KGB officers who were scheduled to depart for Toronto on Monday evening. Their job was to make a final check of the facilities to be used by President Petrovsky on his arrival Saturday morning. Golanov was ordered to fly immediately to Berlin, under his alternate identity, where he would be picked up by a Russian military plane and brought to Moscow in time for the flight to Canada.
A summons was also sent out for two citizens of Bulgaria, currently in Cairo, traveling on false Swiss passports.



Chapter 40

NEW ORLEANS
"We'll take a taxi to the airport," Lori said as they ate breakfast at the motel restaurant. She and Walt would leave for Washington on the first available flight. A good night's sleep had transformed them from zombies into living, breathing human beings. It had not changed the world beyond their small circle, however.
Burke speared a sausage link and looked up. "I could take you out there, but we'd be risking a nice ambush when they spotted that brown van."
"What will you do about it when we leave?" Brackin asked.
"I thought I'd ditch the van and buy a used car. One that runs good but may not look the best."
Lori smiled approvingly. "Find one with a lot of ugly dents. They won't give it a second look. Do you have enough money?"
"Should have. Won't be much left afterward, though. I'll call Mr. Luk in Hong Kong tonight and have him transfer more cash over here." He waived at the waitress and pointed into his empty coffee cup. His stomach was feeling much better this morning, though the muscles were still painful if disturbed. The minor arm wound caused no problem. "I thought I'd make some calls and find out who that truck is registered to."
Lori pushed her cup toward the waitress, who poured, then asked, "Can I get you folks anything else?"
Walt nodded to the sling that cradled his right arm. "Got any spare shoulders back there?"
She shook her head, feigning a frown. "Sorry. We got spareribs, but no shoulders."
He wrinkled his nose. "Me and my big mouth."
"You make a great straight man, Walt," Burke said with a chuckle.
When the girl had left, Lori turned back to Burke. "What do you think about calling your old buddy Toby Callahan, tell him Jeffries is up to something shady, see if he might help?"
"I'm afraid it wouldn't be worth the phone call. I've already worked Toby for more than I had a right to expect. He'd probably hang up if I even mentioned Jeffries' name."
Lori sat back and sipped her coffee thoughtfully. "We have Jeffries, an electronics expert, and Ingram, a weapons expert. Wonder what the Englishman's expertise is?"
Recalling the conversation between Jeffries and the man in Singapore, Burke said, "Let's use the process of elimination. There were to be three on the team, three trainers, the man in charge and the cook."
"The cook's dead," said Brackin. "The one called Ted seemed to be in charge."
Burke frowned. "He certainly acted like it on the island, but the Englishman called the tune on moving out the team and the equipment. From the transcripts of the phone calls, the man in Singapore and the one in Hong Kong didn't sound like the same person. If the Englishman made the call from Hong Kong, that means Ted called from Singapore. He said there would be three trainers 'including me.' The other two would have been Jeffries and Ingram, which would leave the Englishman in charge of the operation."
"You're figuring the guys who zapped us and the big ugly dude as the team members?" Brackin asked.
"Yeah. All three of them looked capable of about any nasty deed you'd care to dream up."
Walt Brackin pushed his chair back and tried to maneuver his arm into a more comfortable position, looking as awkward as a bird with a broken wing. "The guy that jumped you, I got an odd feeling about him, something vaguely familiar."
"He was quick as a cat," Burke said. "And just as quiet."
"Definitely a pro."
Lori had been listening quietly. She leaned forward on the table. "After what happened to you guys on that island, I'm thinking it's time to tell your story to Judge Marshall."
Burke gave a dry laugh. "Yeah. I can see it now. He'd say I'm either a looney or a liar. Then they'd stash me away in some safe house with a twenty-four-hour guard."
"What if you took him some of those pictures? Ones showing the smoke and blast damage, and all those men and the truck."
That might change things, Burke had to admit. It would provide something tangible to back up his words. There were still a lot of holes in his case, of course. He couldn't connect the truck with the blast, unless it had been triggered by the electronics. But he could identify the team members. Perhaps some were terrorists. He could pick them out of a photo file. Also, the CIA's analysts would be a lot more savvy than Buddy Bottelli. They might see something revealing in the photos that the former Air Force interpreter had missed. He would have to get the enlargements from Aerial Photomap. The only thing he had taken with him was the map-like picture of the whole island. It was only useful for orientation.
"Might be worth a try,” Burke said. “I can call Kevin McKenzie first thing in the morning and see about picking up a set of prints. I'd be a bit hesitant about trying to fly out of here with them, though."
Lori shook her head. "Not from here. If you buy a car, you could drive north, maybe to Jackson, Mississippi. Take a flight from there. But let me talk to the Judge first, feel him out. I'll tell him you can identify the people involved. I wouldn't want you to go up there unless he agrees to get you in safely, and guarantee you'll be free to leave."
Lori looked in her date book and gave him a number where he could call her Monday morning at eleven, Washington time.
* * *
The call, to the home number Mr. Luk had put in his letter of certification for Burke's checks, went through shortly after six that evening, seven a.m. Hong Kong time. After purchasing a 1986 Buick that ran like an Indy car but looked like something a crash dummy had been driving, Burke had less than fifteen-hundred dollars left.
"Mr. Burke Hill," said Luk politely, "how good to hear from you. I trust everything is going well?"
"Actually, that's a bit debatable right now," Burke said. "For one thing, I'm about out of cash. Could you transfer another twenty thousand to me today?"
Luk's voice turned more businesslike. "I wondered when you might call. Sometimes it takes a day or so to make wire transfers internationally. But I have good news for you. The gentleman who placed the money in the account had it transferred back to the United States last Friday. He wanted to make it simpler for you to access the account."
"Great," Burke said. "All I need is the name of the bank and the account information."
"I'm sorry, but I don't have that. The gentleman asked that you call him. He said you would have his phone number."
Burke remembered the number at the bottom of Cam's letter. He had written it in his book under the name Ben E. Factor. "Of course, Mr. Luk. Thanks for your help."
As Burke thumbed through the pages for the number, he reflected on the potential size of the phone bill he was creating for Lori. He had been charging a steady stream of long distance calls halfway around the world to Clipper Travel. Locating the page where he had written the number for "Ben E. Factor," he dialed. A barely perceptible pause occurred amidst the ringing sound, recalling Cam's comment that it was a blind number from which the call would be transferred. Finally, a deep, sonorous voice came on the line.
"Hello."
"We've never met," Burke began, "but my name is Burke Hill. I was a friend—"
"Yes, Mr. Hill, I've been awaiting your call. That was a terrible thing that happened to Cameron. When he told me about you, and said he would ask you to take over if anything happened, I took it for one of his melodramatic musings. I had no idea something like this might occur."
"It was quite a shock to me, too, sir." He added the deferential title without conscious thought, considering the voice. It was refined, polite, self-assured, and bore a firmness that virtually demanded respect.
"Yes, I can imagine. So what have you learned about Jabberwock?"
Burke hesitated. He was surprised that Cam would have mentioned Jabberwock, the way he felt about security. Then he recalled the comment on the man's "surprising knowledge about what was going on." He was obviously a well-informed insider. It was easily possible that he had heard the name from someone higher up in the Agency.
"I still lack a lot of the essential details, but I've seen the main people involved," Burke said. "It apparently has something to do with an explosive device, or weapon. I don't know yet what it's to be used for, or even how. But it seems to involve what I'd call a mobile television control room in some way. I'm afraid we're running out of time, though. Cam Quinn believed they intended to use it sometime during the coming week."
"What do they think at Langley?"
It was just what Burke had feared. If the man knew he had been shut out at the CIA, he would probably decline any further access to the funds. But he wasn't about to lie to the man who had held Cam in such high esteem. If the money were cut off, so be it. He would have to bite the bullet and use his own. Lori would help.
"I'll be frank, with you, sir. Hawthorne Elliott, the Chief of Counterintelligence, and I don't exactly see eye to eye. In fact, he told me in effect to get lost. But, out of respect for Cam Quinn, and his urging that I continue, I'm still doggedly pursuing the investigation."
"By yourself?" The voice seemed incredulous. "Isn't anyone helping you?"
He started to mention Lori and Walt, but decided against it. Strictly speaking, they played only peripheral roles. "I'm something of a loner, I guess. The problem is I don't know who'll listen to what I have to say."
"You should have contacted me sooner, Burke. May I call you by your first name?"
"Certainly."
"I believe I should go straight to Kingsley. It would be much better, of course, if I had something solid to give him."
So it was Kingsley, not Judge Marshall. He was on a first-name basis with the DCI. Then Burke thought of the photos. "Like physical evidence?"
"Yes, of course. If you had something to offer."
It would be even better than Lori's plan. This man — Burke's curiosity about his identity was about to get the better of him — obviously could talk to Judge Marshall as an equal.
"I hired a photomapping outfit down here. We made aerial photographs of the island where the Jabberwock team was training. The prints give astonishing detail. I'm sure the CIA's people could ferret out a lot more information from it than I've been able to."
"Excellent! Do you have the photographs with you?"
"No, sir. I'll have to get them from the company that shot the pictures."
"When can you have them?"
"First thing in the morning." Burke smiled. He had found a man of action. He wondered why he hadn't thought of calling that number before. Cam had suggested using it if he needed help. Had he fallen prey to Walt Brackin's problem of failing to make an obvious diagnosis?
The voice softened with a slight chuckle. "Forgive me, Burke. I just realized that I don't even know where you're calling from."
"Sorry, sir. I'm at a motel in New Orleans. I'd give you the name, but I don't plan to stay here. I have reason to believe the people behind Jabberwock may be looking for me. I'll find another motel, but I haven't decided where yet."
"Let's do this. You get the photographs and bring them to the New Orleans airport in the morning. I'll send my private jet down there to pick you up."
"Will I get to meet you, sir?"
"Of course. That's the main reason for the jet. I could have the photographs delivered by other means. You see, Burke, I consider myself a patriotic American. That's why I've helped Cameron Quinn over the years, but I am first and foremost a businessman. And when businessmen deal with sizeable sums of money, they prefer to know who they're dealing with. I want to meet you and learn a little more about you. Then you can, so to speak, have the key to the lock box."
"That's certainly understandable, sir." Burke liked his way of conducting business. "Can you tell me where I'll be going?"
Another chuckle. "Let's just keep that and my identity a little secret until tomorrow morning. It's like with a sexual encounter, if you'll pardon the analogy. The anticipation may prove more exciting than the actual event."
Burke laughed. "If you say so, sir."
As he recalled waking up that morning beside Lori, he wasn't sure he could agree. He found one part of the plan, however, with which he definitely disagreed. Moisant Field didn't strike him as the best place to be meeting an airplane, even if it did involve use of a private hangar rather than the public terminal. Since he would have to go by Aerial Photomap anyway, it would save a lot of time for the private jet to meet him there.
"Could I make a suggestion, sir?"
"What's that?"
"Let the jet meet me at Lakeshore Airport, on the northeastern side of the city. That’s where the photomapping outfit is located. It would be more convenient for both of us."
* * *
As he started out in the battered Buick to look for another motel, his mood was jubilant. During the day he had tracked down an old police contact, who made a call to Texas and quickly supplied him with the name and address of the registered owner of the white truck, Lone Star Network of Dallas. Furthermore, he had little doubt that his anonymous benefactor could provide access to a governor's office, possibly even a state police commander. They could request issuance of a confidential bulletin to troopers from other states, seeking information on the present location of the Lone Star Network truck.
He found only one glitch in the plan. The timing would not allow him to call Lori at ten. He would have to call earlier and leave her a message. Fortunately, the message would bear good news.



Chapter 41

The receptionist answered the phone with the name of a congressman from Massachusetts. It was then that Burke remembered Lori mentioning an old friend of Cam's in Congress who she intended to lobby, some bill dealing with the tax deductibility of business travel. With the time difference, he got the call through as soon as he had finished breakfast. Sitting there in his motel room, aware of the belt cinched tightly around his waist, he acknowledged with a sense of guilt that he had overeaten again. Sometimes he thought breakfast would be his downfall.
The girl who answered sounded college age, as most congressional staffers seemed to be. Yes, she would be happy to deliver the message when Miss Quinn arrived for her ten-forty-five appointment.
"Please tell her that Mr. Hill called." He saw no problem with using his correct name here. "I won't be able to call her at eleven as planned. I have to go meet a man her father knew. He may be able to accomplish what she planned with the Judge. Ask her to leave a number where I can reach her early this evening. I'll call you back later to get it."
"This business about the judge," the girl said. "I hope there's nothing unethical involved. The Congressman gets pretty touchy about dealings with the judiciary."
He laughed. "No, this judge isn't on the bench any longer. He's a former judge. Would you mind reading that back to me? I'd like to be sure there isn't something she might misunderstand."
The girl read the message back word for word.
Burke had decided to go on out to Aerial Photomap rather than wait to reach McKenzie first by phone. That way he was sure he would be at the ramp in plenty of time to meet the jet. He arrived a little before nine and parked in the company lot. He didn't think McKenzie would object to his leaving the car there, since he would be returning that afternoon. Also, since he'd have his hands full with the photographs, he locked his briefcase in the trunk. Among other things, it contained his little black book with phone numbers and notes, which he didn't think he would need. At least his memory was still good enough to handle the major details of his investigation. As he walked toward the building, he noticed a police van labeled identification unit parked nearby, but thought nothing of it.
On entering the building, he encountered chaos. The receptionist's desk, which had been a model of tidiness, was now a jumble of papers. Walking into the office of McKenzie's secretary, he found furniture overturned, file drawers open, papers littering the floor. The secretary was wandering about, gazing at the clutter as if in shock. She looked up when she saw Burke.
"Hello, Mr. Hill. I'm sorry my office looks such a wreck. We were burglarized and vandalized over the weekend." She shook her head with a doleful frown.
"They really left a mess." Burke had seen ransacked offices many times. He had even participated in a few. This had the mark of a methodical professional job, perhaps intended to look like vandalism.
Kevin McKenzie came through the door to his office bearing the same dazed look. He took note of Burke with a slow head shake that said I can't believe this. "Damnedest thing I ever saw," was what came out audibly.
"Did they get any of your high tech equipment?" Burke asked.
"No, didn't bother it. Obviously weren't interested in the business. Took petty cash, some blank checks, a portable stereo, two silver sculptures, probably melt 'em down. What a waste!"
Burke frowned. "That's all that's missing?"
"A bit of photography. Mostly inconsequential stuff." He looked Burke straight in the eye. "This is the part you won't believe. They took every single print we'd made from that run over the island. The negatives, too."
* * *
Burke stood in the shade beside the hangar, gazing out at the ramp. The pilot of the jet had radioed ahead for his passenger to be waiting outside. Rather than bother with a shutdown, he would park at the edge of the ramp, kill the left engine, board Burke through the portside door, then restart and taxi back out to the runway. It was like the old days when Burke would fly into a small town on a commuter airline via what was known as a "one-engine stop." Everything very efficient, just like the voice on the phone. He dreaded the prospect of having to confess that there would be no photographs, no hard evidence for Judge Marshall. What would the man's reaction be?
Almost as precise as the ninety-degree angle the clock's hands formed at nine-thirty, the sleek, white aircraft touched down and taxied smoothly toward the ramp. Burke had started out as soon as he spotted the plane in the pattern. When it rolled to a stop beside him, he noticed a stylized "N" on the vertical stabilizer. There was no other identification besides the registration number.
Almost immediately, he could see movement beneath the fuselage as the retractable stairs on the opposite side reached for the pavement. Then a youthful figure in a green flying suit appeared around the front of the aircraft, motioning his passenger to follow. He helped Burke up the steps, then followed him inside and pressed a button to retract the stairs.
"I'm the co-pilot," he said. "Welcome aboard. We'll only be in the air a little over an hour. Have a seat there with the other passengers. Fasten your belt and we'll be under way."
The interior of the cabin was covered with a gray plush fabric. There was a bench seat along the side opposite the door. Then a pair of facing seats on either side of the narrow aisle, aft of them another seat on each side. One of the facing seats was vacant. Three men dressed in business suits occupied the others. The flight hadn't been scheduled just for him, Burke realized. It had picked up passengers at other stops as well. So he wasn't as much of a VIP as he'd imagined. That brought a smile to his face, and his fellow-passengers returned it as he sat down to fasten his seat belt. He was hardly finished by the time the jet began to roll.
Although the runway was the same, the takeoff had a considerably different effect on Burke than the one with Kevin McKenzie nearly a week earlier. The small jet rolled smoothly down the concrete strip, accelerating rapidly. Before he was hardly adjusted to the sound of the engines, he felt pushed back into the seat as the nose came up and the plane climbed out at a sharp angle. Burke's fellow passengers gazed out the windows in silence as objects on the ground quickly diminished in size and the squarish outline of Lake Pontchartrain appeared to dry up as it shrank.
A few minutes later, the co-pilot was in the aisle advising them they could move about the cabin, though he suggested they leave their seat belts fastened while seated. Just like the airlines, Burke thought. I wonder if they serve coffee and tea? He saw the man across the aisle from him reach down to pull a small bag from beneath his seat and unzip it. He had an oval face with a ruddy complexion, his brown hair tumbling forward on one side. A half-smile tugged at the corners of his mouth as he put both hands inside the bag. Probably after a book, or something to eat, Burke thought. His attention was distracted as the other two men unfastened their seat belts and started to get up.
In an instant, two pairs of hands had seized each arm, immobilizing him. Fortunately, they didn't grab the injured arm near the shoulder. He gave a sudden jerk and almost freed his right arm while shouting, "What the hell are you doing?"
When he looked to his left, he saw. The brown-haired man across the aisle held a syringe with a menacing needle. It was about to be inserted into his arm. He shoved hard with his feet, attempting to free himself, but the seat belt held him tightly. He felt the needle prick his arm and knew it was too late. The faces hovering over him soon began to lose their shapes. The whole cabin gradually turned fuzzy. The lights went out.
* * *
Burke's mouth felt like he'd gone to sleep on the beach with his mouth open. But he felt no sun. What he did feel was groggy, like the beginnings of a bad hangover. He hadn't been that drunk since the night he got word that Ginger Lawrence's plane had crashed. He struggled to open his eyes. Had he overslept? Then he saw the unusually high ceiling overhead. He didn't remember that. Where was he?
For one thing, he realized as the fog began to clear, he was lying in bed fully dressed. He reached back to check his pocket. The billfold was still there. The ballpoint pen remained clipped to his shirt pocket, the familiar watch on his arm. The conscious act of taking inventory quickly returned a sense of reality. As he pushed himself up, it all began to come back. The sleek, white corporate jet, the two goons holding his arms, the needle.
It was a hospital, he thought. He was lying on a hospital bed with the side rails up. But it didn't look like a hospital room, except for the bed. It was an expensive model with lots of fancy attachments. A wheelchair sat nearby. Actually, it appeared larger than the bedrooms in most houses. There was a massive old chest, a dresser with a mirror, two upholstered chairs covered in a flowery pattern and a wooden bookcase with glass doors.
He gently lowered one of the siderails and swung his legs over the side. The pull on his stomach muscles let him know he had not altogether recovered from the beating. Looking around the room, he saw a large wooden door at one end and a window at the other. There were two additional doors along a side wall. One was open, apparently leading to a bathroom. Thick beige carpet covered the floor.
He started walking toward the window and was briefly overcome by a dizziness that caused him to stumble against the chest. Whatever they had given him was pretty powerful stuff. He took a few deep breaths and moved on across to the lacy sheers that covered the window. Looking out, the distance to the ground seemed to indicate this was an upper floor, either second or third. Turning his gaze to the right, he saw a section of the structure jutting out at least ten feet farther than where he stood. It was white frame, with a peaked roof angling above the ceiling level. Judging by the two windows he could see, and the distance between them, it would have to be two stories with high ceilings. Glancing down, he saw patio furniture on a flagstone terrace that apparently adjoined the building. A broad, well-kept green lawn sloped down to a large lake. Several spacious homes could be seen across the lake in the far distance.
A walkway flanked by carefully manicured hedges ran back from the terrace, circled outward on either side of colorful flower plantings, then rejoined to continue on down to a wooden deck area that became a dock at lakeside. Two boats, one large, the other small, sat beside the dock. It might be a sanitarium, he thought. But sanitariums didn't have boat docks.
He walked unsteadily across to the bathroom. It contained a modern treatment of old style bathroom fixtures, massive tub with raised feet set into a tiled enclosure, large old sink with a vanity built around it. But something else had been added. Grab bars for a handicapped person. There was little else visible in the room but a wash cloth, towel, bar of soap and a plastic cup.
Back in the bedroom, Burke opened the door adjacent to the bath and found a large walk-in closet. A few long dresses hung on a rack. Everything else had been packed away, a few smaller gift-type boxes and several large corrugated containers bearing labels such as shoes, coats and dresses.
It suddenly hit him. This room had been occupied by an invalid. Apparently a woman, who must have died. The building was undoubtedly a large old frame house. Judging by the view toward the lake, it was a country estate, with all the seclusion and privacy that the term implied.
He closed the door and checked his watch. It was nearly one-thirty. The plane had picked him up at nine-thirty. That meant he had been out for nearly four hours. No doubt somebody would be in to check on him shortly. And this time the needle would be used to elicit answers to questions that would put Lori and Walt Brackin in jeopardy.
Somehow, he had to delay the questioning long enough to find a way out. Still a bit shaky from the dizziness, he sat back against the edge of the bed. As he did, he felt a twinge of nausea. The knock-out drug, he guessed. Then an idea began to take shape. He would play on the nausea angle. If he could induce vomiting, he would contrive a way to convince them that he needed a doctor's attention. That would give him a chance to see who he was dealing with and work to formulate an escape plan.
But what could he use to make him vomit? He might try poking a finger down his throat, but he had doubts about the feasibility of that route. Then he thought of the soap and the cup in the bathroom. He remembered once a fellow FBI agent had used soapy water to attempt recovery of evidence a suspect had swallowed. He hurried into the bathroom, ran hot water into the cup, then stirred the soap briskly until he had achieved an odious sudsy concoction. He gulped it down, nearly gagging, and tossed the cup into a wastebasket.
The reaction hit him sooner than expected. He got no farther than the middle of the bedroom before what remained of his sumptuous breakfast came spraying out onto the carpet like an erupting volcano. He stumbled back onto the bed just as the door leading out of the room banged open. Obviously someone outside had heard his retching.
Burke held his stomach and moaned as the man approached.
"Oh, shit, man! What have you done?"
Burke peeked through narrowed lids and saw a man with a wildly contorted face looking at the disagreeable mess. It was one of his fellow passengers from the jet, a stocky man with a nose that seemed a bit too much for the rest of his face. Burke moaned again and muttered, "My stomach. Something must've busted loose." He began to writhe and tremble. "On the island… beat me in the stomach." He continued to moan.
"Damn," the man said, and hurried back out the door, yelling, "Richard! Get the hell up here!"
A minute or so later, he returned with another man, the one who had wielded the needle on the plane. Burke kept up the moaning and shaking.
"What the shit?" Richard spoke in a rough, scratchy voice. "Somebody'll have to clean that up. The 'old man' said not to mess up the place." He shook his head in disgust.
"It's his stomach," said the other man. "Says they beat him in his stomach on the island. He thinks something's busted loose."
"I don't see any blood." Richard sounded skeptical.
"Ooohhh! Feels like my insides coming apart." Burke mumbled and groaned.
"Think we ought to get a doctor?"
"Hell no, I don't want to get a damned doctor," said Richard. "But the truth drug probably won’t work on him in this condition."
"What if something's ruptured? What if he's bleeding inside?"
"You and your damned 'what ifs.' You know what happened on the island. I'm not taking responsibility for any more screwups. Let's go call the 'old man.'"
Burke watched as they hurried out and closed the door. The sound of a lock clicking shut was followed by the fading away of voices. Besides an awful taste in his mouth, the soap and vomit routine hadn’t caused him any problems. Reaching the door with a few quick strides, he saw an old keyhole lock beneath the knob. The key had been left in the lock. Burke had grown up with this kind of lock at his home back in Missouri. He hesitated a moment, then raced back to the closet and dumped out the contents from one of the thin cardboard gift boxes. Tearing the sides apart, he folded them out to make a flat surface. Returning to the door, he slid the cardboard beneath it in the space cut away to clear the carpet.
With the ballpoint pen from his shirt pocket, he began poking at the keyhole, seeking to dislodge the key. He found it turned slightly in the lock. It wouldn't slide out. If only he had a paperclip. Then he had another thought, returned to the closet and found a metal clothes hanger. He twisted it apart and began digging and twisting at the key with the straight end. Finally it dropped back, hanging only by a small projection at the bottom of the key. One more gouge beneath it, and the heavy iron key plopped to the floor. Carefully, Burke pulled the cardboard with the key back under the door.
He unlocked it, glanced quickly in both directions, then stepped through the door. The hallway ran the full width of the house. He started toward the center, where he could see a stairway leading down, but stopped when he heard voices coming from below. Scurrying back to the other end, beyond the bedroom, he found stairs going up and took them.
This was a closed-in stairway with no light except that which filtered up from below. He paused beside the door at the top and listened. Standing in the near-darkness, he turned the knob. Slowly, he nudged the door open and stepped through. He had entered the attic, where he found a bit more illumination. The area was floored with random-width boards and, except for a few feet toward the front and rear, he could stand easily.
Quietly, he closed the door and began to examine his surroundings. The attic was obviously seldom used. It was littered with stacks of old magazines, large boxes, rolled-up carpets, a couple of ancient-looking steamer trunks, a pile of old draperies, some odd pieces of furniture draped with sheets. Everything appeared coated with a layer of dust. He took care not to disturb the dust.
Toward one end of the house, he found a powerful electric motor that was connected to a large wheel suspended over a hole in the floor. A strong steel cable ran over the wheel and down into the darkness, looking like a miniature version of the mechanism that powered the lift in a mine shaft. He realized this one powered a small elevator. No doubt it had been installed for the invalid. They had probably used it this morning to bring him up in the wheelchair. The size of the shaft indicated it would accommodate no more than a wheelchair and a couple of passengers.
They would discover he was missing anytime now, and a search would begin. He had to find somewhere to hide. There were two bare light bulbs, hanging by cords, about halfway from the center on either side. He hadn't turned them on, but they would doubtless illuminate most of the attic, leaving little space for hiding. He returned to the elevator shaft. His eyes had become accustomed to the darkness by now, and he peered down into the shaft. There was barely enough glow to make out the counterbalancing weights, attached to the cable along the near wall. The weights had stopped only a few feet from the top, indicating the cage was at the bottom. He reached out to touch the cable and pulled back a hand smudged with grease.
The pile of old draperies lay nearby. The cloth was rough and brittle, like the skin of an old man's arm. He ripped off two large pieces of the dark-colored material. Back at the shaft, he crawled over the edge, letting his legs dangle, hooking one foot behind the cable. Wrapping his hands with the heavy cloth, he gripped the cable and slowly slid down until his feet rested on the weights. He flattened himself against the wall and waited, praying no one would want to use the elevator.
It seemed like ages, but was probably no more than ten minutes, before he heard voices and saw the glow of lights on the time-bronzed rafters above. He held his breath as the voices came nearer.
"What's this over here?" someone asked.
"That's the elevator shaft, stupid."
"Could he be in there?"
"If he is, his stomach's damn sure ruptured. That's a helluva drop down there."
"Want me to look down in it?"
"I don't give a shit. We'd have heard him yell if he fell in."
Burke heard a shuffle of feet around the motor nearby.
"I can't see anything. It's too damn dark down there."
"Forget it. Come on. Let's go down and check the basement."
The lights went out, and it was quiet again. Burke breathed an audible sigh and began the struggle to climb back up. The tension on his stomach muscles boosted the pain to a new level. It forced him to pause a minute, arms supported by a protruding metal brace, feet clinging to the cable, before climbing back over the edge to the attic floor. At first he merely sprawled there, breathing heavily, intent on resting and considering the rather gloomy possibilities for escape.
First, he had no idea how many people he might be facing. He had identified three different voices in the attic. The three men from the jet? Probably, but there could be others. Most likely someone outside. He had to get out of the attic, but there was risk of encountering someone at every turn.
Second, even if he made it down to the main floor undetected, there was still a good possibility of being caught on the outside. His chances would be much improved after dark.
Depending on the house's location, and it was a little over an hour's flying time from New Orleans, darkness would probably come between eight and nine o'clock. He glanced at his watch. Two-fifteen. He faced a long wait. Then another disturbing thought bubbled its way to the surface. When they failed to find him downstairs, they would probably return to the attic for a more thorough search, probing the dark corners with a flashlight. This time they would undoubtedly check out the elevator shaft.
There had been mention of a basement. If the shaft extended that far, obviously that's where the elevator sat now. Could he slide down the cable, crawl through the escape hatch into the cage, then exit through the door into the basement? It sounded worth a try, though he would need to wait long enough for the search of the basement to be completed.
He heard a noise, almost like a cannon on a distant hill, and sat up. Then it sounded again, the roar lasting a bit longer. Thunder? As he listened, the rumbling moved steadily closer.
At two forty-five, he decided it was time to make his move. Following the procedure he had used before, he climbed down onto the weights. Grasping the cable that held the weights in one cloth-shrouded hand, he reached the other out to grab the cable centered over the darkened shaft. Then, breathing heavily, his heart thumping like a jungle drum, he swung his legs toward the cable and began a downward slide, Tarzan descending on a vine. With nothing to support his weight, he slid out of control. Finally managing to lock his legs around the bundle of steel wires to halt the drop, he began to lower himself slowly into the chasm. With all the grease it would leave on his clothes, he knew he would resemble a greenhorn auto mechanic, but that was the least of his worries.
By the time his feet touched the top of the metal cage, the thunder had moved close enough that he could feel a vibration in the cable. A direct lightning hit could fry him there like a chicken on a spit. He heard the splatter of rain begin to beat against the roof above. Wind blowing through the attic drew air up the shaft similar to the draft of a chimney. It set up an eerie moaning noise. Stooping down, he felt around and soon located the hatch that lifted to permit escape from a stalled elevator. Enough light spilled around the outside door to show the floor of the cage. Carefully, he slithered through the opening, lowered the hatch, hung there a moment, then dropped to the floor. The cage rattled as he landed, but the sound was muffled by the moan of the shaft and the rumble of thunder. Nevertheless, he paused to listen for any reaction inside the house. Hearing none, he pulled the grillwork barrier open and searched around the outside door until he found a handle. He pulled up on it and watched the door slowly slide aside.
The elevator opened onto a storeroom that contained cleaning supplies and equipment, carpet steamers and floor polishers, stacks of wood for fireplaces and a shelved corner that Burke first took for a food pantry. Light from the overhead fluorescent fixture bathed the area in a soft glow, and as he looked closer, he realized it was an emergency food supply, including large containers of staples with a long shelf life. The house's owner must have believed the warnings of the doom and gloom newsletter writers to be prepared for the worst.
Pausing a moment, he checked his left arm to be sure the wound was not bleeding again from all the exertion. He saw no signs of new blood.
The basement walls were stone, the floor concrete. Shallow windows up near the ceiling, at ground level, let in only a small amount of light because of the heavy overcast that accompanied the thunderstorm. Burke walked to the door opposite the elevator, cracked it an inch and looked out.
He found a hallway with rooms leading off each side. Moving along slowly, alert for indications of anyone around, he checked each room as he went. The first two must have been living quarters for servants sometime in the past. Another was the laundry room. Across from the laundry was a small, long-since abandoned bread and pastry kitchen, with a dumb waiter that once carried its delicacies upstairs.
A heavy wooden stairway rose near the center of the house. And at the opposite end from the elevator stood a well-supplied workshop capable of repairing garden implements and providing general maintenance for the property. A short stairway led up to a below-grade door. Using a ladder to look through a window, Burke saw outside steps of concrete leading up to ground level. After dark, that would provide his escape route.
Burke walked back through the hallway and discovered something he had missed before. In a small alcove beside the main stairway, a large bell attached to a cord was suspended over a box in the shape of a tic-tac-toe game. Each square contained a number. Burke had seen them before. It was the servants' station, where a ring of the bell summoned them to see which number, corresponding to various rooms, desired their presence. Beside the box were several metal tubes flared out on the end, speaking tubes once used to give instructions to the waiting servants.
Moving near the tubes, he could hear the murmur of voices, indicating some were still connected to rooms upstairs. He moved his ear along until he found the one emitting the sound.
"I don't give a shit about the rain," an angry, abrasive voice barked. "Somehow he's managed to get out of this damned house. Ed's been keeping watch out front. He must have slipped out the back way. He shouldn't have gotten far. Ed will take the car and drive around the area. The rest of you fan out on foot and cover the properties up and down the road. Charlie, you take the other side. There's gonna be asses kicked all over this damn county if we don't get him back in here. Move it!"
Burke smiled. If they thought he had already escaped, no one should be watching for him out back after dark.



Chapter 42

EAST ST. LOUIS, ILLINOIS
The cavernous warehouse stood on the banks of the Mississippi River at the northern edge of the city. It had been painted a dull battleship gray, an appropriate shade since functionally it was about as antiquated as those aging vessels with their monstrous guns and questionable utility. The warehouse's ceiling was much lower than most modern storage buildings, its loading docks less than the optimum height, its doors too narrow. As a consequence, the former tenants had opted for newer facilities, its owner had declared bankruptcy and an already overburdened bank had taken title. A large sign beside the road, near the access gate in the high chain link fence, told it all:
For sale, rent or lease. No reasonable offer will be refused.

A slow moving mass of low-lying, grayish-black clouds hung over the area like a Damoclean sword, adding to the melancholy look of the deserted structure. The agent whose name appeared on the sign had received a call that morning from someone who had identified himself as an officer of the bank, instructing him to unlock the gate by noon. He was also told to unlock the ground level access door at the end where a row of high windows provided daylight illumination. Someone would be out during the afternoon to show the building to a customer who had demanded the strictest confidentiality. That was fine with the agent, who had more promising business to take care of, since he would collect his commission regardless of who made the sale.
A blue panel truck with Missouri plates and a sticker identifying it as the property of a Kansas City rental firm arrived first. The driver opened the gate and drove into the large paved area, which blossomed with a variety of exotic weeds growing through cracks in the asphalt. Closing the gate behind him, he proceeded to the building and parked inside.
Some thirty minutes later, a white truck bearing freshly-painted red and blue lettering on its sides appeared at the gate, followed by a small tan pickup. The lettering read "Lone Star Network Satellite Service." A painted replica of a dish antenna aimed skyward had been incorporated into the design. The painter had required a picture to complete the job, since he had never stolen a dish antenna.
When the last two vehicles pulled inside the warehouse, Robert Jeffries walked over to greet the occupants. Blythe Ingram, driver of the pickup, was first out.
"Have any problems finding the place, Blythe?" Jeffries asked. He was dressed in short sleeve blue coveralls bearing the ever-present "RJ" monogram.
"No sweat." Ingram shook his head, then lowered his voice to a whisper. "Don't say anything about what happened on the island. I haven't told them." He wasn't too sure himself.
Jeffries looked around at the Jabberwock trio ambling across the concrete floor. "Hi, guys," he said, smiling. "I've got the rest of your mechanism in the back here." He pointed a thumb at the rented blue vehicle. "How does the truck handle on the road, Gary?"
"Easy. I've driven 'em bigger." Overmyer’s experience had included some of the Army’s largest rigs. Shrugging, he said, "She's a bit slow on the uptake. Until you get her up to speed, you'd be damned lucky to pass anybody."
Ingram folded his arms and looked across with skepticism. "He can make damned good time when he gets a full head of steam, I can tell you that. When he got too rambunctious, I had to pull around and flag him down."
Overmyer gave a defensive shrug. "You haven't had to do that much. I'm a law-abiding citizen."
"You'd damn well better be," Jeffries said with a rumpled brow. "We sure don't want any nosy cops getting around that vehicle. How far are you going tonight?"
"Indianapolis," said Overmyer.
Ingram nodded. "We want to make Toronto tomorrow night. It'll mean a really long day. You guys going to feel like driving thirteen hours?"
"I have no objection," said Richter with a shrug.
Abdalla looked out through cold, deliberate eyes. "Whatever the plan calls for."
Jeffries walked over to the panel truck and opened the rear doors. He gestured inside. "Here's your dish. All we have to do is set it on the arms in back of the truck and bolt it down. It shouldn't be too difficult. This is a mock-up of the real thing, designed for use in displays. It's made from lighter materials instead of the steel of an actual dish. I'll show you how to maneuver it around with the controls."
It took only a few minutes to install the dish, particularly with Hans Richter manhandling it as though it were a large aluminum umbrella. Jeffries demonstrated how to operate the elevation and azimuth controls, and they were soon ready to resume the journey to Indianapolis. Ingram instructed Overmyer to go ahead, that he would catch up with them in a few minutes. He had some business to take care of with Jeffries.
As the satellite truck pulled out, Ingram turned to his colleague. "I understand there's a real flap over what happened on the island. All I've been told is that Ted is no longer with us, that I'd have to chaperon the team until they could send a replacement. We're supposed to meet him tomorrow night, just across the border."
Jeffries nodded, frowning. "It was gruesome when we got back out there Saturday afternoon. Ted and Sarge were both dead. Ted was lying in the doorway of the shop, the back of his head blown off. Sarge was tied to a chair, a bullet through his heart. It looked like the Sarge was shot with Ted's gun, and Ted with Sarge's .45. But who pulled the triggers is anybody's guess. That private investigator, or whatever he was, and the black man were long gone."
"Damn," Ingram said nervously. "Has anybody found them yet?"
“According to my father-in-law, the white guy's real name is Hill. I was told this morning they had an operation under way to lure him into a trap. They were taking him to a house near Nashville owned by Mr. Wizner. It's been unoccupied since his sister died. They're planning to use drugs to find out about the black guy and if Hill has talked to anybody else about Jabberwock."
"I'd better check with Mr. Newman tonight and see where everything stands." Ingram didn't like the sound of it.
"Good idea. I'm sure he'll know. I think he was supplying the airplane to fly Hill out of New Orleans."
* * *
Lori had spotted the tail shortly after she left home that morning. It was a dark blue Ford with a dent nearly in the center of the left front fender. She shook her head. Someone should tell the guy you don't use vehicles with obviously identifiable marks in surveillance. It was still with her later in the morning when she crossed the Key Bridge into Georgetown, looped onto the Whitehurst Freeway and picked up Pennsylvania Avenue at Washington Circle. She spotted it cruising past as she parked in the area behind the House office buildings on the south side of the Capitol.
The congressman was late for his appointment with Lori and apologetically invited her to lunch in one of the House dining rooms. Afterward, she drove downtown for a few follow-up calls. When she hit the streets, she soon singled out a man dressed in a short-sleeve white shirt, navy blue slacks and powder blue tie. Long brown hair was tossed about his head by a sultry, ill-tempered wind. He kept his distance most of the time. When she entered a business, he paused to window shop or stroll into a nearby store.
Lori kept to her routine and gave no indication that she was aware of any of this. She had planned her schedule to wind up near the Pennsylvania Avenue office in late afternoon. This was the phone number she had left with the congressman's receptionist for relay to Burke. The small Clipper Cruise & Travel office was located in a storefront building with floor-to-ceiling windows, providing an unobstructed view from the street. There were a few desks in the open area, with the manager's office and a workroom at the rear.
When she entered the office around four-thirty, she plopped wearily into a chair beside the desk of a rosy-cheeked young blonde.
"It's hot out there, Millie. I've really been wearing down the shoe leather. How was your day?"
The girl gave her a thin smile and pointed to the curved cradle attached to the phone on her desk. "I've got a crick in my neck from leaning into that gadget. And I've about worn the skin off my ear. Why do people even think about going to Florida in weather like this, Miss Quinn?"
If you only knew, thought Lori. She reached down to remove a small purse from her stuffed briefcase. "Orlando, I'll bet," she said, straightening up with a move that gave her a clear view of the sidewalk and beyond. Blue-tie leaned against a wall at the entrance to the building across the broad, busy street, giving the appearance of a young stud perusing a tabloid while waiting for his girlfriend. "With the kids out of school," she added, "everybody wants to rush off to Disney World." She took a small mirror from her purse and checked her makeup.
"The magic mouse really lures them down there, doesn't he? For my money, I'd rather head for the mountains and find me some cool."
Lori grinned. "You're too young to act that sensible. I'd have thought you'd be off to the beach."
"Not everybody's the sailor you are, lady," said a low-pitched voice behind her.
She turned to greet her manager, Marilee Breckinridge, a tall, statuesque woman with the classic lines and heroic proportions of a Greek goddess. Premature streaks of gray flecked her sculptured hairdo, a circumstance that gave her no more concern than the day's close of the Dow.
"Hi, Marilee. I have a new prospect for you." She stood up, retrieving her briefcase. "Take care of the mouse people, Millie. They like to spend money."
Lori walked back to a vacant desk and opened her briefcase, pulling out a sheaf of papers.
"Why don't we go to my office?" Marilee suggested.
"This will be okay. My feet don't want to take any more steps than necessary."
Lori began to talk about the prospective client, keeping an ear tuned to the ring of a telephone that might be the call from Burke. She purposely remained where blue-tie could see her, hoping to discount any suspicion that she was anticipating a call.
By six o'clock, she still sat at the desk, attempting to look busy. Everyone had left except Marilee, who was working in her office. Lori checked her watch for what seemed the hundredth time. Why didn't he call? She had understood his cryptic remark as meaning the anonymous "wealthy gentleman" referred to in her father's letter. But what could take so long that he had not yet found time to call?
Marilee came out of her office carrying a package. "I need to get this over to my sister's. Unless you need me for something, I'm getting out of here." She laid a gentle hand on Lori's shoulder. "You look tired, boss lady. You'd better call it quits, too."
"I won't be here long," Lori said. "Good night." She let her eyes follow the retreating figure and her gaze swept across the way. The man was no longer in sight, but she had no doubt that he remained nearby.
The Massachusetts congressman's administrative assistant was a casual acquaintance, and through him she obtained the receptionist's home phone number. When she reached the girl, she explained who she was and asked what time Mr. Hill had called.
"I'm sorry, Miss Quinn, but I never heard back from him. I checked with the girl who relieved me at lunchtime, so I'm sure he never called."
Now she was genuinely concerned. For the past week, Burke had been scrupulous in keeping to their daily schedule of phone calls. What could have kept him from getting back to the congressman's office? She telephoned Cloe Brackin to warn that she was headed that way, with danger signals flying.
* * *
Burke slipped out of his hiding place in one of the abandoned servants' rooms as soon as the glow of daylight faded from the slender window near the ceiling. The storm had passed, but a thick cloud deck remained to lower the curtain of darkness early. He had heard few sounds from upstairs for some time now, judging that it meant the search had widened into other areas or some of the men had been relieved from duty.
He moved into the workshop, stepping carefully among the darkened shapes, then cat-like up the stairs to the outside door. He unlocked the deadbolt, eased the door open. Compared to the coolness of the basement, the air outside felt warm and muggy. Sidestepping a large puddle at the landing, he took the remaining steps with care, pausing when his eyes rose above the ground. Soft light filtered from curtained windows onto the flagstone terrace at the back of the house, but beyond it, where the lawn should have been, hung a shapeless mass that all but obscured the beginnings of the hedgerow flanking the walkway to the lake. Fog, thick and dark as chocolate mousse.
Burke listened for human sounds, such as the furtive brush of a shoe sole against stone. He sniffed at the air for cigarette smoke, anything that might spell danger. Detecting nothing but the croaking of frogs, the chirping of crickets, and the smell of soggy, freshly-mown grass, he ventured out of the stairwell onto the soaked lawn. His body bent low, he crept through the misty curtain, moving toward the hedge.
He nearly collided with the planted strip before it became barely visible through the fog. Following it along the side away from the walkway, he slipped quietly through the suspended mist. After passing around the curved edge of the flower garden, he became aware of a veiled glow ahead, apparently a light at the boat landing.
When he reached the dock, he made a quick appraisal of the two boats. The large cabin cruiser was obviously out of his league. The small outboard offered no problems. There was a key-operated starter, a throttle, a steering wheel and a light switch. Among the many tricks he had mastered as an FBI agent was hot-wiring ignitions. With deft moves under the twilight glow from the light mounted on a pole overhead, he bypassed the lock. The starter made a grinding noise as it began to crank the engine. Nothing happened. Was the gas tank empty, he wondered? Then the engine coughed, caught, and began a staccato roar that echoed through the mist.
He switched on the light, a high-intensity beam mounted on the bow, cast off the line securing the boat to the dock and shoved the throttle open wide. The boat surged forward into the fog-shrouded lake. It was literally a blind gamble. He held the wheel steady, though, counting on that to take him straight across to the other side.
* * *
It was nearly eleven. Lori looked at the clock with a gathering sense of doom. Something had gone wrong. Badly wrong. She sipped at a glass of iced tea. Her third. The cold liquid only heightened the chill she felt. Walt Brackin sat on the sofa across from her, reading the newspaper beneath a lamp. Chloe was curled up beside him, her face darkened by a troubled frown as she watched Lori.
After they had waited all evening for it to happen, when the phone finally rang, the sound was almost shattering. Chloe jumped as if she had touched a live wire and grabbed the instrument that sat on a table beside the sofa.
"Hello?" she said.
As Lori listened, her friend almost shouted. "Burke?"
After a moment, she added, "Lori's sitting right here about to have a stroke. Just a second." She held out the phone.
"Are you all right?" Lori's voice echoed her distress.
"It's a long, painful tale. To keep it short, I was hijacked."
"You were what?"
"The guy providing the money sent a private jet to pick me up, supposedly to fly me somewhere to meet him. After we took off, they jumped me and used a knockout drug. I woke up in a big mansion on a lake, which I've learned is in a bedroom county just outside Nashville."
"Tennessee?"
"You got it."
He briefly sketched out how he had escaped. After beaching the boat on the other side of what he now knew was Old Hickory Lake, he had walked to the nearest road and hitched a ride into Hendersonville, a suburban town on the northeastern edge of Nashville. He had stopped at a discount store and bought some presentable clothes. Now he was calling from an outdoor pay phone adjacent to an all-night market. Whenever a car approached, he would turn his head away, just in case it might be one of his former captors.
"Is your arm doing okay?" Lori asked.
"It's fine," he said. "I hope you've got good news. What was Judge Marshall's reaction?"
"Sorry. I haven't been able to talk to him yet."
"What's the problem?"
"He was out of town, due to get back tonight. Do you have the pictures?"
"That's another disaster story. Somebody broke into Aerial Photomap, stole every damned print. Negatives, too. I don't know if it was laid on after I talked to Mr. Money Bags, or if they learned about the photos some other way."
"I can't believe this," Lori said. "That man had helped Dad all these years, and now he's involved in this Jabberwock business. Do you think he had anything to do with sending those men into Hong Kong?"
"I don't know. The guy sure suckered me."
The old fire and determination returned to her voice. "This business has gone far enough. I'm calling Judge Marshall the minute I get home. I'll wager Hawk Elliott's people haven't come up with a tenth of what we know." She hesitated as she heard Walt's voice, then turned to see him across the room holding an extension phone. "Hold on a second," she said, "I think Walt has something for you.”
She listened as the doctor began talking.
"Hi, Burke. Just wanted to tell you something I finally figured out."
"Oh, what's that?"
"The guy who nabbed you on Oyster Island, I realized who he is."
"Really? How'd you manage that?"
"Since tennis is out for awhile, I've been catching up on my reading. I saw a story in the Sunday paper about the Moscow Radio Symphony Orchestra coming to the Kennedy Center."
"Yeah, I know," said Burke. "Lori had invited me to the concert."
"It mentioned that a young virtuoso cellist who was with the orchestra on their last U.S. tour wouldn't be along. She died in a building collapse in Moscow something over a year ago. She had been engaged to an American writer named Gary Overmyer, a Special Forces hero in Vietnam. I remembered reading a story about it just after she was killed."
"You're not going to tell me that was him? Overmyer?"
"One and the same. Did you notice the tattoo on his left arm? When I got to thinking about it, I realized it was the Special Forces' insignia. And I knew why he looked vaguely familiar. His face and hair have changed a bit, but the tattoo cinched it. And I remembered the voice. They brought him in to speak to us when I was in training at Fort Bragg. Talked about infiltration. One of my instructors knew him in Nam. Told us about the tattoo and some of his exploits. Said he was a deadly shot with any kind of weapon."
Walt said the lean, hard-muscled figure with the predatory eyes was one of the "legends" the Special Forces not infrequently spawned during Vietnam, sometimes picked up by the press and ballooned into the popular myth that gave the Green Berets their public mystique. Occasionally, reality would match the myth. This had occurred in the case of former Captain Gary Overmyer.
"Are you sure about this?" Burke asked.
"Absolutely. I should have recognized him the other night, but I wasn't operating on full power at the time."
"Anything else you remember about him?"
"Well, the scuttlebutt was that he had left the Army after a few months in a psychiatric ward. Bad case of delayed post-traumatic stress disorder."
"That's interesting. Any idea where he lives?"
"The newspaper story called him a writer from Memphis."
"You're a good man, Walter," Burke said with enthusiasm.
* * *
By the time he hung up the phone, Burke had a plan. First priority was to get out of Nashville undetected. With the airport likely watched, he would check the bus schedules, then find a taxi to take him somewhere west of town where he could catch a bus to Memphis. That would bypass the bus station, another probable spot for surveillance. In the morning, he would visit a Memphis newspaper library to learn whatever else was available on Gary Overmyer. Then he would fly to New Orleans to retrieve his car and briefcase. Lori promised to leave word with Walt Brackin on what she had accomplished with the Director of Central Intelligence. Burke was to check the doctor's office during the day.
* * *
Switching on a table lamp in her living room as soon as she arrived home, Lori dropped into the easy chair beside the table and lifted the phone. Since she was contacting the CIA, it made no difference that they were tapping into her calls. She dialed Judge Marshall's private home number. There was no answer. This late at night, it probably meant he was still out of town. Of course, there could be an emergency, in which case he would be in his office at Langley. She tried there, only to find the call answered by a night watch officer. She thought she recognized the voice of one of her classmates at "The Farm."
"This is Lorelei Quinn," she said. "This wouldn't be Phillip Durand?"
"You got it, Lori. How's it going?"
Durand was a Californian, late thirties, drove a yellow Porche, loved tacos and hated tight collars and neckties. He had a house across the river in Maryland, Spanish style, the closest thing he could find to California. The best Lori could figure, his main goal in life seemed to be the quest to coax some innocent girl into his hot tub. She knew. She had declined more than one invitation.
"I was hoping to find Judge Marshall." The disappointment showed in her voice.
"And you got old Phil instead. What a comedown. The Judge is out of town. May be back tomorrow, may stay over another day. Could Hawk Elliott help? I know he's in his office."
"What about General Palmer?"
"Sorry. He's with Judge Marshall. I'm not at liberty to say where."
Lori debated a moment. Hawk Elliott was a poor third choice, but he was the only choice now, and possibly until Wednesday. She knew he would have access to Judge Marshall. With what had happened on Oyster Island Saturday morning and now the forcible detention of Burke today, she thought it was time the Agency put its considerable resources into the fray.
"Okay, Phil," she said, her mind made up, "put me through to Hawk."
After a short wait, the familiar voice came on the line. "Good evening, Lorelei," he said. The tone was not exactly warm, only less cool than normal. "Are you ready to cooperate with us?"
"I'm going to give you some information, Mr. Elliott, that I think the Agency should have and needs to act upon. But before I do, I want your solemn promise to communicate it to Judge Marshall as soon as possible."
"It's let's-make-a-deal time, is it? Is Burke Hill prepared to come forward and tell us what he knows?"
"With the right guarantees, yes."
"What guarantees?
"Judge Marshall's word that Burke will get safe passage into Langley, that he will be free to leave with no harrassment afterward."
"I can't speak for the Director on—"
"I don't want you speaking for him," she said. "I want to hear him say it personally."
Hawk's voice had resumed its usual coolness. "What could I tell Judge Marshall that would make him interested in such a deal?"
"This," she said firmly. And she launched into a brief description of the events on Oyster Island, the theft of the aerial photographs, the kidnapping of Burke Hill that morning.
"Well, well," said Elliott with obviously increased interest. "Your friend Hill has been quite busy. So he thinks Jabberwock is right under our noses. Was he able to identify any of the people involved?"
"Several. Two well-known businessmen named Blythe Ingram and Robert Jeffries. The intercepted telephone call from Singapore to Kansas City was actually forwarded to Jeffries in Hawaii. We've also identified one of the three Jabberwock team members, a former Army Special Forces officer named Gary Overmyer." The "we" reference had slipped in unintended, but she took pains to omit any mention of Walt Brackin's role in this. She didn't want Hawk Elliott, or anyone else in the Agency, getting onto his case.
"Where can we reach Hill?" Elliott asked. "I'm sure the Director will want him to undergo a thorough debriefing."
She wasn't about to divulge anything further without Judge Marshall's agreement to her terms. "I'll get in touch with Burke after I talk with the Judge."
"Very well. I'll speak to him and get back to you first thing in the morning." He sounded resigned, rather than pleased, about the entire arrangement.



Chapter 43

Some days seemed made to order for significant events. This was one. A vast expanse of blue sky greeted Lori when she looked out from her bedroom. She raised the window and felt a fresh, gentle breeze that sent a pleasant shiver rippling down her arms. A front had moved through during the night, pulling cooler, dryer air in its wake. On the roof above, a pair of redbirds welcomed the morning with a colorful serenade. Lori felt relieved now that she had unburdened her conscience. She remained a loyal supporter of the CIA. Though she had readily agreed with the reasons for remaining silent, it had gone against her natural instincts, which prodded her to alert the Agency to the ominous circumstances surrounding Jabberwock, the case that had cost her father his life.
She had just finished breakfast and was loading the dishes into the dishwasher when the phone rang. She picked up the kitchen extension. It was Hawk Elliott.
"I've talked with the Director. He was quite impressed with the information you supplied. So much so that he's on his way back right now. He'll fly into Dulles and take a helicopter over. I'm to send a car for you. They should pick you up shortly and get you here by the time Judge Marshall arrives."
Lori smiled. Now we're getting somewhere. "Thank you, Mr. Elliott. I'll be ready."
* * *
Burke was waiting at the newspaper office when the librarian arrived. She was a matronly woman with gold-framed glasses tilted up and anchored in her bouffant gray hair. She sat him down at a microfilm reader, brought over boxes of film and made certain he knew how to operate the machine.
Based on the earliest date in the file, Gary Overmyer had apparently lived in Memphis the past five years. The clippings told of his participation in Vietnam veterans' functions, the publication of a Vietnam war story in paperback, an arrest for brawling in a local bar. His opponent had wound up in a hospital in serious condition. The charge was ultimately dismissed by a judge sympathetic to the plight of Vietnam's forgotten heroes.
There was a lengthy feature article that detailed some of Overmyer's exploits as leader of a Mike (Mobile Strike) Force. He had won two Silver Stars for these operations. Then came the most interesting item, dated about a year-and-a-half ago, which told of his raging assault upon the Kremlin following the death of cellist Natasha Alexandrovna Grinev. He had made threats against Nikolai Petrovsky while being deported to the U.S. He told reporters that both Petrovsky and President Giles were responsible for the musician's death. The story confirmed Walt's rumors about a period of confinement in a psychiatric hospital around the time of his separation from military service.
Burke returned the microfilm and thanked the librarian.
"You're quite welcome," she said. "I hope you found what you were looking for."
He smiled. "I did indeed."
He had a much clearer picture of ex-Captain Gary Overmyer as a crack guerrilla fighter, a man with a history of mental problems, a man with a burning hated for Presidents Giles and Petrovsky. Then he remembered that the two leaders would be in Toronto on Saturday and in Washington for the summit on Sunday. Could Jabberwock be related in any way to these events? Surely not. It sounded a bit too bizarre. On the other hand, what could be more bizarre than that group of plotters on Oyster Island, or his kidnapping at the behest of a wealthy, respected businessman? He recalled with chilling clarity the polite but firm voice on the telephone. "I consider myself a patriotic American, but I am first and foremost a businessman."
He finally dismissed the idea. Without more evidence, he was not prepared to believe the unbelievable. He thought of Lori's plan to contact Judge Kingsley Marshall. The CIA certainly had the resources to track down the answers. Of course, if it were a domestic operation, technically, at least, they would be required to bring in the FBI. He had heard that cooperation between the two organizations was much improved, but because of Jabberwock's origins overseas, the Agency might still try to protect its turf as long as possible.
He took a cab to the airport and booked a flight to New Orleans. While killing time during the wait for the boarding call, he dialed the office of Dr. Walter Brackin.
"Burke," said Walt, happy for a break in the day's routine, "did you find anything on Overmyer?"
"Sure did. He's a real tiger. It's a good thing I didn't try any funny stuff with him. One thing I learned is that he hates Giles and Petrovsky, blames them for his fiancee's death."
"I'd forgotten about that. I believe it was mentioned in the papers right after she died."
"What have you heard from Lori? Did she convince the Judge?"
"I really don't know," Brackin said. "She hasn't called yet. Why don't you check back with me in an hour or two."
"I'm catching a plane to New Orleans shortly. I'll call when I get down there."
Burke checked his watch. He still had a little time to waste. Recalling the years he had been assigned to the Memphis Field Office, he wondered if any former Bureau friends might yet be around. His old Special Agent in Charge there, Frederick Young, was his all-time favorite FBI person, a man with both the ample dimensions and the pleasant demeanor of Santa Claus. Due to his size and weight — Burke had frowned on it, but some of the agents had called him Fat Freddie — Young often found himself in J. Edgar Hoover's doghouse. Burke called the office and asked for the SAC.
"Burke Hill, son of a gun. This is Pete Crowley. I was in New York when you were. Boy, that's ancient history. What are you up to?"
He remembered Crowley as a plodding, lackluster agent. Always took his time, usually got the job done but made no waves. Now he was a Special Agent in Charge. He had either changed over the years, or that was the type they sought for SACs nowadays.
"I was at the airport, just passing through town, Pete. Thought I'd call and see if anybody was still there I knew. What ever happened to Freddie Young?"
"Fat Freddie? He's been retired about five years. Worked for the phone company in Nashville awhile. I think he lives back here now."
Burke thanked him and hung up. So Freddie had worked for the phone company. He took out his notebook and looked up the number listed for "Ben E. Factor." Maybe Freddie could dig up something about it for him. Tracing a call to the number would be a practical impossibility. It would require the cooperation of phone company technicians wherever the trace led, possibly across the country. It would require lots of clout, which he was woefully short of. He found a Frederick X. Young listed in the phone book. Recalling that middle initial — it stood for Xavier — he was certain he had the right one. He dialed the number.
"Freddie, this is Burke Hill. How's retirement?"
"Damnation! I haven't heard anything out of you in over twenty years, Burke. I've wondered about you now and then. You were one of the sharpest young agents who ever worked under me. I hated what happened with Hoover."
"You heard about that?"
"Of course. We were told to black list you, put the screws on. I'm glad you didn't come around Memphis, I'd have gotten in a lot of trouble."
"Why's that?" Burke asked.
"I'd have refused to pull that kind of crap. SOG wouldn't have liked it a bit."
Burke smiled at the term "SOG." He hadn't heard that in years. It stood for Seat of Government, the term Hoover had used for the FBI Headquarters. "I heard you'd been working for the phone company. What's the story there?"
Freddie Young laughed. "I retired again. Just a few months ago. I worked in the state office in Nashville. I was involved in security matters, among other things."
"I wonder if you might be able to find out something for me. If it's going to be any problem, just say so and forget it."
"Be glad to help. What is it?"
"I've got a phone number, it's in Area Code Seven-Zero-Three, Northern Virginia. I need to know whose it is, where it's located. It may be unlisted."
Young's voice turned serious. "If it's unlisted, that could be a problem. I have some friends who could probably get it for me, but they might be a bit reluctant if they knew I planned to pass it on to somebody else."
"Like I said, Freddie, if it's too much of a problem, don't worry about it." He paused a moment, then added plaintively, "But it would be a big help to me. The guy who uses the number is really causing me a major headache."
"Give it to me and let me see what I can come up with. If I strike out, I'll let you know why. Where can I reach you?"
"I'm at the airport," Burke said. "Just passing through. I'll give you a call this afternoon. How's that?"
"Sure. Good to hear from you. Don't wait twenty years next time."
* * *
It was the lunch hour when Burke arrived at Aerial Photomap. He caught Kevin McKenzie on his way out to the parking lot.
"Hope that old clunker I left overnight didn't get in your way," Burke said, inclining his head toward the banged-up Buick."
"I wondered if that was the car you mentioned," McKenzie said. "What did you do, swap your van for a 'Rent-a-Wreck?'"
"Just needed some temporary transportation," Burke said with a grin. "It runs as smooth as a sewing machine." He quickly shifted subjects. "Have the cops come up with anything on the break-in?"
McKenzie shook his head, frowning. "Probably won't. They didn't even find a fingerprint." Then his face suddenly brightened. "By the way, Buddy said he finally figured out what that truck was in the photos. He saw one just like it on TV. It had a satellite dish on the back end. Buddy said it's used for live TV news transmissions via satellite."
* * *
As he made his way through the noon traffic, a white truck whipped out of a side street and cut in front of him. His foot jammed the brake pedal as he scowled and muttered a few choice adjectives to describe the driver. Happily, the old car's brakes still worked like new. Then, looking at the back of the truck, he realized it was the same model as the Jabberwock vehicle, though this one hadn't been sliced across the middle. He wondered where the team could be now, if they had picked up a dish antenna to go on the back. He decided to do a little further checking into Lone Star Network before calling Walt Brackin again.
At the local telephone office, he searched through the Dallas directories, both white and yellow pages. There were no listings for Lone Star Network. Next he called directory assistance. To get an address in case a number was available, he asked for "Lone Star Network on LBJ Freeway."
After a pause, the operator said, "I have a Lone Star Network, but it's at 4100 Spring Valley Road."
Burke smiled. "I'm sure that's it."
A computer generated voice droned out the number. He thumbed through the yellow pages book to "Secretarial Services" and ran his finger down the column. He found two services listed at 4100 Spring Valley Road. They provided everything from typing and printing to mail service and private offices. He dialed the number that directory assistance had given him.
"Lone Star Network," a male voice answered.
"This is Art Maxey with Public Affairs Newsline," Burke said, making up the tale as he went. "I have a story I think you folks would be interested in. I'd like to come over and talk to someone about it. Who would be the one to contact?"
The man hesitated a moment as if collecting his thoughts. "I'm sorry but things are in a real mess here. We're in the process of moving. This would be a very bad time. Could you check back with us later?"
"When would you suggest?"
"Anytime after Sunday," the man said.
After Sunday, Burke thought. That could mean "D-Day" was this weekend, just as Cam Quinn had speculated. Saturday morning, he recalled again, Thornton Giles and Nikolai Petrovsky would review a parade in front of the Toronto City Hall. Sunday they would meet in Washington for the first summit session.
He dialed Walt Brackin's office.
"I was hoping you would call soon," Walt said.
"What did you find out?"
"Something has happened to Lori," he said in a voice filled with alarm.
Burke's heart skipped a beat. "What's happened?"
"When I hadn't heard from her by noon, I called her office. Her assistant, Brenda Beasley, said Lori had called her at home before seven-thirty this morning. She said Judge Marshall was sending a car to pick her up, that she would be at Langley for awhile. But she hasn't showed up at the office or called back."
Burke relaxed a bit. "I wouldn't worry too much about it. They're probably having a high level pow-wow over this—"
"That's not the end of the story," Walt said. "About half an hour ago, I got a call, anonymous male voice. Said he had a message for Burke Hill regarding Miss Quinn."
Burke lost another heart beat. "What was the message?"
"First he warned that no one was to call any local, state or federal agency about it. He said they would know if we did. 'We've got contacts everywhere' is how he put it. Then he said if you wanted to see her again, you were to call the number for 'the man with the money.'"
"Damn.” It was more a mark of pain than an epithet. Not unlike the pain he had felt in Tel Aviv when he had been told of Cam's accident. Only this time he knew precisely where the blame lay. His agony quickly turned to anger. "They couldn't hold onto me, so now they've grabbed her."
"Is there anything I can do?" Walt asked.
"No. Take care of yourself. Now that they’ve connected us, you could be in danger.”
“I’ve been watching my backside.”
“Somehow I'll track the bastards down and find her. If they've done anything to her, somebody'll pay dearly." It was tough talk, but it was followed by a sense of acute frustration. How would he find her? Where would he start the search? "Right now I need some time to think," he said. "If they call again, tell 'em you haven't been in touch with me yet."
"Okay, but I hope it won't cause any problems. Do you think they'd do anything to hurt her?"
"They'd damn well better not. No, I'm the one they're after. They're just using her for bait. I'll be in touch."
He sat motionless for what might be described as a brief eternity. Just stared at the phone, his thoughts racing. Judge Marshall had sent the car. He had no doubts that Lori had experienced the same fate he had been dealt on the jet the day before. He pictured it in his mind. A very subtle operation. Only a driver when they picked her up, in order not to sound any alarms. Then a casual mention of stopping for another passenger or two. The goons would have grabbed her and used the needle before she could have managed more than a brief shout of protest. She could be anywhere by now.
He hadn't considered the possibility of something like this. And in his wildest musings he would never have dreamed that the Director of Central Intelligence could be involved. No wonder the man on the phone had told Walt "we've got contacts everywhere." With the CIA compromised, where could he turn for help? Who would believe him? Not the FBI. Not with what they had in their files on him.
He thought of Freddie Young. If Young had been able to turn up something on that phone number, it might provide a place to start the search for Lori. As bad as he wanted to nail down the Jabberwock mystery, finding Lori was first priority.
The Memphis number rang and rang and rang with what struck Burke as a plaintive echo. There was no answer.



Chapter 44

DETROIT
Traffic along I-75 crawled in spots, then picked up to a decent pace, then lagged again. They had hit the Detroit area during afternoon rush hours. Gary Overmyer viewed the bumper-to-bumper lines of cars and trucks and buses with undisguised contempt. Had he not been burdened by a chaperon, he would have darted over onto the shoulder and raced past these creepers so fast all they'd have seen was a blur. But he could see the tan pickup in the rear-view mirror, and he knew Ingram would pounce on his ass like a mama bird after a marauding tomcat.
They passed the signs marking exits to such places as Wyandotte and River Rouge, familiar names from the area's heyday in the automobile business. Many of the sprawling old plants associated with car and truck production lay rusting beneath the glare of the sinking summer sun. Hans Richter in the righthand seat and Naji Abdalla, perched on the edge of the opening to the rear, stared at the passing scenery with no comprehension of its role in the economic deterioration that had played a role in the spawning of Jabberwock.
They started up the long incline of the Ambassador Bridge, leading from Detroit to Hamilton, Ontario, around five o'clock. Ted had earlier prepared them for the reception they would receive on the far end of the span. Overmyer presented the letters and documents granting permission to bring the truck into Canada. Then they pulled off the road into an area where a team of customs officials swarmed over the truck, opening every door, checking every removable panel, looking beneath, above and behind. The search was primarily for weapons and drugs. However, it did not turn up the one weapon on board, which had been dismantled and ingeniously placed to appear as legitimate parts of the truck. Overmyer had earlier, with considerable reluctance, parted with his Sig Sauer, which his handlers had assured would be returned to him in Toronto.
* * *
Lone Star Network's satellite van finally received an okay to proceed. They drove on a short distance to a welcome center, where Blythe Ingram was waiting with a heavyset man dressed in a blue pinstripe suit. A big lock of brown hair tumbled over his forehead. That was the only frivilous note to his appearance, however. He had the cold, uncompromising look of a veteran big city cop, and his style was not far removed from that ilk. He preferred to leave the niceties to others. When it came to showtime with the opposition, he believed in the judicious application of brute force. Admittedly, these days it was getting more and more difficult to determine exactly who the "opposition" was.
"Meet Richard," Ingram said as they stepped out of the truck. "He's taking Ted's place. He'll stay with you to Toronto and see that you're squared away there. Good luck with your mission."
Ingram waved as he hurried over to his truck, prepared to drive back to Detroit, make a report to Donald Newman, and conclude his active role in Jabberwock.
Richard studied his charges for a moment, then herded them back into the truck. "I'll stay behind you until we get near Toronto. Then I'll move in front and lead you to the motel. Let's go."
As they drove off, Richard wondered how this curious amalgam of international mavericks would fare when the moment of truth arrived. At least they played his kind of game. But, at the moment, his personal game plan had been altered a bit. He knew he couldn't afford any more debacles like the one at the house near Nashville. He was older than Ted and more wise in the ways of the intelligence racket. But he would have to be extra cautious from now on. His main interest in Jabberwock had been to advance his career. Now his problem was to redeem himself. And he'd get that opportunity in a new phase of the operation he would take over as soon as the team was settled in Toronto.
* * *
As an FBI agent, Burke had often gone at a frantic pace for weeks at a time, putting in countless hours on stakeouts, missing meals, finding little time for sleep. He wasn't sure whether the difference now was one of age or habit, but there was definitely a difference. When he checked into the motel early that afternoon, he felt as drained as if he’d lost two quarts of blood on a Red Cross cot. He knew that physically he was in great shape for a man of fifty-five. Anyone who could withstand the rigors of the Smoky Mountain trails in the dead of winter should not have his stamina questioned. But the stress of the past two-and-a-half weeks, both mental and physical, was weighing on him. Constant travel, matching wits with a sometimes unseen enemy, skirmishes on Oyster Island and near Nashville, and now the kidnapping of Lori, it had all combined to leave him hanging by a tenuous thread.
The room had two double beds. One lay in the path of the blistering afternoon sun that streaked through the window. He stretched across the other one, intending to rest a short time before trying again to reach Freddie Young in Memphis. When he awoke, the room was dark, except for the glow from the lighted parking area beyond the window. Glancing at the red numbers on the bedside clock, he saw that he had been asleep for hours.
He ate at the restaurant downstairs, then returned to the room and dialed the number for Freddie Young. Still no answer. Wide awake, his senses honed to a fine edge now, Burke came to a sudden decision. He would hit the road.
He had no idea as to exactly where he was going. He only knew that he couldn't sit around all night and worry about Lori and do nothing. When he started out, he turned the old Buick northeast and soon found himself on Interstate 59 headed for Meridian, Mississippi.
He still was not able to accept the reality to which all of the small signs kept pointing. During his years with the Bureau, he had seen firsthand how Hoover and similar men in lofty places would resort to extraordinary means to maintain their grip on power. But he had spent the past several years doing penance for his own role in those abuses. As a result, he had worked to mellow his view of the world, seeking to give everyone the benefit of the doubt, crediting them with decent motives until they proved otherwise. He saw it as the straightforward sort of approach that his mother would have taken. But his mother had never even dreamed of the sort of things he had encountered during the past few weeks.
Burke had reawakened to the conniving nature that too many men of authority seemed to possess. It was like Cam Quinn had said; he'd been hidden away in the Smokies far too long. But he had quickly developed a new prudence in his approach to every new turn of the road. He was learning again to distinguish between illusion and the real thing. Yet there were still some possibilities that lay outside the realm of his belief.
Even so, something in his subconscious seemed to be drawing him toward the northeast, where he would inevitably face a showdown between his hopes and the truth he would prefer to deny.
By two a.m., he raced through a sleeping Birmingham. The troopers were mostly holed up in truckstops at this hour, enjoying their coffee and camaraderie with truckers and waitresses. Eighteen-wheelers ruled the road. He had no problems except when he would get caught behind a heavy-hauler trying to pass another on a hill. What his car lacked in looks, it made up in performance. Most of the time he had the cruise control set around eighty.
By the time he reached Chattanooga, his destination had become clear. Home lay no more than a couple of hours up the freeway and off through the hills. Since he had made no effort to go anywhere near the Smokies for more than two weeks, he doubted that anyone would be keeping a close watch on the place. More likely they would have a static listening post, with someone coming around on schedule to change the tapes.
* * *
The sun had just begun to peep over the crest of the mountains, a large red ball that cast long morning shadows across the wooded slopes, when Burke turned into the gravel road leading back to the Oakes house. He pulled up next to the weathered gray barn as he saw Ben walking back toward the house.
The tall, lanky mountaineer stopped and stared at him as he stepped out of the car. "What the hell happened to your face, Burke?" His eyebrows arched like question marks.
"I shaved off the beard. Didn't know whether you'd recognize me or not."
"You sure look like a city dude now." The snicker might have been from a kid who had uttered a dirty word. "Where you been so long? I thought you'd a been back two weeks ago."
"I'll tell you all about it one of these days," Burke said.
"Granny's fixing breakfast. Why don't you come on in? I know you ain't got nothing to eat at your place."
Burke knew he was hooked. You didn't turn down that kind of invitation from a neighbor. Anyway, he was hungry enough to put away more than his share of Granny Oakes' scrambled eggs, sausage, grits, huge biscuits and gravy. There would also be cantaloupe and sliced tomatoes just off the vine.
A white-haired wisp of a woman with gnarled hands and a checkered, leathery face, Granny never sat down, of course. She busied herself cooking and bringing in hot coffee and hot biscuits and whatever else Burke, the two Oakes "boys," as they were called, Ben's three kids and his wife, Emma, might need. Emma tried to help as usual, and got only nasty looks for her efforts. Granny didn't hanker to have anybody else messing around in her kitchen when she was cooking. Emma, a stout, jolly woman with a strange, high-pitched voice, could do the dishes all she wanted.
They didn't pry into Burke's business. It had taken the better part of the first year for these clannish mountain people to warm up to a strange new neighbor who came and went at all hours, sometimes spending days alone on the mountain trails. But after that first spring, when he had pitched in without reservation to help keep a flash flood from decimating their small cattle herd, they had accepted Burke as one of their own. They marveled at his collection of photographs and paid no attention when his camera froze them on paper as they went about their daily chores. But they couldn't hide their concern over the strange goings-on around his house since he had left on an "out-of-state assignment" several weeks ago.
During breakfast, he told them a little about some of the exotic places he had been. The youngsters stared with eyes as big as a barn owl's as he described the sights of Israel and Hong Kong. Afterward, Ben and Hargis walked outside with him. When they saw his head shifting about with a searching gaze, Hargis inquired, "What you looking for?"
"Where's Drum?" Burke asked. It wasn't normal to walk around the Oakes place without encountering the cold nose and wagging brown tail of the old blue tick hound. If you were a stranger, he would bark himself hoarse until one of the family silenced him.
The faces of both men dropped and they half-bowed their heads.
"Dead," said Ben in a mournful voice.
"Dead? I didn't know he'd been sick. What happened?"
"Hadn't been. Happened right after you called, week or ten days ago. He was sprightly as ever one night. Next morning he's stone cold dead. Had a little spot of blood on his neck. That's all. Not tore up like he'd been in a fight with some critter."
"Sorry to hear that," Burke said. Not just because the hound was dead, but because of how he had died. That spot of blood meant a dart gun. And it meant someone had made a surreptitious invasion of the Oakes house to bug it. No doubt the pickup point was the same one that taped any sounds occurring at his house. "When's the last time you saw somebody around my place?" he asked.
Hargis said, "Feller comes every other night, about sundown. We seen him look around the house, then go into the woods a minute and come back out. He don't go inside the house."
"Will he be back tonight?"
"Let's see… yep. He was here Monday."
"Okay, guys. Thanks for the breakfast and for looking after things. I'm going over to get some clean clothes and my Jeep. Then I'll have to head out again. Not sure where I'll be going, but you'll hear from me sooner than two weeks this time. I promise."
Ben looked over at the old Buick. "Want us to tow that wreck back in the holler where we junked our old truck?"
Burke laughed. "No thanks. I think I'll keep it awhile yet."
* * *
The house showed no sign of having been disturbed. He didn't bother looking for the transmitters. Let them listen to the crickets and the frogs and whatever else generated enough sound to actuate their tape machine. After he had packed what he needed into the Jeep, he locked up the house and drove into Gatlinburg.
The small mountain resort town resembled a Bavarian village in many ways. Flowers abounded along the streets and in window boxes. Many of the buildings had a European flavor, and off the main street, the mountainsides were dotted with A-frames and rustic wooden homes. What differed from a mountain town in Germany was the spate of gaudy junk shops and attractions, and the choking summer traffic that crept slowly along the Parkway.
Burke avoided most of the traffic by turning down River Road, where he parked at a motel whose manager was a friend. Then he walked up the hill to the bank. He saw Lars Olaffson, the manager, standing by a counter as he walked in. Lars looked at him, then did a double take.
"Is it really Burke Hill?" he said, squinting through his thick glasses.
"In the flesh," Burke said, "as opposed to behind the fuzz."
Lars, like a sizeable portion of Gatlinburg's relatively small cadre of permanent residents, was a fugitive from the snow belt. He had come down from Wisconsin for a visit one summer, fell in love with a local girl, and never went back. That the girl happened to be from one of the city's handful of founding families helped get him into the bank and into his present position. He was a lean, slightly hunched man who seemed to be as at home on skis or ice skates as in the expensive black Ralph Lauren shoes he wore.
"Haven't seen you lately," said Lars. "Been on vacation?"
"Out of town assignment," Burke said. "Just came back to pick up clean clothes and long green. I need to draw a few thousand out of savings."
Lars pulled a form from a slot under the glass-topped counter. "Fill this out and we'll take care of it for you."
As he wrote on the form, Burke asked, "Can I use your office to make a couple of long distance calls? On my credit card, of course."
Lars grinned. "It had better be. The Feds've got us under a microscope these days. Got to account for every penny. Go on in whenever you like."
Burke didn’t feel it necessary to add the card would be in the name of Clipper Travel. He closed the door to the office and sat behind the stylish Danish modern desk. He took out his appointments book and looked up Freddie Young's number.
This time he got an answer.
"This is Burke, Freddie. I called several times yesterday afternoon and last night, but nobody was home."
"Sorry about that. I had an emergency. Took my wife to the hospital right after lunch. She was having stomach pains. They admitted her, said it was her gall bladder. They'll probably have to do surgery."
"That's too bad," Burke said. "I hope she does all right. I imagine you were at the hospital late."
"Yes, I stayed with her as long as I could. You're wanting to know about that Virginia number, aren't you? I heard from my friend up there this morning. Afraid I can't help you much. It was unlisted, all right, but he couldn't get any details. Said it was in a small area served by an independent company. The people are real close-mouthed and wouldn't give out anything. He said it wasn't generally known, but the company is owned by three top wheels in Pan West Industries, the big defense conglomerate."
That got Burke's attention. "Did he mention the names of any of the phone company owners?"
"Yes, he did, but I'm not sure I can remember them. Oh, one was the chairman of Pan West, fellow named Newman… Douglas… Donald, or something like that. The other two, I just don't remember." He chuckled. "They say memory's the first thing to go."
So Blythe Ingram's boss was one of the owners of the little telephone company, Burke thought. A company that protected the sanctity of an anonymous number that automatically transferred calls God knows where. He recalled the large "N" that appeared on the tail of the jet that flew him to Nashville. "N" for Newman?
He dialed Walt Brackin's office in Fairfax.
"I wondered if something else had happened to you," Brackin said.
"No, except that I've been on the road quite a bit. I've been trying to track down a few facts that might steer us in the right direction."
"Well, I've learned a couple of unpleasant facts. Lori's assistant received a call from Mr. Elliott at Langley. He said not to worry, she was helping them out with a project that would require her to be out of touch for a few days. Then I've gotten a couple of more calls from the people who say they're holding her. I don't think they believed that I hadn't heard from you. The last time they threatened something bad would happen to Lori if you didn't contact them by the end of the day."
Burke rubbed his forehead, washed by a new wave of concern. Was his certainty that she faced no harm really warranted? "Don't worry," he said. "I'll give them a call. Hold on a second and let me check something."
Walt's mention of Mr. Elliott tripped a switch in his brain that had been on the verge of closing for some time. It concerned that phone number he had found on Oyster Island. He flipped through his book for Hawk Elliott's private line.
"Just placed another piece of the puzzle," Burke said. "Remember the phone number I found on the pad in the office at Oyster Island? It's Hawk Elliott's private line. You can add him for certain to the list of bad guys. Did you say anything to Lori's assistant about any of this?"
"No. I was afraid she might contact the police or FBI, and that would jeopardize Lori."
“Good. I’d suggest you and your wife find a nice out-of-the-way motel and hole up until we can get this situation straightened out. You could be next on their list.”
Burke ended the call and turned to the number for "Ben E. Factor." He studied it a moment, then dialed. A gruff, rasping male voice answered.
"This is Burke Hill," he said. If there was to be any negotiating, he would at least attempt to achieve the upper hand. "I believe you have some information for me."
"Yes, Mr. Hill, you've been keeping us waiting." The man sounded decidedly unhappy about it. "We have your friend, Lorelei Quinn. If you'd like her back alive, there are a few conditions attached. Number one, you must not mention Jabberwock, or anything you may have learned about it, to anyone for any reason. We have ways of knowing if you do. Second, you must submit to questioning by our people. We'll arrange a time and place."
"Okay," Burke said, determined not to make it easy for them, "I have a few conditions of my own. I want to know definitely that you have Lori Quinn, and I want to know that she's unharmed. In other words, I want you to put her on the line and let me hear her tell me that she's all right."
"Hold on a moment," the man said. There were sounds of voices in the background, unintelligible, and finally the man returned. "Here's Miss Quinn. She'll tell you that we haven't harmed her."
"Burke?" Lori said. Her voice was clearly strained.
"Are you okay?" he asked.
"Days are okay," she said. "The nights again are a problem."
As he heard a voice in the background growl "Enough talk," Burke realized she was using the code they had discussed in Hong Kong. Otherwise her comment made little sense. She spoke the words in a conversational tone so that anyone listening, although they might think it a bit odd, would not guess it had an alternate meaning. He grabbed a pencil off Lars' desk and scribbled on the top sheet of a scratch pad—The nights again are a problem.
The man was back on the line. "As you heard, she is being well taken care of. Now, tell me where you are and we'll set up a meeting."
"Try again, friend. If I told you where I was, I'd be lying. Just like you'd be lying if you told me where you were holding Lori. Here's what we'll do. I'll be waiting in the main American Airlines gate concourse at Washington National Airport tomorrow morning at ten o'clock. Bring Lori with you so I can see her before we talk."
"Don't be ridiculous," the man said in disgust. "We'll dictate the terms. We have Lori Quinn."
"Yeah, and you want Burke Hill. You want to know what I know and who I've talked to. Okay, I'm willing to tell you, but this way I'll know your folks aren't coming armed."
"Let me remind you, Hill, if you want Lori Quinn back alive, you'll do as we instruct."
Burke ignored him, acting as though he hadn't spoken. "Think over my offer. I'll call you back."
He hung up the phone. He fervently hoped he was not jeopardizing Lori. But he felt reasonably confident they wouldn't harm her as long as there appeared to be a chance of capturing him.
He looked down at the sheet from the scratch pad. He recalled the rules for the code: starts after "the" and ends with a single "a"; use the first two letters of each word in the coded sequence; if the word following the "a" starts with a vowel, disregard the "a"; if it starts with a vowel and has only one syllable, use only the first letter of the last coded word. He underlined the designated letters on the sheet:
“The nights again are a problem.”
Niagara… the only Niagara he knew of was Niagara Falls, New York. She had to be telling him where they held her!
As he hurried out the office door, Lars met him with a fat envelope. "Better be careful carrying this much cash around, Burke."
"You can count on it, Lars. Thanks for use of the phone."
* * *
An hour later he entered the Knoxville Public Library, located the reference collection and picked out a volume of biographies of prominent American businessmen. He thumbed through the "N" section until he found Donald W. Newman, chairman and CEO, Pan West Industries, Inc. The long article detailed the background to Newman's wealth, his takeover of the defense contractor and how he had built it into PWI, one of the nation's premier conglomerates. Like Wizcom's Franklin Wizner, he served on many Washington insider committees, institutes and boards, particularly in the fields of foreign relations and intelligence. The closing paragraphs of the article provided the details that mattered. Newman and his wife, the former Mary Evelyn Keynes, resided in a Southampton, Long Island mansion but spent much of their time at homes in Key Biscayne, Florida and Niagara Falls, New York.



Chapter 45

CHARLESTON, WEST VIRGINIA
The voice on the phone had the same harsh tone as the one he had heard that morning, like the man's vocal chords were made of coarse sandpaper. He hadn't thought about it earlier, but now he was almost certain. It was one of the voices he had heard at the house outside Nashville. The man in charge, the one called Richard.
"This is Burke Hill," he said. "Have you decided to accept my offer?"
From the sound of it, the man was barely managing to control his rage. The decibel level went up several notches. "This is your last damn chance, Hill. Unless you want Lorelei Quinn in a pine box, be in Washington, D.C. at ten o'clock tomorrow morning, in front of a row house on Twenty-Second Street."
When he gave the number, Burke thought he recognized it as being in the George Washington University area, his old stomping grounds as a student in the fifties.
"It's the last house in the row," the man continued. "There's a driveway between it and the next building. Miss Quinn will be in a car parked in the driveway. After you've seen her, don't try any stupid heroics. It would be useless. Just go into the house and answer the questions put to you by the gentleman who meets you. If you're candid with your answers, both you and Miss Quinn will be free to leave."
Yeah, Burke thought, about as free as the occupant of a butterfly net. I would probably leave unconscious in an ambulance and Lori wouldn't have been there in the first place. There was no chance they would trust taking her out in the open like that. Too many opportunities for something to go wrong.
"Okay," Burke said, feigning a note of resignation. "I'll be there."
Of course, he had no intention of being anywhere near Washington, D.C. But it would buy him the time he desperately needed. He left the telephone booth, located outside a restaurant in Charleston where he had stopped for supper, and returned to the Jeep. Before starting out again, he removed the Tennessee license plate and replaced it with the Louisiana tag he had taken from the old Buick.
* * *
Gary Overmyer and Hans Richter stepped out of the taxi on Dundas Street and walked south on Victoria. Looking like a couple of curious tourists, they strolled among the scattering of students from a nearby technical school, eyes fixed on the curb, until they saw the two small red marks made with spray paint. The marks were separated by the exact length of the satellite truck. When he drove here on Saturday morning, Overmyer would park with the left wheels flush against the curb, front and back ends even with the red marks. This would orient the weapon precisely according to the predetermined powder loading and fusing of the mortar shells.
Satisfied with their findings, the two men nodded at each other and strolled back to Dundas, where they turned west toward Yonge Street and the glass-roofed Eaton Centre, Toronto's giant, three-story downtown mall. There they would lose themselves in the early evening crowd for a bit of shopping. Tomorrow would be a throwaway. They needed books or something to occupy themselves while holing up in the motel to await the dawning of "D-Day."
* * *
Burke pulled into a twenty-four-hour convenience store on the road into Niagara Falls around eleven o'clock. He bought a street map of the city, then drove over to the Falls area where he turned in at a decent looking motel. There were no rooms available. He hadn't noticed the "No Vacancy" sign, nor had he taken into account the popularity of the area during the tourist season. A friendly clerk made a few calls, however, and he soon had a place to stay for the night.
After he had unloaded his travel bag and a case containing a few needed supplies, he searched around for the telephone directory. Running down the "N" column, he zeroed in on "Newman Donald W" and copied the address on the pad beside the phone. He had been afraid the number might not be listed. However, that would only have delayed him long enough to locate a city directory and check the list of names and addresses. He unfolded his map on the bed and spotted the street on the outskirts of the city along the Niagara River.
Satisfied that finding it would be no problem, he set his watch alarm and collapsed onto the bed. It had been another twenty-seven-hour day.



Chapter 46

NIAGARA FALLS, NEW YORK
The large, two-story brick Georgian house sat like a gracious overseer in the forefront of a plot of several acres that bordered the river, looking as genteel as a cultured country gentleman. The front featured a white wooden portico, supported by four round columns, and a large wooden entrance door with a transom above it. A paved driveway ran back from the massive wrought-iron gate to a parking area in front of the house, then circled around to the rear. A chest-high stone fence extended back from the road along the property line.
Burke drove slowly past the Newman home around seven a.m. He noted another house, half-hidden by trees, on the lot to the left, while an extensive wooded area extended to the right. A farm peopled with horses and bounded by long stretches of gleaming white fence lay on the opposite side of the road. The next house beyond the Newman's was a good quarter of a mile away. However, about two hundred yards down the road, a worn spot in the tall grass showed where vehicles had recently been driven back into the woods.
Burke swung the Jeep toward the grassy area and bounced along the rutted trail into the forest for about fifty yards. He then turned back toward the Newman place and parked among a clump of tall oaks. The trees and a tangle of bushes hid the Jeep from view, both from the road and from the crude trail. He had dressed in hiking boots and combat fatigues, which blended nicely with the vegetation. Swinging a pair of binoculars around his neck, he started off toward the Newman home, determined this time not to become a soldier of misfortune.
There were a number of large trees around the close-cropped green lawn that surrounded the house. They were spaced well apart, however, giving Burke an excellent view of the front of the structure. He found a spot that offered good concealment, utilizing both the trees and the stone wall.
He had been there for only a few minutes when a shiny black sedan cruised up the driveway and parked near the house. Watching through the binoculars, he observed two men and a woman alight from the car and walk toward the front door. Spotting the errant forelock, he confirmed his suspicion that "Richard" from his Tennessee captivity was indeed the man he had been dealing with on the phone. When he got a glimpse of the woman's face, he was forced to catch his breath. It was Lori Quinn. Or so he thought at first. But as he watched the swing of her legs as she walked, noting the build a little too heavy, he realized it was only someone whose face had been made up to resemble Lori.
Some twenty minutes later, the same trio returned to the car and drove off. The woman had made a few subtle changes in her makeup and hair so that she looked even more like Lori than before. She had probably used a photograph initially, but now had seen the real thing. She chatted and laughed with the men. Even if he hadn't been tipped off by her walk and size, it would have been obvious that she was no captive.
The plan appeared clear. They would be flown by private jet to Washington, where they would appear at the row house on Twenty-Second Street at ten o'clock, in expectation of meeting and deceiving one Burke Hill. He would have smiled at the thought were it not for the knowledge that no doubt Lori was a prisoner somewhere inside this house. He started moving parallel to the property, studying each window, hoping to see some sign of where she was being held.
When he had reached a point opposite the rear of the house, he noticed the trim green back lawn extended for some two hundred feet, then faded into dense woods similar to those which hid him. He was soon forced to back-track to the trail of tire tracks, where he found the tangled wooded area continued to a bluff over the river.
Returning to a spot with a clear line of sight across the rear of the mansion, he resumed checking the windows. At one toward the near end of the main section, he paused, almost certain that he had spotted something moving. Gazing through the binoculars, he saw it again. Was it long hair like Lori's? He thought so, though he couldn't be sure.
At around ten o'clock, he returned to the Jeep and drove toward the city to locate a telephone. He dialed the number in Area Code 703. After a few moments, a male voice came on the line. It was different from the previous one, which he took as further confirmation that he had been dealing with Richard.
"This is Burke Hill," he said in an angry voice. "Tell that bastard I talked with last night that I'm not falling for his crude tricks. That was not Lori Quinn in the car. Just somebody made up to look like her. I'll be back in contact with him."
He hung up the phone and drove to a nearby market, where he bought enough canned and packaged food items to make a couple of meals. He had decided to stand vigil outside the house until after dark, then break in and locate Lori. He would also place a tiny transmitter that would send a signal to be picked up and taped by a voice-actuated recorder in the Jeep. Hopefully it would provide some clues to the when and where of Jabberwock's mission.
Unexpectedly, several cars began to arrive around dark. To the neighbors, it probably had the appearance of a Friday night gathering of friends at the Newman's. But to Burke, who scrutinized the faces as they appeared in the light from the coach lamps in the parking area, the party was much more sinister, not a gathering of angels. Richard had returned shortly after noon. From Washington, no doubt. And late in the afternoon, a long, black chauffeur-driven limousine had brought Blythe Ingram and a robust man with thick white hair who he recognized from the photo Lori had obtained. Donald Newman, lord of the estate.
The new arrivals included Robert Jeffries and a thin, slightly bent man he could not identify. Next came "Emerson Dinwiddie" and a short, heavy man with a ramrod straight back. Last to arrive was a tall, dark-haired figure whose impatient movements showed in the lamp's glow. Burke saw the unmistakable profile of Hawthorne Elliott.
After several minutes, when the parade seemed to have reached an end, Burke made his move. This was more than he had hoped for. But if he wanted to get the Jabberwock plotters on tape, he would have to work fast. He strapped a lightweight M76 submachine gun around his shoulder and moved through the woods toward the darkened area at the rear of the house.
From his observations during the day, Burke had concluded that there were no perimeter security devices installed on the property. Keeping his body horizontal, he rolled over the rock wall. He slipped across the lawn behind the house, sprinting from tree to tree, keeping enough distance to avoid any light spill from the windows. At the far end of the house, he moved in close. Two sets of sliding glass doors at the rear of the wing on this end opened onto a wood deck in back. The drapes were closed, but he could see enough through the gap at the middle to determine that the room was unoccupied. It appeared to be a large drawing room with sofa and chairs, a baby grand piano, several tables and a fireplace at the center of the end wall. The doors were locked.
He slipped around to the front and made his way to a window where a bright flow of light beamed from the curved fanlight above. Standing close to the window, he could barely make out voices inside. Not enough to distinguish any of the conversation.
Opening a small canister clipped to his web belt, Burke removed a tiny transmitter connected to a rubber suction cup. Carefully, he pressed it against the window pane. Then he switched on a small receiver in the canister and inserted a plug-type earphone into one ear.
"… test firings were right on the money," said a voice he did not recognize. "We adapted a standard eighty-one millimeter mortar so it could be bolted to the floor of the truck. A circular hatch in the roof is removed for firing. The elevation and azimuth for aiming the weapon have been preset for the marked location on Victoria Street. The powder charge was precisely calculated for the proper trajectory. It will clear all of the buildings in the area but provide minimum time to target. The shells are fused to detonate just above ground for maximum effect."
"And what if they should find something blocking the Victoria Street location?" asked a voice with an English accent, though Burke did not think it was "Dinwiddie."
"We've designated two alternate locations, General. They know the necessary corrections to make for aiming. Should something prevent the use of any of the three locations, they could park nearby, with the truck headed due south. They have an electronic device to measure the distance and the angle from the predetermined position. They can feed this information into the computer, and it will give them precise aiming instructions. It will also tell them if the powder load is still correct. You may be interested to know that we have redundant systems for everything. If the computer fails, for example, there's a backup installed."
"Holed up in that truck, what's to keep them from being surprised by someone from outside?" Burke recognized the voice of the "man with the money." Newman, apparently.
"Bob Jeffries took care of that. He has small surveillance cameras mounted with windows looking in each direction. There are four monitors on the panel. They can see anything approaching from any direction."
"Thank you, Blythe," said another voice, one that reeked with authority. "You seem to have covered everything quite thoroughly. Anything else you want to add?"
"No, Mr. Wizner. Unless someone has a question."
Wizner! Robert Jeffries' father-in-law. Burke figured he was the one who had arrived with Jeffries, and apparently he was chairing the session. But what would be the target for this elaborately staged mortar firing exercise from a TV truck? He wasn't familiar with Victoria Street, had no idea where it might be located. He concentrated his full attention on the voices in the earphone.
* * *
Franklin Wizner was in his element, directing things as de facto "chairman of the board." This was the game he loved, the role at which he excelled, drawing out the details from staff experts, analyzing the problems and opportunities, investigating the options and determining the one best course of action to achieve success. In the rarefied atmosphere where he operated, success was the bottom line, not money. He had more money than he could ever spend. His goal was always success, and the power that went with it.
It hadn't always been this routine, of course. He had fought his way up the ladder, stepping in to fill a void when weaker men faltered. He excelled in the milieu of corporate politics. He could spot strengths and weaknesses, and he knew who was headed up, who down. With a singular purpose, he had clawed his way to the top, and once there, he reigned unchallenged. Until Thornton Giles had come along and begun to hack away at some of his most sacred conservative roots.
Wizner and Donald Newman had been members of a small, elite group of insiders known as the Lexington Alliance. It took its name from the town where "the embattled farmers stood and fired the shot heard 'round the world." Inside the Alliance, they jokingly referred to themselves as the "dirty half-dozen." They were men of position and prominence. King-makers. They could tap a man for a Senate race, provide the resources necessary for his election, and then command his allegiance to the programs they espoused. The name Lexington Alliance was sometimes whispered in a congressional caucus room or a key White House staff office, but it was virtually unknown outside the corridors of power. Few knew its full makeup. Fewer still would be willing to reveal what they knew.
But over the past year, Wizner and Newman had angrily withdrawn from the Alliance. The other members would not go along with their hard-line stance in the face of the rapid changes taking place around the globe. The two had become bitter enemies of Thornton Giles, whom they viewed as having deserted the true conservative cause. Newman had pressed his CIA protege, Hawk Elliott, to search for a solution to the problem, and Jabberwock had been the result. Newman knew how to reach men and how to control them. Cameron Quinn had been the one big disappointment. Despite all the efforts he had exerted, Quinn had proved incorruptible. So in the end, he had to go.
* * *
Hearing no further questions regarding the technical details, Wizner turned his attention to personnel, another key ingredient. "Colonel Golanov, would you brief us on the team, please?"
Golanov. Russian? Burke frowned as he listened.
"Of course, Mr. Wizner. As you know, the team consists of the American, Gary Overmyer; the German, Hans Richter; and the Palestinian, Naji Abdalla. Overmyer is the team leader and will fire the weapon. Abdalla will be located on the television camera platform opposite Nathan Phillips Square. He is posing as a cameraman and will be in radio contact with the truck. He will determine the exact time of the firing, ascertaining that both Presidents are in their places. Should there be any problem, he can order immediate fire. However, to create maximum panic and a full television audience, he will await the proper moment, at the start of the parade. The gentlemen should go out with a little musical accompaniment, don't you think?"
Burke flinched at the words, as though they were cold steel probing his back. A sudden chill coursed down his spine. There was no mistaking the intent of Jabberwock now. It was the very thing that had lain in the shadows of his mind. His instincts had cried out, but his rational brain had rejected them, refused to listen. Jabberwock was a cold-blooded power play, a vicious plan to assassinate Thornton Giles and Nikolai Petrovsky. And to his knowledge, only he was in a position to thwart it. The cool and deadly voice was undoubtedly that of the "salesman" in Hong Kong who had called himself Emerson Dinwiddie, the one Burke had dubbed “the Englishman.”
He heard Golanov continue. "Richter will assist Overmyer, but one of his chief responsibilities is to destroy the evidence."
"What evidence?"
"The truck and everything in it, Mr. Wizner. Richter has placed plastic explosive charges throughout the truck. He has a radio-operated detonator, which is to be used after firing of the weapon. They believe the plan is for me to drive down the street in a getaway car. Richter would blow up the truck as we drove away. What they don't know is that I also have a detonator. I will ignite the charges prior to their coming out of the truck. Thus eliminating two possibilities for compromise, as well as the physical evidence of the truck."
"What about Abdalla?"
"Our responsibility," said the laconic voice of Hawk Elliott. "Richard will be on hand. He'll pass along the word, supposedly just received, that Abdalla is part of the operation. The Palestinian will probably resist capture and be killed. Then we'll reveal that his mother was Jewish, his grandfather a rabbi. We'll tie him to the Mossad."
"Excellent! That goes along with the hints you've been dropping."
"Yes, sir. The original leaks weren't planned, but fitted in perfectly. We reinforced the Israeli angle by eliminating the Palestinian on Cyprus for Quinn's benefit. We had him wired with a microphone so we'd know precisely when to shoot."
The poor bastard, Burke thought. That was what he was trying to tell Cam when he died. He and the Mossad had both been double-crossed.
"And who is babysitting the team members tonight while we sit here talking?" asked Newman's deep, resonant voice.
"We're taking care of that," said Golanov. "They're being monitored at their motel tonight by Captain Katerina Makarenko, a highly competent officer of the Second Chief Directorate. She is the only person outside of this room who has knowledge of the full details of Operation Jabberwock."
Burke had studied KGB accounts over the years and was familiar with the Second Chief Directorate. A plot involving both the CIA and KGB. And both Franklin Wizner and Donald Newman. No wonder it had seemed unbelievable.
"If I may… " It was the other "English" voice.
"Yes, General Kostikov?"
"What Andrei said is not completely correct, as one or two of you may be aware," said the general. Burke recalled a Vladimir Kostikov in the Second Chief Directorate. He listened as the general continued. "The details are also known by a key member of the Central Committee, Yevgenni Zamyatin, Minister of Heavy Industry, who has given the operation his complete blessings and support. We did not think it wise to create any suspicion, however, by having him come to this country now."
"Understood," said Wizner. "One further point of clarification. As all of you know, we have been deeply concerned by the interference of a rogue agent named Burke Hill. Richard, what can you tell us about him?"
"He's proven much more resourceful than Mr. Elliott and I ever dreamed. Using Lorelei Quinn as bait, we had a trap set for him this morning in Washington. He saw right through it. How, I can't tell you. We saw no one in the area remotely fitting his description, yet he knew we were using a double for Miss Quinn. The only thing I can conclude is that he must have a partner."
"What about this Dr. Brackin, the black man that Lorelei Quinn mentioned under influence of the drugs?" asked Hawk Elliott.
"Was he the one on the island?" Golanov inquired.
"Correct," said Richard. "Yes, it's possible he could have wandered by this morning while we were waiting in the driveway. He definitely knows too much. He and his wife both. As soon as our colleagues from the Continent are finished with Miss Quinn upstairs, they have orders to pick up the Brackins and arrange a suitable accident."
"Something similar to what happened with Cameron Quinn in Hong Kong?" said Elliott.
"Or the Chinese girl."
"That leaves the main question before us," said Wizner, "which is the real reason for calling this meeting. Do we risk going ahead with the operation knowing that Burke Hill is still at large?"
That was all that Burke heard. A high-powered electrical charge suddenly struck him in the back, temporarily paralyzing him. The submachine gun fell from his shoulder as he toppled to the ground. The earplug popped from his ear, and he lay there, groggy.
* * *
The wiry, dark-complexioned Bulgarian known as Dimo, who had sneaked up behind Burke and incapacitated him with an electric stun gun packing 65,000 volts, picked up the automatic weapon and pointed it at him as Burke began to stir. If fate had placed his parents in the south of Italy at the time of his birth, instead of on the outskirts of Sofia, Dimo would have wound up a Mafia "enforcer." His muscles seemed fashioned out of some flexible alloy of steel, his reflexes quick as the shutter on one of Burke's fast cameras. At the moment they were clicking on full auto. He directed an intense stare at the face he had been studying in the photographs. It would be a pleasure to find some excuse to use this lethal weapon, but that would have to wait. The men inside had questions for this one.
"Up." Dimo said.
Burke struggled to his feet. He stared with a hopeless look at his own weapon aimed at his stomach.
"Into house. March."
* * *
Beyond the entrance foyer, a carpeted staircase rose toward the second floor. The walls featured decorative wainscoting and elaborate crown molding. The flooring was oak plank, partially covered by the delicate design of an Oriental rug. Dimo instructed Burke to walk to his left and knock on the door to the library, where the meeting was taking place.
The door was cracked open by a frowning Robert Jeffries, whose face quickly blossomed into a smile as big as a sunflower. "Well, look who's here!" He flung the door open.
"Caught him at window," said Dimo with a satisfied grin, nudging Burke into the room with the barrel of the M76. "What we do now?"
"Who is he?" asked Wizner.
Ingram spoke up. "That's Burke Hill, sir."
"Gentlemen," concluded a beaming Franklin Wizner, "in that case, I should say this about wraps it up. Operation Jabberwock can proceed to its foreordained conclusion."
Burke glared at the smiling men around the table, which sat in an oak-paneled room lined with bookshelves. He had really blown it this time. God save the President. It appeared that Burke Hill was not destined to do so. And in a sudden flash of understanding, as he studied the diabolical faces before him, he realized that Jabberwock was a plot to deliver the United States of America and the former Union of Soviet Socialist Republics to the hard-line conservatives of each country. They, in turn, could be counted on to quickly dissolve whatever nebulous bonds had brought them together and return the world to the brink of nuclear holocaust. Neither would harbor the least amount of trust for the other.
It was the short, heavy man with slavic features and a smooth English accent, polished to perfection while a student at Cambridge many years ago according to the dossier Burke recalled reading, who stood and coldly provided the answer to the Bulgarian's question that had been left hanging.
"Dimo, escort Mr. Hill up to join his friend, Miss Quinn," said General Kostikov. "Hold them until around three o'clock. Then take them up the river, just above the Falls, and let them enjoy a swim."
"No shooting if possible," said Golanov, glancing toward the General for a nod of approval. "It should appear as an accidental drowning."
Hawk Elliott allowed himself an unaccustomed smile. Burke guessed he would inform Lori's assistant that the accident had occurred while she was on a secret mission for the Agency. No mention should be made of it to anyone. The Drs. Brackin would not be around to raise any alarms.
* * *
Burke saw Lori fight back the tears as she watched him enter the room in front of the sinewy Bulgarian. Burke figured she had kept her courage up with the tenuous hope that he would somehow locate the house and effect her rescue. That hope now lay in shreds. She watched with a look of total despair as the trim, lithe man called Grigor bound Burke's wrists and secured him to a straight-backed chair identical to the one in which she sat, equally immobilized.
Burke didn't speak. It wasn't necessary. He was sure his eyes said it all. I've failed you. I've failed everybody.
You took it all too lightly at first, he rebuked himself. Then, after realizing the seriousness of it, you found your techniques too rusty from years of disuse, your senses too dull, your instincts useless.
The two men began to talk in their native tongue, no doubt planning disposition of the captives later that night.
Burke looked across at Lori, who sat about five feet away. They were being held in a bedroom furnished colonial style, with a four-poster bed covered by a rose-colored canopy. Heavy decorative glassware on the dresser picked up the same color as an accent to the light oak furniture. Burke's chair sat near the dresser. Lori gave him an encouraging smile.
It was precisely the medicine he needed. Like some potent elixir, it softened the hard, unforgiving lines of his face. He squared his shoulders, lifting his chin to show a jaw firmly anchored in a determined set.
"The fat lady ain't sung yet," he said.



Chapter 47

On the bedroom wall, the old-fashioned wooden clock with Roman numerals showed two-forty when Dimo said something to Grigor and quietly left the room. Up to that point, both men had maintained the vigil, no doubt having been told about what had happened on Oyster Island. During the early evening, someone had come to the door now and then to consult with one of them in hushed tones. All had been quiet, though, since around midnight.
Burke had waited throughout the evening for one of them to leave. He knew this would likely be his only chance. Now his hands behind his back went to work in earnest. He had attempted to plan for every contingency this time. A large ring on one finger gave the appearance of a Masonic ring with a raised crest. It was something altogether different, a device Walt Brackin had told him about, available from a magic shop. Using his thumb, he turned it around so that the crest faced inside his hand. When pressed to one side, the crest moved on a pivot and allowed a small, razor-sharp blade to snap erect. It measured only half an inch.
He had worked slowly for some time, in order not to appear obvious, and had almost severed the rope. Now he completed the job, being careful to allow nothing to fall to the floor. He also sliced the rope that bound him to the chair.
"Could I have a drink of water?" Burke asked.
Grigor laughed. "Soon you get plenty drink. Dimo go get car ready."
The man had a pistol stuck inside his belt. He was too far away to rush. He would have the gun out before Burke could reach him. Somehow, he had to be lured closer, with his back to Burke if possible. Then he noticed Lori twisting about. He wondered if she had seen his hands, guessed what he was attempting to do. When she spoke, he had his answer.
"This blasted rope is cutting into my chest," she complained. "Could you pull it down a little?"
Grigor raised an eyebrow and looked across at her. Even barefoot, three days in the same dress with little opportunity to freshen up, Lori still presented an alluring figure. Burke knew she would be a tempting sight for a guy far from home, doubtless kept busy over the past few weeks. He watched as Grigor eyed the rope that encircled her, pressing against the fullness of her breasts. He walked over near her, bent slightly forward and reached a hand toward the rope, letting his fingers stray inside her blouse.
At that moment, Burke pulled his hands free and pushed himself up from the chair, hoping to land a blow before Grigor could turn. The man was a good fifteen years younger, doubtless strong as a tiger and trained in karate. He would be no match in a fair fight. Unfortunately for Burke, though he had cut through the rope that bound him to the chair, it was still wrapped around enough that it caught on the chair bottom, nearly turning it over, frustrating his intended movement.
Grigor heard the commotion and spun around, reaching for the gun.
Burke had stumbled back into the dresser. One hand brushed against a rose-colored glass candle holder. It was the only weapon available. In one arcing move, he grabbed the holder and hurled it toward the Bulgarian.
A sharp edge of the heavy glass object caught Grigor on the jaw just as he was raising the pistol. It stunned him momentarily and the gun slipped from his hand, falling to the carpet. Without hesitance, he rushed forward before Burke had time to find another weapon. As the charging figure reached his hands toward Burke's throat, Burke swung his hand out and raked the razor-sharp ring-knife down an outstretched arm. Blood spurted immediately from the long, slashing wound.
Grigor paused a moment, frozen by the shock of the cut, the unexpected sight of his own blood. It gave Burke just enough time to aim a heavy hiking boot squarely into the man's crotch.
Grigor staggered from the pain. Burke swung again, just as the stocky man flung his head back, causing the small knife blade to rake across beneath the chin. As the wounded man dropped to his knees, Burke grabbed a heavy bowl off the dresser and slammed it against the side of his head. He slumped to the floor unconscious, blood gushing from the neck wound.
Breathing heavily, the adrenalin pumping, Burke rushed to Lori's side, slipped the ring off and began to cut her ropes.
"I don't know what you've got there," she said in an excited whisper, "but I wish I'd had it earlier. Hurry. The other one may be back any minute."
As he pulled the ropes from her, she sprang forward to grab the pistol that lay on the carpet beside the still figure. She was about to turn toward Burke when the door swung open and Dimo rushed in with his gun drawn, babbling in Bulgarian, evidently about the noise he had heard.
Lori held the gun in her right hand, about chest high. Without taking aim or steadying her grip with the other hand, she fired off three quick shots. One of them struck a vital spot. Caught by surprise, Dimo was able to squeeze off only one round. It went wide. His momentum caused him to topple forward into the bedroom, his weapon skittering across the carpet in front of him.
Burke rushed over to snatch up the pistol just as he heard a noise on the stairway beyond the door. He crouched low, holding the gun out with both hands, and jumped through the doorway. He was about to pull the trigger when he saw the shocked look on an underwear-clad, unarmed Robert Jeffries halfway up from the landing.
"Don't shoot!" Jeffries flung his hands above his head.
"Move up to the top of the stairs," Burke said, straightening up, the pistol aimed at Jeffries' head.
The frightened figure promptly obeyed. His only fighting experience had been in the cockpit of a streaking jet. Close combat was a different breed of warfare.
Then Burke heard the sound of another pair of feet rushing up the stairs. As he sprinted into view at the landing, the stocky, blond-headed young man came to an abrupt halt, eyes wide, the pistol in his hand wavering. Burke spun Jeffries around to face the man and pressed the barrel of the automatic against his temple.
"Drop your weapon or Jeffries is a dead man," Burke said with a growl.
As the man hesitated, Lori stepped around Jeffries, Grigor's gun squarely aimed at the blond head. He released his grip, letting the pistol fall to the carpet with a muted thud.
"I'll frisk him," Lori said, moving down the steps, keeping the gun trained on her captive. She ordered him to spread eagle, with his hands against the wall on the landing.
Burke pressed the barrel harder against Jeffries' head. "Is there anyone else downstairs?"
He could see the man tremble as he stammered. "No… no one."
"What about outside?"
"No one outside."
Burke grabbed an arm, pulled it back and up. He put enough pressure on to make Jeffries flinch. "You're positive?"
"Positive."
"What do you know," Lori said from the landing. "A pair of handcuffs. And a key." She snapped them on one wrist of the blond-headed man, then pressed the gun against his back. "Now bring the other hand down slowly."
When she had him secured with the cuffs, she turned back to Burke. "This must be one of Hawk's hired goons. Probably a small-town cop."
"Big mouth broad," the man said.
"That's no way to talk to a lady." She gave him a shove. "Okay, up the stairs."
They tied up the two men in separate bedrooms, gagging them in case someone should return soon. Then they returned to check on the two Bulgarians.
Burke bent over Dimo, lying beyond the doorway. "This one's damned sure not going to engineer any more auto accidents. The bullet went through his neck and out the back, probably severed his spinal chord."
Lori was checking on Grigor. "This fellow certainly isn't going anywhere." She turned her head away from the sight of all the blood. "Your little knife must have hit the carotid artery." She stood up and looked across grimly. "After what they did to my Dad… " Her voice faded away.
Burke was in full agreement. He had set out on this odyssey to track down Cam's killers. Now they were a pitiful looking sight. But he had never been out for revenge, only the pleasure of seeing them behind bars. The task ahead, though, had become even more urgent.
"We'd better get out of here," Burke said. "Where are your shoes?"
"I don't know. They took them away when I first got here. Let me look around."
Almost as soon as Burke had walked out into the foyer at the head of the stairs, he heard a sound coming from the front lawn. Sprinting across to a window, he looked out into the darkness and saw a car pulling into the parking area. The doors opened, and he could see several men starting to climb out.
"Lori!" he called. "Let's go. There's a car out front."
She ran out of the room, still barefoot. He grabbed her hand and tugged her toward the stairs. They ran down to the main floor and back into the kitchen, where they found an outside door. Crossing the deck behind the house, they began to race across the lawn toward the woods to the rear.
Lori had no problem on the smooth grass, but when they reached the densely wooded area, the going became treacherous. Beneath the trees, the darkness intensified. Even if there had been paths, they could not have followed them. Thick underbrush clogged the area. Frequent low stumps, fallen trees and the tentacles of thorny bushes made for hazardous footing.
Burke had planned to turn toward the stone fence and make their way into the adjacent property where he had parked the Jeep. But in their headlong rush into the blackness, attempting to dodge hazardous obstacles, he had lost his bearings. With only occasional patches of sky visible, it was impossible to determine which way they were heading.
"I can't go any farther," Lori said, dropping down on a large log. She was almost in tears. "My feet feel like they have spikes in them."
Burke kneeled down and lifted one of her feet. He could feel the bloody cuts. He pulled a handkerchief from his pocket and wiped both of her feet. Then he ripped strips from his fatigues and wrapped her feet with them. He knew they hadn’t gone far enough to feel safe.
"You go on, Burke. Get to a phone and call someone. Come back for me later."
"No," he said. "I'm not leaving you here. I'll carry you out on my back."
"How are you—"
Her voice broke off as they heard the sound of someone pushing his way into the underbrush.
"Shine the light over this way," a voice called in the distance.
"Go on, Burke." Lori’s low voice sounded urgent. "It may be your only chance."
"We still have the guns," he said. "If necessary, we'll fight our way out."
He had brought along the flashlight he used on Oyster Island, but it had fallen victim to his ambush by the Bulgarian. Same as the web belt, the M76, and the radio receiver.
"When we get back to the Jeep," he said in a low voice, "we should have a full confession on tape. I had a transmitter on the window of the library during their meeting. There's a receiver in the Jeep connected to a recorder."
During their hours of waiting in the bedroom, he had told her as much as the Bulgarians would allow about the people who had gathered in Wizner's house for the final Jabberwock briefing.
"If we get back to the Jeep," she whispered as the voices slowly came closer.
"Just stay put," Burke said, looking around, "I’ll do a little exploring."
He moved about until he found a tall tree with several vines hanging down like heavy, fibrous ropes. He remembered climbing vines like this as a boy, swinging out over the river, sometimes dropping into the water with a huge splash. He wrapped his hands around a cluster of vines and tugged. They held. Slowly, he began to climb hand over hand. It was rough on his palms, and the muscles around his stomach objected with twinges of pain. But after a few minutes he had managed to reach the first large branch. Swinging a leg over it, he pulled himself up. Then he began to climb from one branch to another. In his mind, he was back in Missouri, out by himself on a summer night, conjuring up visions of Tarzan swinging from tree to tree. He half expected to hear his mother's shout in the distance. "Burrrke! Burrrke Hill! Time to come in!"
It was a tall tree. Soon he reached a point where he could see through most of the surrounding forest. He spotted the beam of a strong flashlight some forty or fifty yards off to one side. Lights from the house glowed from another direction. Orienting himself by the lights, he determined a ninety-degree course that would lead to the wall. But a glance at the sky raised the hair on his neck. In the direction that should be up-river, a searing streak of lightning brightened the night like the flash of a warning beacon. A low rumble of thunder followed.
He began an urgent descent, branch by branch.
Back at the log where Lori waited, he showed her the direction they needed to take. Bending over, he motioned to her. "Climb aboard. We need to get moving."
"They'll hear us," she said.
"At the moment, they've skirted past us on the other side. Anyway, they'll soon be hearing something a lot louder."
As if on command, another rumble of thunder echoed from upriver.
"A storm?"
"Right,” he said. “It’s on the way. Let's go."
She put her arms around his neck. He cradled her legs packsaddle style and began the slow trek toward the wall. He took care while dodging trees and thick bushes to maintain a constant heading as best he could. Even so, when they reached the rock barrier, he found they had moved at an angle toward the river, pushing them farther back into the woods. Had their pursuers circled around this way? He hadn’t spotted the flashlight beam again.
By the time he boosted Lori over the wall, the first drops of rain filtered through the overhanging leaves. Within minutes, brilliant flashes of lightning followed by deafening crashes of thunder marked the storm’s path directly above them. A chilling wind swept the trees, and rain gave them a merciless pelting. The woods, which had begun to brighten with the coming of dawn, were plunged deeper into darkness. Burke finally gave up. They huddled together beside the wall as the storm plodded by overhead like some slowly lumbering behemoth.
After an agonizing wait, the sky began to brighten. They started out again, slowed by the treacherous footing of a slippery bed of leaves and grass, interspersed with puddles and strips of mud. It was after seven when they reached the Jeep, chilled and soggy, Burke's boots coated almost black by the mud.
He started the Jeep and let it warm up, switching on the heater to give Lori some relief from the shivering. Meanwhile, he disconnected the tape recorder, removed the tape and inserted it into the player on the dash. He switched on the radio and set the tape to rewind. It soon clicked back to forward and Blythe Ingram's voice came through the speakers:
"… test firings were right on the money. We adapted a standard eighty-one millimeter mortar so it could be bolted to the floor of the truck. A circular hatch in the roof is removed for firing. The elevation and azimuth for aiming the weapon have been preset for the marked location on Victoria Street… "
Lori seemed to forget her discomfort as she listened in fascination as the Jabberwock plot unfolded through the voices of the conspirators.
"We've got to find a telephone and call Judge Marshall," she said when the tape had finished.
"But the CIA is up to their assholes in this thing," Burke said.
"Not the CIA. Hawk Elliott and some of his henchmen. That Richard you heard on there is Alvin Kirsh. I recognized the voice. He's one of Hawk's yes-men. Kingsley Marshall doesn't know a thing about this."
"Why are you so sure?"
"You heard it on there. Colonel Golanov said the only people privy to the operational details were in the room, except for a KGB captain and Minister Zamyatin."
Burke hadn't thought about it, but that definitely left out the Director of Central Intelligence. Still he persisted. "Weren't you going to meet Judge Marshall when they kidnapped you?"
"That's what Hawk told me. I was so damned smug about what seemed to be happening that I made the mistake of believing him. When I called the night before, the duty officer told me Judge Marshall was out of town and probably wouldn't be back for another day. That's why I consented to talk to Hawk. Dumb me."
Burke shook his head. "Join the club. I got taken in by that smooth-talking Donald Newman. By the way, who is Colonel Golanov? I only know him as Emerson Dinwiddie."
"He's a very smooth KGB operator who used to be the darling of the diplomatic party set. Apparently he's with the Second Chief Directorate now. General Kostikov is head of it."
"Damn." Burke checked his watch. Seven-thirty. He started the Jeep and backed around to reach the trail that led out of the woods. He had no idea what time the parade was scheduled in Toronto this morning.



Chapter 48

It took much longer than it should have to locate the pay phone, but Burke didn’t want to risk driving past the Newman house. He worried that the search team would be out looking again after the storm had passed. As a result, he cut back away from the river and wound up on a rural road that only took them farther into the boondocks. It was after eight when Lori finally got to a telephone and called Judge Marshall's home. It rang interminably with no answer.
"What's the problem?" Burke asked.
"He's not at home. It's Saturday, he could have gone to his place in the Poconos. Eastern Pennsylvania."
"You think he'd have left town with this summit coming up?"
"You have a point," she said. "I'll try Langley."
Again she got a watch officer. This one she didn't recognize. He professed not to know where the DCI had gone. He offered to put her through to the Chief of Counterintelligence.
"Bullshit!" Lori blurted. "Where's General Palmer?"
"He may be in the building," said the reluctant officer.
"Then you'd damned well better find him in a hurry. This is a Priority One emergency."
"Who did you say you were?"
"I'm Lorelei Quinn, a former officer of the Clandestine Service. My Dad was Cameron Quinn, who recently died in the service of your beloved Agency. Now get me General Palmer."
She didn't know the General very well, except that her father had characterized him as overly cautious because of his newness on the scene. Quinn indicated that Palmer deferred too much to his counterintelligence chief's recommendations. She was afraid to trust him with this.
"This is General Palmer, Miss Quinn. What's the problem?"
"It concerns Jabberwock, General. Where is Judge Marshall? I have to talk to him right away."
"Well, that's interesting. Mr. Elliott has just made a real breakthrough on that case. I can't discuss it, of course. What information did you have?"
So Hawk was already preparing the way, blaming things on the Israelis, no doubt. "I promised the Judge I would speak only with him. How can I reach him?"
The General sounded a bit miffed. "I don't know that he wants to be disturbed."
"Believe me, General, when he hears what I have for him, he'll be deliriously happy at being disturbed. Can you patch me through to him?"
"Yes, of course. But… oh, very well. Hold on. Let me see what I can do."
After a long delay, Judge Marshall's voice came on the line.
"Lori, General Palmer says you have something for me regarding Jabberwock. I hope your friend Hill isn't still trying to interfere. Hawthorne Elliott just made a breakthrough this morning. He has positive proof that it involves the Israelis."
"I hate to be the one to disabuse you, Judge," Lori said. "There is no Israeli involvement in Jabberwock. But Hawk Elliott is in it up to his eyeballs. He's one of the ringleaders."
"I know you dislike Hawk, but a charge like this. What do you think Jabberwock is all about?"
"It's about a plot to assassinate Presidents Giles and Petrovsky in Toronto this morning."
"That's preposterous!" Judge Marshall said in a voice that signaled shocked disbelief at the very thought of it.
"I'm afraid it isn't, sir. And fortunately you're right about Burke Hill. He kept pursuing the case until he turned up all the answers. Hawk Elliott had me kidnapped Tuesday morning on a ruse that I was being taken to a meeting with you at Langley."
"I was out of town on a Presidential mission."
"I didn't know where you were, but I believed him and wound up a captive in a house in Niagara Falls." Her voice rushed on as her brain snatched at bits of fact that might prove persuasive. "Burke tracked me down and came here last night. He taped part of a meeting of the Jabberwock conspirators before one of their goons jumped him. They planned to drown us in the Falls, but we managed to escape."
"Lori, I'm… I'm overwhelmed. I've never known you to make up such a farfetched tale. It's… it's unbelievable, yet… " He hesitated. "Now that I think of it, the kidnapping part makes a bit of sense. I had a strange call from Sydney Pinkleton of the SIS. I believe he was a friend of your father's. He asked how he might contact you. Said something about he had information that you were on a special mission for the Agency." The Judge, as he had a way of doing, suddenly shifted gears. "I'm on the way to Toronto right now. Hawk said he had learned the Mossad planned something in connection with the events there today."
"If you'll listen, sir, I'll play Burke's recording of the meeting. You can hear the plan from your counterintelligence chief himself, among others."
She started the tape and held the small player up to the phone. When the recording had finished, she heard the Judge's voice saying, "Good God! How can we stop them? The two Presidents are due there about now."
"Burke has seen the people involved. He knows more about it than I do. I'll put him on."
Burke took the phone. "Judge Marshall, do you know what time the parade is scheduled?"
"It's to start in about forty-five minutes. The Presidents are probably arriving at the reviewing stand now. There's a little ceremony planned before the parade. I'd better contact the Secret Service and have them cancel everything immediately."
"I don't think that would be wise, sir," Burke said. "This Abdalla character is watching the reviewing stand. If the Secret Service were to start any kind of evasive action, he would probably call for immediate firing of the weapon. By exploding above the stand, it would cover a wide area. Probably get them even if they started to move out."
"We can't just sit here," Judge Marshall said.
"I think we have a little time," Burke said. "They want to create maximum panic and the widest TV exposure. That means at the start of the parade. I know what the truck looks like from the air, and I have a plan." It was just taking shape in his mind. "Could you get me a Royal Canadian Mounted Police Specialty Team helicopter with a winch and a couple of their people aboard?"
"Where are you?"
"Niagara Falls, New York."
"Stand by on the line."
Burke waited agonizingly with nothing but a hum in his ear for several minutes, though it seemed an hour. Then Judge Marshall was back.
"Get over to the Customs and Immigration office on the American side of the Rainbow Bridge, that's the international bridge just below the Falls. The chopper will pick you up in fifteen minutes. What do you intend to do?"
Burke hastily outlined his plan.
"Why not send the Mounties in to storm the truck?" Judge Marshall asked.
"Keep the security forces away from it. They're monitoring every direction from inside that truck. If anybody approaches too close, I'm sure they'll fire immediately."
"Maybe we could get an artillery piece or an anti-tank weapon and destroy the truck. We don't know how much time we have."
"You're right," Burke agreed. "But could you locate such a weapon and get it there in time?"
"I don't know, but I'll find out. Meanwhile, you get over to that bridge. We'll radio you in the chopper."
* * *
The Customs officers waved their arms continuously like automated mannequins, attempting to keep traffic moving at the foot of the bridge. Everyone seemed intent on watching the big RCMP helicopter as it settled to the cleared area like a huge bumblebee, took on two passengers, then immediately lifted off and disappeared to the northwest out over Lake Ontario.
As they had ducked beneath the whirling rotor and were boosted into the chopper, Burke and Lori were met by a smiling Sydney Pinkleton as they moved across the narrow deck. He gave Lori a hug and a kiss. She had donned a pair of too-large boots contributed by a female Customs officer.
"I was worried about you, young lady." Pinkleton shouted above the throb of the rotor and the din from the engine as they strapped themselves in. "I called your office Wednesday and received an odd message from Miss Beasley. Something about your being out of contact on a mission for the Agency. She seemed to think it strange as well. Judge Marshall just told me why."
"I sure didn't expect to find you here," Lori replied.
He grinned. "A case of being in the right place at the right time." He turned to Burke. "Let me introduce you to a couple of people. This is Sergeant Ian Macleod."
The Sergeant unbuckled his seat belt and knelt on the deck of the chopper in front of them. He was dressed in his Specialty Team uniform, a hefty Sig Sauer P226 semi-automatic strapped to his waist, several other pieces of equipment hooked to his belt, including two hand grenades. His fellow teammate, a solemn-faced youth with sandy hair that appeared to curl at the edges, sat across from them as if deep in thought, hands clutching his automatic rifle. A large, muscular Scot with steely blue eyes and a bushy black mustache, Macleod shook hands with Burke. The grip, strong and forceful, mirrored the Mountie's personality. It took little imagination to picture him bundled in a parka, standing heroically behind a dogsled, in hot pursuit of some northern territory miscreant.
"This is Pierre Bonhomme, with my sister service in Canada," Pinkleton said, nodding toward the opposite side of the chopper.
A dapper looking French-Canadian in a navy-blue blazer, Bonhomme, not his real name, leaned across to shake Burke's hand and touch slender fingers to his brow in a salute to Lori.
Burke explained his plan, after which a frowning Macleod fixed him with a probing stare. "I think I should be the one to carry this out," the husky Mountie said.
Realizing the significance of the look, Burke countered. "If you're concerned about my credentials, I put in thirteen years as a special agent with the FBI. These people have been battering us around pretty badly. I'd love to settle the score." And prove once and for all that I'm still capable of successfully completing an operation, he added to himself.
"We'll see," said the sergeant.
Burke turned to Bonhomme. "You might ask your people to be on the lookout for a KGB man, Lt. Col. Andrei Golanov."
Pinkleton looked up in surprise. "He's here with the official Russian party. What's the connection?"
"If Operation Jabberwock succeeds, his job is to destroy the evidence by setting off explosives inside that truck. He should be somewhere in the area."
"Where do you expect to find the truck?" Macleod asked.
"They mentioned Victoria Street. Is that near Nathan Phillips Square?"
"Right. Let me advise the pilot."
As Macleod moved forward, Pinkleton leaned across to Lori. "I have those pictures of the Bulgarian agents, if you still need them."
Lori gave him a thin smile. "I don't think that will be necessary, Uncle Sydney."
Seeing the rumpled brow, Burke answered the unasked question. "Dimo and his partner suffered a little misfortune a few hours ago. They won't be worrying you any longer."
Macleod returned to his kneeling position. "We'll be there in ten minutes." He turned to Bonhomme. "Sir, the pilot says you're wanted on the radio."
The CSIS man returned shortly to relay a message jointly from the American DCI and the head of his own service. No long range weapons suitable for taking out the truck could be in place within thirty minutes. Burke's plan appeared to be the only option left.
The Canadian gave a typical French shrug and smiled. "They say our famous unprotected border has proved a liability in this case. No one feels the need to keep anti-tank weapons handy."
Burke looked down at the broad expanse of Lake Ontario, its waters shimmering in the morning sunlight. Ahead he could see the Toronto skyline, the domino-like rectangles of soaring modern hotels and office buildings, the thin spire of the CN Tower beside the Blue Jays' domed stadium. Off to the left blossomed the odd cantilevered structures of the theme park called Ontario Place.
He leaned across to Macleod. "Better tell the pilot to stay well above the area until he's ready to come down. That way they shouldn't have any warning of what we're up to."
The sergeant made his way forward again and explained the problem. As he started back to his seat, the chopper crossed over the warmer surface of the Toronto Islands and caught a thermal updraft. It threw Macleod off balance. He grabbed for a handhold overhead but missed, the full weight of his body crashing into a metal stringer along the side of the fuselage. His right wrist took most of the force of the blow.
Macleod's partner rushed to his side and watched with wide-eyed concern as he held his wrist and tried to flex his fingers. They would barely move.
The sergeant looked at his partner and then at Burke. He had mentioned that the young Mountie was just out of the Specialty Team training program. This was his first mission. Burke could picture the wheels turning in Macleod’s mind, weighing the value of thirteen years experience with the FBI, plus knowledge of the truck and the people inside it.
He looked across at Burke. "It appears that it's your game, Mr. Hill."
Burke gave him a thin smile as the Mountie clutched his aching wrist. "Sorry it had to be this way, Sergeant."
MacLeod shrugged. "I have to warn you. I've been giving this some thought. I can see several serious risks in your plan. They could be life-threatening."
"One is pretty obvious," Burke said. He had been going over the plan in his mind also. "If they were to fire the mortar while I'm swinging overhead, I could get clobbered."
"Right. The shell wouldn't explode until it reached the point it was fused for. But if it hit you, it would smash one hell of a hole! Another worry is the racket that rotor makes." He pointed his thumb toward the whirling blade that clattered above. "When we start descending over Victoria Street, that's really going to rattle their cage. If somebody raised up in the hatch with a weapon, you'd be a sitting duck."
"I'd say the odds are pretty long on getting hit by the mortar shell," Burke said. "As for the noise, I'm counting on the earphones they'll be using to stay in contact with the man at Nathan Phillips Square. They should be heavily padded to protect their ears from the blast of the mortar. Hopefully that'll mask the rotor noise until it's too late to retaliate."
MacLeod nodded. "There's one thing more, one that presents a much greater probability if you succeed with the grenade. As soon as you release it, I'll signal the pilot to start a full power climb out. We'll also start the winch reeling you in. But, depending on how the truck blows, and how fast this bird reacts, you'll be in real danger of picking up some flying debris, call it shrapnel."
Burke glanced at Lori and caught her worried frown. "You have a good point, Sergeant. But I don't know anything I can do about it but pray. To borrow an old Spanish phrase, or a Doris Day tune, Que sera, sera."
"What will be, will be," said Bonhomme with a fatalistic smile.
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TORONTO
From the restored Victorian townhouses of Cabbagetown to the Italian restaurants west of Bathurst Street, a colorful mosaic of small neighborhoods, about as diverse in character as a world atlas, fanned out north of Lake Ontario to form the polyglot metropolis known as Toronto. It could rival New York City as a melting pot, but wherever they had hailed from originally, Torontans today were in the mood for a parade.
With the pre-dawn storm having exhausted its fury out across the lake, Saturday morning turned out sunny and warm, the temperature pushing a comfortable seventy. Crowds of people representing dozens of ethnic groups milled about in a festive mood. They came not only from Toronto and the Province of Ontario, but from all across the vast expanse of Canada. Countless Americans had driven the hundred-and-forty kilometers over the QEW, or Queen Elizabeth Way, from Buffalo and Niagara Falls, hoping for a glimpse of the world's two most powerful leaders. The jovial crush of humanity, young, old, fat, skinny, dark-skinned and light, packed the broad sidewalks along Queen Street West in front of the towering Sheraton Centre. A line of uniformed Metro and Ontario Provincial Police separated the throng from the parade route and the reviewing stand across the street in Nathan Phillips Square.
A cordon of Mounties in their ceremonial red coats was arrayed around the square some distance from the reviewing stand. Plainclothes RCMP officers from the Prime Minister's protective force mingled with Secret Service agents and KGB men in the immediate area of the leaders, their earpieces making them resemble an army of the hard of hearing. A platform had been erected at the southwest corner of the square to accommodate a battery of television cameras that panned back and forth from the undulating crowd to the more sedate group of dignitaries on the reviewing stand.
Those who took the time to look up from their streetside vantage points could pick out the dark-clothed figures of sharpshooters along the rooftops, crack riflemen with scopes who could pinpoint and blast away any would-be assassins in seconds.
Others crowded north on University to the point where school bandsmen clattered drums and blew horns in the musical cacophony of warm-ups that signaled the parade was about ready to begin. It would march down University, turn left onto Queen Street West, pass the reviewing stand and disband on the other side of Yonge Street.
Police barricades blocked off the cross streets, and arm-waving officers detoured motorists away from the parade route. They had Yonge north of Queen blocked at Shuter Street, which came to a dead end opposite the middle of the long expanse of the Eaton Centre. Victoria Street lay two blocks east. In contrast to the gleaming facades of the nearby skyscrapers, this was a more shabby section, lined with low buildings that housed small businesses catering to students from Ryerson Polytechnic Institute, located just to the north. In addition to the pool halls, the dry cleaners and book shops, there were rows of aging brick walkup apartments.
* * *
On the TV platform, Naji Abdalla swung his camera around frequently, as he had been taught to do, although the picture in its viewfinder was going nowhere after reaching a small microwave dish mounted nearby for appearance sake only. The tiny microphone in front of his lips was live, however, and through the earpieces he could hear Overmyer and Richter talking from the truck on Victoria Street. They had begun setting up the equipment early, and they now reported everything in readiness. The mortar had been mounted and aimed, the overhead hatch opened. The surveillance cameras were operating. Every pedestrian headed their way and every vehicle that moved along the street would show on the monitors. A curtain had been drawn across the opening to the cab so that no one from outside could see what was going on in the compartment. Abdalla knew the two men would be sitting anxiously in their chairs, awaiting his signal from Nathan Phillips Square.
* * *
The mood in the rental car driven by Andrei Golanov was as festive as that of the throngs in the nearby streets. He chatted amiably with Katerina Makarenko as they drove toward Victoria Street.
"I can already hear the mournful music playing on Moscow radio and television, Katya."
She smiled broadly. "I trust General Kostikov will enjoy the music."
"Yes, he should be contacting the Ministry of Defense soon about joining our cause."
"There shouldn't be any problem once the news gets out that the Americans and Israelis are behind all this," Katya said.
"True."
There was one small change in the plan from what he had reported at the meeting in Niagara Falls the previous night. Hans Richter had been chosen for the Jabberwock team because of his past trusted service as a KGB agent in the East German secret police establishment. As soon as the weapon was fired, Richter would eliminate Gary Overmyer with a lethal blow designed to appear accidental. He would step out of the truck and into the car driven by Golanov. Then an anonymous tip to the Mounties would put them on the trail of a link between the assassination, the Mossad, the CIA, and two prominent American capitalists.
A disturbing thought suddenly erased the smile from Katya's pretty face. "But what about this Burke Hill?" she asked. "What if he gets away again?"
Golanov shook his head. "Not this time. I was told just before we left the hotel that he and his girlfriend are trapped in a wooded area back of the Newman house. They were caught in a thunderstorm. Our people are bringing in the dogs. They probably have them in custody by now."
As they approached Victoria Street shortly before time for the parade to begin, Golanov slowed at the sight of a squad of Metro police setting up a barrier to close off Victoria at Shuter. Although he could not see it, the same thing was taking place at Dundas, to the north at the other end of the block. Other officers were moving quickly to evacuate apartment dwellers and customers of the businesses along Victoria through rear exits.
"I don't like the looks of this," Golanov said with a darkening frown.
He pulled up near the barrier and motioned to one of the officers. When the policeman walked over, Golanov showed his credentials as a member of the official Soviet delegation.
"What's the problem, officer?"
"I'm not sure, Colonel. We were told there may be a bomb in this block, to keep everybody out. It's far enough away, it shouldn't affect the parade."
Golanov forced a grin. "That's good."
Then he swung the car around, cursing their failure to provide him with a radio to make contact with the truck. He could only hope that Richter and Overmyer would spot the activity on their TV screens and open fire immediately. It would present a problem making the pickup of Hans, but he was a resourceful fellow.
* * *
The two Mounties, Macleod struggling with one hand, strapped Burke into a nylon sling and hooked it to the steel cable that ran from a power winch. When the pilot turned his head and pointed a finger downward, they looked out at the city below. The chopper was cruising along slowly at about six hundred feet altitude.
"There's Victoria Street," Macleod shouted, pointing off to one side.
Burke shifted his eyes along the strip of asphalt. Then he saw it. A white truck with a satellite dish at the rear. "That's it," he yelled. "Right there. In front of that low building. See the small, dark circle on top? That's the open hatch."
Macleod shouted to the pilot. "Take her down."
As they began to descend, Macleod strapped his belt with the grenades around Burke's waist, then double-checked the hook connected to the sling. "Ever done anything like this before?" he asked.
Burke shook his head and grinned. "I've done a lot of hanging out in my time, but never from a helicopter."
"There's not much wind. You shouldn't get too wide a swing. We'll drop you down about nine meters on the cable. Then maneuver you as close to the hatch as possible."
"Will you be able to see me toss the grenade?" Burke asked.
"Sure. I'll be hanging out the door." He hooked a nylon strap around his waist that would keep him from falling out. "As soon as you turn loose of the grenade, I'll signal the pilot. Good hunting."
The Mountie pulled open the door and latched it. "Get ready."
Lori reached over to squeeze Burke's hand and give him a game smile. He saw that she was biting her lower lip.
The chopper was in a descending hover, slowly closing on the ground. At about a hundred and fifty feet, Macleod patted Burke on the back. He swung over the edge of the opening and dropped free.
Burke felt the downwash of the rotor as the cable reeled out. It buffeted his face, tossed his hair like a stiff wind on a stormy day. And then time seemed to hit a warp. The cable played out in slow motion, stopping when it had extended about thirty feet.
But he kept dropping as the chopper closed in on the truck.
He had become a free falling object with no control. The takeoff in Kevin McKenzie's Cessna back in New Orleans was a nursery ride compared to this. He thought briefly that it was close to how a fledgling paratrooper would feel on his first jump. He was well aware of the potential consequences, but an adrenalin high blocked the danger from his mind.
Burke swung like a pendulum as he watched the truck grow larger beneath him. He recalled the padded earphones Overmyer and Richter should be wearing, how they should mask the sound of the chopper. He knew that by the time he was in place, the downwash would pummel the truck enough to signal those inside that something was amiss. He could only pray that it would not happen too soon.
As the chopper seemed to inch forward, the opening in the truck’s roof became clearer. It was hinged inward and he could see the bolts that held it in place. Only a few feet away now, he gripped one of the grenades in his right hand. It would be a bit tricky with the way he swayed in the turbulence. His aim wouldn't be as sharp as in the days when he had played baseball as a boy back in Missouri.
Would it be good enough?
In contrast to the old pineapple-shaped grenades he had seen during his FBI career, this one was round like a baseball. It had a familiar feel. There was no doubt this would be the biggest pitch of his life.
It meant life or death for two world leaders.
The clatter of the rotor overhead drowned out all other sound. He focused his mind on the task. Once he turned the grenade loose, it would explode in four seconds. Could the men in the truck grab it and toss the grenade back through the roof?
Now he was a few feet to the left. No more than four or five feet above the truck. Swinging forward. In seconds he would be in perfect position.
The street below looked strangely peaceful. Deserted. On the periphery of his vision he saw the flashing lights of a police car at the next intersection.
Concentrating on the dark circle that lay like a bullseye atop the truck, he pulled the pin. He had the feeling of being in a slow motion dream. Then he was on target, just above the hatch.
He lobbed the grenade at the gaping hole.
* * *
Naji Abdalla had seen two men hurrying onto the reviewing stand. They appeared to be consulting with the two leaders. The bodyguards on and around the platform become more active, their heads bobbing about constantly.
"Gary… Hans," he said in a staccato voice. "Something's wrong. I don't like the looks of it. You'd better get ready and fire immediately."
"I agree," said Overmyer, pushing up from the chair. "I haven't noticed a car or a person on this street for the last ten minutes."
As he turned to see that the mortar round was ready, he felt a sudden tremble.
Richter looked at him, alarmed. "What the hell was that? An earthquake?"
Overmyer checked the monitors. He saw nothing in the street. He gazed up through the roof hatch. Nothing there but blue sky. Still he felt the truck vibrate. This was no earthquake. He jerked off the earphones and listened. There was another roar that sounded above the noise of the airconditioner, which blew full blast. Then he recognized it as a familiar sound from long ago in Vietnam.
"Chopper!" he yelled, and grabbed for the shell.
At that instant a shadow passed over the opening above the mortar, and something fell past it. Both men saw it hit the floor and bounce to the side.
"Grenade!" Overmyer screamed, diving for it. He hit the floor with a jolt but got his hand around the grenade. He looked up and felt a downwash of air that would be from the rotor. He twisted around to get in a position to throw the grenade back through the opening in the roof.
* * *
As soon as he released the grenade, Burke waved his arm, then clutched the line with both hands. He heard the engine wind up and the rotor begin popping faster overhead. There was a sharp tug as he began to sway backward and upward. At that moment, a muffled roar sounded below. It was followed immediately by a chain reaction of explosions as the plastic ignited. He was about halfway to the aircraft when he smelled the smoke and heard pieces of debris whistling about. He felt something sharp gouge into his right arm just above the elbow, accompanied by a searing pain, and immediately saw fragments pelting against the underside of the chopper. It continued its rapid climb.
Burke quickly glanced down at the blood spreading across his arm, which hung limply after he had lost his grip on the cable. He got a glimpse of a large cloud of black smoke and, beyond it, a gaping crater in Victoria Street. A brick wall had crumpled at the front of the adjacent building. Then two pairs of hands suddenly gripped him tightly beneath his arms, hauling him into the cabin. He grimaced as the pain shot through the injured limb. He was aware of Lori shouting at MacLeod to bring a first aid kit. Then he lay back on the floor, eyes closed tightly as Lori began to clean and bandage the wound.
After a moment, he opened his eyes. "Did we make it in time?"
The chopper circled toward Nathan Phillips Square, its passengers gazing down at the reviewing stand, hoping against hope they would find it still intact.
It was.
Around the corner from the square, the first bands were turning into Queen Street West. The crowds, oblivious to the nearby drama, cheered and waved. It was a great day for a parade.
Sydney Pinkleton turned and leaned toward Burke, grinning. "Everything looks great, old bloke. Mission accomplished."



Chapter 50

THE WHITE HOUSE
The carefully clipped lawn was a lake of green bordered by hedges of osmanthus and boxwood. Bright hues of roses and anemones splashed the planting beds with color beneath the leaves of the crab apple trees. Beyond the French doors that opened beneath a white-pillared colonnade sat the Oval Office.
The tall figure of President Thornton Giles towered over Burke and Lori. He squinted in the sunlight of a glorious Monday morning as he smiled at Burke. "I heard you were an outdoorsman, so I thought the Rose Garden would be the best place for this. How is the arm?"
"Rather sore," Burke said. "Otherwise, okay. I had a time getting it into this jacket, though." He spoke with a sheepish smile. He felt proud and humbled by all of it, but he would prefer to have traded the moment for a small, private audience. It had required a hasty trip to a clothing store first thing this morning to acquire the suit. The President had insisted, and Judge Marshall concurred, that nothing short of a public ceremony before the news media and the nation would do to salve the Agency's wounds. Out of deference to Lori and Cam, he couldn’t refuse.
The President stepped to the microphone, raising both arms to silence the applause from the crowd of newsmen and dignitaries, including the ambassadors of Canada, Russia, and the United Kingdom.
"I'm sure all of you know this event was not on the summit schedule that my staff and that of President Petrovsky worked so diligently to prepare," the President said. "But after what happened in Toronto last Saturday morning, we felt that it couldn't wait any longer. You see, if it hadn't been for these two people standing here, there wouldn't have been anybody left to hold a summit meeting." He gestured with one hand toward Burke and Lori.
"The stories about the assassination plot credited its break-up to joint action by the combined security forces of Canada, Russia, and the United States, with cooperation of the British government. This was true, up to a point. As has been reported, the Royal Canadian Mounted Police played a key role in foiling the perpetrators. The Russian KGB and our own Central Intelligence Agency, in cooperation with the Federal Bureau of Investigation, have successfully rounded up the remaining conspirators. But the true heroes of the day were never revealed. This was done in part to protect them while the plotters were still at large. It was also due to the fact that our agencies were still investigating, having not fully unraveled the bizarre circumstances that led up to Saturday morning's planned attack.
"We are here this morning to express the deep appreciation of the nation, and especially that of the Giles family, to Burke Hill and Lorelei Quinn. They started out to prove the death of Miss Quinn's father was not an accident, but a premeditated murder. In gathering the evidence they needed, they realized something much larger was at stake. In the end, it was information they provided, aboard an RCMP Specialty Team helicopter, that led to destruction of the plotters' weapon as it was ready to be fired."
It had been decided both at Burke's request and to spare the Canadian government from possible complications that he would not be revealed as the one who had thrown the grenade.
"Some will undoubtedly seize upon this unfortunate occurrence to vilify the CIA. Let me assure you of this. Those who took part in this plot represented a very small minority of CIA employees. By far the vast majority are decent, courageous, tireless men and women, who have dedicated their lives to preserving the values that this nation was founded upon. Men like Lorelei Quinn's father, Cameron, who gave his life in the effort to uncover this conspiracy. Cameron Quinn had devoted virtually his entire adult life to serving his country, first in the OSS during World War II, and then through nearly forty years with the CIA. Like his fellow officers, he was forced to suffer public ridicule at widely touted failures, while remaining mute about the many secret successes. He set things in motion that culminated in Saturday's smashing of the plot. It was Cameron Quinn's ultimate success.
"Will you ladies and gentlemen please join me in expressing our heartfelt thanks to Burke Hill, Lorelei Quinn and, posthumously, to Cameron Quinn."
He turned to face them and began clapping his hands. The audience rose as one and joined in. The President walked over and shook hands with both of them, giving Lori a kiss on the cheek. Then, as the applause subsided, he gestured to Nikolai Petrovsky.
The husky Russian leader moved to the microphone, accompanied by his translater. His round face showed the famous smile that had made him the darling of the Western press. But behind it lay the sobering knowledge that he had a limited time in which to correct the stubborn problems that had allowed a group of megalomaniacs to nearly succeed in destroying all of the progress he had fought so hard to achieve. He began to speak, followed by the translation.
"Ladies and gentlemen, it is a pleasure for me to be here this morning, to join President Giles in honoring these two courageous Americans. I speak for the Russian people, and for my family, in saying that we concur wholeheartedly with the President's praise for what they did. I can assure you, and my fellow citizens of the Russian Federation, that we have taken decisive actions to prevent the recurrence of such a situation in the KGB. These were enemies of perestroika and glasnost. You," he added, nodding to Burke and Lori, "have done the Russian people a great service."
Smiling at the audience, he continued, "I am aware that you of the American news media believe my speeches are much too long. So today I will be brief. Let me only add an invitation to Mr. Hill and Miss Quinn to come and visit us in Moscow. At the Kremlin, as you might say, for them the red carpet will always be out. Thank you."
President Giles stepped back to the microphone as the applause died. "I have one other thing to add for the media. There are still a number of details regarding this case, and the involvement of Burke Hill and Lorelei Quinn, that must remain classified."
Thank God, Burke thought. Besides such obvious details as the NSA role, Cam Quinn's trip to Cyprus and Burke's to Israel, it included the shootout on Oyster Island and at the Newman house in Niagara Falls. Damage control teams had moved in to obliterate as many traces as possible of what had happened. Where necessary, local prosecutors were being informed privately of the self-defense nature of the cases and asked to dispose of them quietly.
The President continued, "Also, Mr. Hill and Miss Quinn have asked that they not be subjected to press interviews. However, they have provided detailed written statements that will be handed out in a few moments. Thank you."
As expected, the undaunted news people began to shout their questions anyway. The President, accompanied by Judge Marshall, whisked Burke and Lori into the Oval Office, where he thanked them again. Then they were escorted out a private exit to find the Judge's sleek black limousine waiting. They were soon on their way to Falls Church. A CIA car had brought them to the White House, but Judge Marshall personally accompanied them back home.
"I want to add my personal thanks to what you two did," said the DCI. He gave Lori a rather contrite frown. "And offer my apologies, as well. I sought to put the blame on you, when it was Hawk Elliott I should have been wary of."
"I was taken in by him, too," Lori confessed. "Even when I should have known better."
He turned to Burke. "I would say you're the one I owe the greatest apology. You suffered pretty badly at the hands of some of my people."
"It was an educational experience," Burke said. "Not one I’d like to repeat, but I learned a lot. Some of it about myself. I didn't want to get into this in the first place, but Cam pushed me. I had a rather bad experience on departing the FBI. It left some bad scars."
Judge Marshall nodded. "I know all about that. The President asked me to deliver a message. He has personally instructed the Director of the FBI to contact you and get your file straightened out, removing any unwarranted derogatory information."
"Thanks." That should be the final footnote to one dark chapter of his life, Burke reflected. A chapter which Jabberwock had succeeded in balancing off quite nicely. He had proved to himself if no one else that Hoover had been wrong. He was not a failure. He could handle the job as well as anyone. "One thing that probably kept pushing me along, though I didn't realize it at the time, was the fact that Jabberwock represented exactly the kind of deal I'd come to detest. People using their power to manipulate others for their own selfish ends. But I went into it kicking and screaming. Like most dedicated reformers, I swung too far to the opposite extreme. At first, I objected to using a cover story and a false passport, mistaking it for a question of integrity, if not legality. I got all hung up on legalities and ethicalities. I finally accepted Cam Quinn's version of reality, that you can't fight unconventional wars with conventional means. I guess the important thing is to be honest with yourself and not compromise on your search for justice."
"I've devoted my entire life to espousing the rule of law as the only solution to man retaining his freedom," said Judge Marshall, leaning back in the seat, one arm across his chest, the other hand rubbing his chin thoughtfully, as though seeking the words to deliver a weighty opinion. "I noted in your debriefing where you occasionally strayed beyond the strict confines of the law, Burke. But there are a couple of points to consider, particularly when you get into the question of ethics. Some things may be entirely legal but decidedly unethical, depending upon how and why they're done. Conversely, other things may seem to be illegal yet are assuredly ethical. That's because the law can't possibly take into consideration every possible nuance of a situation. So, to achieve justice, which, as you indicate, is our ultimate goal, we must introduce another concept called equity. If the outcome of the action is equitable, then justice has been served. I think you achieved that, Burke."
"You put it much better than I could have, Judge. I guess that's to be expected, though, since you're a lawyer and I'm just an accountant."
"Just an accountant?" the DCI echoed with a smile. "Well, I'm impressed by the way you accounted for yourself on this case. I read the full debriefing report this morning. You did an excellent piece of work on that investigation. If you're interested in a new job, I think I can find a place for you."
"Thank you, sir. I'm not sure I'm ready for that."
"After the turmoil of the past few weeks," Lori said, "I think we're both ready for a vacation. A little time away from it all." She looked straight at Burke. "To decide where we go from here."
Burke squeezed her hand. "I just happen to have a dandy little place up in the Smoky Mountains that would be ideal. It's made for clearing the air, opening your mind to consider weighty matters. You're invited."
"Can I have about thirty minutes to get ready?" Her look said it was no idle comment.
"I have one request, Burke," said the Judge. "Besides being an accountant, you're a damn fine photographer. I'd appreciate your bringing me back another picture to go with that remarkable photograph of the mink I have on my office wall. You might even drop by and help me hang it."
Burke arched an eyebrow. Somehow he suspected that he hadn't heard the last of Judge Kingsley Marshall.
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